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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 



E dison tad retired — extingnislied for once. PtJNCH was just turning down his own Electric Illumioator, with which he 
had cruelly quenched the newest light of the famous Transatlantic Inventor, when a deep hut cheery voice sounded fi:om 
the half-dark of the ante -adytum, 

“ Don*t put that out yet, Ueher alter I Let me see Punch for once standing in his own light ! ** 

And, with a ringing laugh, the Eeichskanzlee strode into the sanctum, flinging open his huge fur cloak, and stamping 
the snow from his heavy cuirassier hoots, as he held out his hand with a hearty “ ProsH neues jahr / ” 

Punch shook the strong hand cordially, and motioning the Prince to a chair, took his own place at the Roimd Table 
of Council alongside his distinguished visitor, to whom he pushed his own private hox of Regalias. 

It was an impressive moment. There sat the two Powers of the World in presence ! Strange, the Glohe continued to 
revolve, as if there was still the normal distance between its two pivcrts. 

The truth is, old man,” said the Prince, after taking in the contents of the sanctum with a sweeping glance, ** I want 
your counsel.” 

' ** You win find it in my hack numbers,” was the calm and dignified reply 

** I have no time to read.” 

** A despatch is soon written.” 

** Not so soon as a friendly word is spoken under four eyes,” said the Prince, pleasantly. ** Even I find it hard to 
come straight to the point on paper. It is true I am used to diplomatic correspondents* If you knew what a horror their 

jplauderei gives one of despatches ! ” 

“ Have I not correspondents of my own ? ” sighed Punch. 

“ And a waste-paper basket — happily for you. We have only archives. No ; pen and ink — ^present company's always 
excepted — ^is silvern ; speech — ^present company's in particular — ^is golden ; next best thing, in fact, to silence. You and I 
know how to speak to each other.” 

“ Thanks to the latest light out of the Busch ! — ^if that be not, as some say, a mere marsh-light, meant to mislead.” 

** Achj dieser armer Buschlein / ” laughed the burly Reichskanzlee. “ Indiscreet — eh ? to let one’s tame newspaper- 
organ grind on its own account. Contrary to all diplomatic proprieties ? That ’s why I like it. Fancy the long faces in the 
Chancelleries ! And the infinite* deal of nothing Buschlbin's buehUin will set flowing from Plenipotential pens ! For, once 
their Excellencies will have something to hang tbeir nothings on.” 

One fact, at least, he puts the world up to — ^your Excellency's favourite tipple,” said Punch, pleasantly, motioning 
.towards the buffet, 

** And here we are at the fountain-head of the Porter— if not of the Pommery. Schenck ein / ” replied the Prince in 
the same tone. 
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To decant a bottle of the choicest sec into a foaming pot of the best bottled Barclay, was, for Punch, the work of a 
moment. To floor it, was, for the Prince, the work of another. 

** Das scJmekt giitP* said the BEiOHSiaNZLEB, drawing a long breath, as he lifted his broad, bold beak from the pewter. 
** And now, like ancient Teutons, having liquored, let us take counsel. About this troublesome Reichstag ? Parliamentary 
jplauderei is worse than Diplomatic.’* 

** Take a hint from Beaconsfield. He does not find his Majority troublesome.*' 

“ Even he has Giadstohe and the Opposition. Besides, in that ^^isi-ridden Vaterland of ours, aU parties will insist 
on having wills, wits, and ways of their own — ^idiotic, of course, but all the stubborner. Such a dumb, disciplined Majority 
and Cabinet as your Beaconspieih is blessed with, are not for vie — worse luck ! — or I would have made something better out 
of them than an Asia Minor Convention and an Afghan War." 

You forget Cyprus, and Peace with Honour ! " 

The Prince looked at Punch ; Punch looked at the Prince. Then, slowly and simultaneously, their thumbs rose to 
the tips of their noses, and their fingers expanded. 

** He is very clever," said the Prince, after a pause. Next to my own career, I know none so ** — ^here he paused for 
a word — “ h*m — remarkable. I always respect architects of their own fortunes. One may even be pardoned for being curious 
about their tools and plans, though one has no right to be critical, in this world of Parliaments c,nd Plenipotentiaries." 

‘^He still awaits the revelations of his Busch.” 

“ Yes, Montague Coerv is really a Private Secretary. But I hate mysteries, Asian or European. I like going straight 
to the point, no matter what I may have to walk over, whether it be what commonplace people call good taste, good manners, 
delicacy, humanity — was soli ich sagen ? — prejudices of all kinds. . One has one*s omelettes to make, and it is idle to cry over the 
eggs. Your Beaconsfield plays his cards differently. We saw a good deal of each other — I was- almost saying * into each 
other,' aber das war nicht so leicJit — at Berlin. We play different games. But then our stakes are so different. He punts 
for himself. I for Vaterland. Apropos of Vaterland, we are wasting time. To our counsel. Eirst, there is this 
distress, bitter, wide-spread, and spreading ever wider ; then these unreasonable discontents with discipline and the drill- 
sergeant ; then these wieder-todrtige Priests ; then these stupid Socialists — not bad fellows, by any means, some of them ; 
Lasalle was a wonderfully plever kerl — might have been a Beaconsfield had his lot been cast here, and had he been cooler 
over his cards — and Bucheb is a trump, for all he has come through the Socialist mill ; then there *s this old quarrel between 
Pree Trade and Protection, which yon English flattered yourselves you had settled 

** Stop, Prince I ” interposed Punch, courteously, hut firmly. ** Immensely flattered to be pumped by your Excellency ; 
but on condition you allow Punch his turn at your handle. We have the same red-hot questions among us that blaze 
or smoulder among you : — ^the DIs ress ; the Discontent ; the Priests — within the walls of our Protestant Church, too, 
not outawie of it, as with you ; Socialism, though with us it has hardly gqt beyond Trades'-unionism, and stril^ing at its own 
bread-and-butter, instead of its Sovereign ; Protection— What if Lord Beaoonsfield’s last transmutation were to be into a 
defender of Eree Trade against his own pack ? On all these burning questions if I am to show you how to throw cold water, 

I shall expect you to return the favour. My counsel stands ready written — ^here ! ** And Punch laid his hand on a volume 
bound in regal purple. ** Where is the record of yours ? *’ 

“ H*m ! I write in Acts, not Books, said the Prince. "As for written record of me, compared with youyp, as the 
Greek warrior in Homer says, ’tis * Brass armour against golden ; things worth nine oxen for things' worth a hundred.’ " 

And he placed in Punch’s hands Bdsohlein’s Graf Bismarck und seine Leute, in unequal exchaoge for Punch's 
latest treasure of Wit and Wisdom 
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PHtJITLBSS ! 


{A Groan from SugJLsr duygitAMj 

' ** The Extraordinary fecundity of the United States in the ifitattet of fruit 

is proverbial ; but it May not be generally known that three million peach 
trees bloom every spring oii the sunny plains between the Delaware and 
Chesapeake Bays. The details of the American fruit crop ahnost savour of 
romance. The apple crop df the eountry is past counting ; the surplus fruit, 
if properly saved, would keep ifell Europe in table luxuries. The birds on 
New Hampshire hills are feasted with raspberries, the mdunta i ns of North 
Carolina and Tennessee are purple with blackberries which go to waste ; ahd 
the time has been when an extra good crop of peaches m Delaware has meant 
a million baskets of fruit untouched upon the treei^.’’ — Standard. 

MJe. Pira-CH, 

This startling extraek, vhioh I Venture to enclose, 

Toisi, my nephew, read, out loud, in aggefdLwation, I sujroose. 

I :^icikin^ a mw gooseberries, with a ete to jaih, aha he 
Said he thatignt it aperypo— whateTer that may chance to be. 


Which I call it downright tiKiLg. Gracious goodness ! here am I 

Paying sech a price for fruit as is enough a 8^t to try, 

While in Delaware by millions peaches waste upon the trees, 

And oh the New Hampshire hills the birds eats as much fruit as they 
please. 

Well, them Yanks is pteoious lucky. Things in England is gone 
queer. 

Fruits with us ain’t #oi they wos, but mostly poor, and likewise 
dear. 

Wot with .blights and Sdp^ng ^umm^rs, big jam-niakers, and them 
Clubs, 

Littio fruit we gets, and Wot we do is windfalls, specks, and scrubs. 

Strorberrifes ain’t got no sweetness ; as foir apples, bless yer ’art, 

Not one sample in a dozen ’s fit for pudden gt for tart ; 

For cherries they ’re all Skin and stone, afla as for ribstihg apples, 
lor ! 

They ^re like good Cheshite dheese, a pleasihk mem’ryi and no more. 


True, there’s lots of mm new-fengled things as they call forren 
fruits, 

Eatin’ like raw scarlet-runners, or as tough as rhubarb roots, 
Prickly pears and them bananas, tasting jest like sweetened soap, 
But you won’t find British housewives cottoning to sech, I hope. 


England’s fruits was England’s pride, and ’ome-made jam our house- 
hold boast ; 

0 the rare tuoks-out I ’ve had of gooseberry-fool and buttered toast ! 
Then the jars of ra^berry-jam— but there, it doesn’t hear a thought. 
If there’s any ra^berries grow’d they ’re all by CnossB and BiiACH- 
WHLL bought. 


Them diop-jams is hutter ’umbug ; but we never has no sun, 

And the j&uiting season ’s over most afore it seems begun. 

Tom declares Pomoner’s cut us ; wot he means I do not know. 

But I ’m Bttte our fruits to-day ain’t like the fruits of long ago. 

Apples’! Wy, the shams we gets is jest heartbreaking. I believe 
If they’d grow’d like that at fust, one never would have tempted 
Eve; 

Which I’ve always felt conwinoed the fruit as caused that fatal 
slippin’ 

Must a’ bin that British pride, a reg’lar good old ripsting pippin ! 

Haven’t seen one not for years, the fruiterers say they’re dying out. 
Wy the dickens did they let ’em ? Wot must they have hin about ? 
Now we ’ve nowt but measley windfalls, tasteless and but seldom 
sound, 

Sold in open shops by Jews, and, Hke pertaters, by the pound. - 


Then to read about them Yankees, with their splendid apple- crop, 
Their tiiree million blooming peach-trees, and— but there I ’d better 
stop ! 

Which I ’rh a patriot, I ’ope, but a turn in Tennessee 
Would, I fear, make half a Yankee of Yours sadly, 

SUSAK G-. 


At the Berlin Banquet. 

lAUU Powers {at the dooTy ruefully). But are we to get no- 
thing ? 

Big Powers [at the tdbley while the Turhey is being carved). Be 
quiet, my little dears : you shall come down to your deserts. 


OXEOBI) V. CAMBKinaE CEICKET MATCH, 1878. 

A Liuht Blue, on being asked why Cambridge won the match, 
replied, Because we had no foemen worthy of our Steel.” 


voi.'lxxv. 





PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHABIVABI. — July 13, 1878 



lulhti Brown {who has just sung hie famous Barcarole, his only song). **How s*tb do, Mbs. CHATiSBiiBiaH ? I svpposb YOir HATS JDSX comb?** 

trs. ChaHerl^h. “ Oh dbab ho I I *th bbbh srmH& hbbb bob the last Hotjb, listehihg- to thb lovely Mtfszc. I J>o hopb toh abb goiho to sihg its that exquisite Baboabolb op tours ! 






I V days — i, e, jj ^ ^ ^ 

of ®^o nobody ever hekrd 

exercised at the^^h^f S ^ o’^en nme 

the P. d soctoheon. raTa riSf a^™ gnievoM Wot on 
_ -g-* rises above the mere Wliig and i 


' open oomSe eS&n S"an 

people and 

^■aa'ei'SW”^*. ™^“‘ 

mi^enta ajjd cSn“ti^ AoWd'’hTT;i of knoTm 
s^s. Competition and «Siv„ o^tfed to bamn^^ 
fl^cm^wmited for the lower OffipAc- ®^^PPly the sort of 

f winch, has to deal with thA loaye the Olympian OfR^A 

ilook for its Clffio Ihe 

notation and family Sronrf ^^ old rnle—the aunple plan'^S 


nation &t"b^en “’aTi 'iCT^y"^- . "^petitive exami- 

dieoredit its pet pai^ea^u^J^* dootrinairim oenld doto 
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its supporters are cleverly using tMs sale to tiie Globe of the 
Salisbury-Schouvaloff agreement. 

{Commojis,) — After much desultory talk, in which the employment 
of writers in the Foreign Office at tenpence an hour was mixed up 
with the Indian Press Act, Cretan disturbances, Home-Harbour 
Loans, Irish Arms-searches, and the appomtments to the Halifax 
Bench, the well thrashed Cattle Bill discussion was resumedj and all 
the old reasons for and against it reiterated with that stolid indiffer- 
ence to the weariness of the House and the exhaustion of the subject 
which shows that a question has passed out of the range of reasoning 
into that of parti prts. 

Colonel Htjogles-Beise was a splendid specimen of the bucolic 
hlember in this stage of utter imperviousness to argument and in- 
difference to infliction of all his tediousness upon his audience. 

In the teeth of what JPunch cannot but feel to be proof to demon- 
stration of the impotence of the Bill to effect its professed object — of 
keeping out foot-and-mouth diseas^and the certainty of its restrict- 
ing the import of cattle, and so raising the price of meat to the con- 
sumer, the division gave the Government the overwhelmii^ majority 
of 15T in a House of 481. But till the Bill is through Committee, 
we wOl not helieve that the Government, even in all the might of its 
majority, will venture to leave, its most glaring defects unremedied. 
^oiis verrons* 

Tuesday [Lords), — The Irish Intermediate Education BiU i^assed 
through Committee, with cheers, mthout a single Amendment or 
alteration in elanse or schedule. Let the amazing fact he noted j 
and let mj Lord Cajens be duly congratulated thereon. Raise 
Cairns to his honour of aU the stones that have been ffung at aH be- 
fore him who have attempted to deal with Irish Education. ^When our 
Legislators do^ a^ee on an Irish measnr^ their unanimity is won- 
derful, Can it he that the piillion of Established Church appro- 
priation has done it all ? Supjjose my Lord Caibns took heart of 
grace and appropriated another million from the same source to 
increase the salfines of the Irish National School Masters ? Surely 
Irish National Education wante improving as much as Irish Inter- 
mediate ditto. 

((7om»wms.)-yThe morning Sitting spent in debate on Scotch 
Roads and Bridges — ^nice bracing exercise - ground for this hot 
weailier ; and the evening on the less seasonable, and more unsavoury 
subject of Irish Paupers Removal. It seems, on Mr. Maoaethy 

Downing^s showing, that England is stiU too much addicted to the 
practice of shifting her burden of out-worn Irish Pauperism on to 
ould Ireland’s maternal hack, in spite of Ireland’s natural en^ough 
contention that where the Pauper has giveu his labour— ^while he 
had it to give — ^he has estabHsned the best claim for maintenance 
when he can work no longer. Till the good time shall come for 
the utter abolition of the barbarous law of settlement — that relic 
of a had time, now, it is to be hoped, past away for ever— Mr. 
ioWNiNG was fain to content himself with Mr. Sclatee-Booth’s 
promise to employ aU the power of the Local Government Board to 
diminish cases of hardship in the removal of Irish Paupers back to 
Ireland. The principal of “Ireland for the Irish” does not apply 
to her Pauperism. 

Wednesday, — ^No maniacs are more mischievous to themselves or 
their families than dipsomaniacs. Dr. Daieyiiiple, one of the few 
medical Members of the House, devoted himself to the task of Legis- 
lation for the restraint of this peculiarly wretched class of lunatics ; 
and, m fact, sacrificed health and life in his labours to this end. 

Hr. Cameeon, another of the few doctors who leaven the Collective 
Wisdom, has mherited Dr. Daleymbie’s task, and has rendered it 
easier by throwing over the more ambitious part of the Doctor’s large 
design, wMch aimed at providing asylums for dipsomania out of the 
rates, and at giving compulsory powers for^ the confinement and re- 
siraiat of dipsomaniacs. Dr. Cameeon’ s BiR is confined jto volun- 
tary and private macMnery. Tipsy-lunatic Asylums may he 
established at cost of individuals, to which dipsomaniacs, in their 
lucid intervals, may cpmmit themselves, or may he committed by 
their friends, with due precautions taken against undue encroach- 
ment on personal liberty j and when once committed may be detained 
for the time required to give a fair chance of cure. The worst 
enemies of the Bill must admit its moderate and tentative character ; 
and as an experiment for the remedying of a grievous evil, which 
can now only be dealt with by difficult and costly private a^^range- 
ments, every sensible person must wish it well, and wijl w^toh its 
working with iaterest. 

It should he called a “ Bill to prevent men from putting an enemy 
into their mouths to steal away tneir hrams.” 

Lunch congratulates Dr. Caheeon on the disoretion he h^ shown 
in handling a difficult subject, and on thp favourable reception given 
to his Bill. 

CO-OPERATIVE WEDDING PRESENTS. 

ouute^.Mu. Punch, 

t m^mei^us 

! / m traoting to 5ie domestic 

1 nii^d m ^^^^ohlem, 

and, Indeed, were there 
^ moral objection to tbe 
jBjrrriiiii ^ purchaser might 

\v i^^m wy 1^® 

thought proper, to raise 
_ _ , money on such articles, 

juthot^h so many wedding-gifts are by nushap made in duplicate, 
that the pawn-shop seems to be their fftting destination, after they 
have been ffis^yed nppn the nuptial day* I remember that 
m ^d X togeth^. when we mpried, T^ere blest by loving 

.fri^da and relatives, mih two egg-hoders, three cruet-steads, and 
no fewer than nve card-tf^^ • and one of our first quarrels arose 
TOm a debate as tP which of these kind presents we should keep for 
a endwbmb W'e should regard as meant for daily use. 

jJse r Well, y^ there is sqme use pi, <OTet-stands imd egg- 
Doifere. and even m a <»rd-tray there may be some social seryfce, 
^ecMy to ^pbungs who catch some titled -^tors, and are care- 
M to display their cards eonspicuoxidy atop. But wedding-Mf s in 
gea^l are most e^enmve nieknac^ of jno possible utility; 
tohaps, to famish topics for small talkers, and, when displayedas 
(hiiimey-oiTiainents, to collect and show the dust* Besides, it is 
^er ^v^ ^mEH a card-tray on his marriage with 
ipes to find that Bhown and Robinson: have ^ich. sent him 

me same^axUde, and ^t yoprs is clearly the least costly oi-flie 
mree.' How much wis^ it would be to join with BnowH and 
RoBixsoN, and, if need be, White and Wilkins, in maTn-ng Sjoth 

a present of a grand piano, say, or a handsome set of dinner-tables, 
or some curtains for ms drawing-room, or some carpets for his stairs. 
Instead of thanking his kind friends for egg-boilers and card-trays, 
and similar nicknackeries, many a man would gladly see his tailor’s 
bill receipted on his marriage, or find a bin of claret stocked for him, 
or a cellar filled with coals. 

“Many can help one” is a rather common motto of the Artists 
who paiut landscapes and shipwrecks on the pavement, appropriately 
interspersed with slices of pink salmon and delicate arrangements of 
mackerel in pSa-green. Were Mends to club together, they might 
furnish a man’s house for him with the money they now waste in 
Buying useless wedding-gifts. Everybody knows what a bore it is to 
have to choose a wedoGng-present, and how snre one always feels 
that one has chosen just the thing which is most oertain to he given 
by everybody else. By clubbing, individuals might save themselves 
this bother, and the dread pf ^ving duplicates would be utterly 
removed. Both to givers and repeiversj wedding-presents nowadays 
are weights upon the mind ; and the hhss of happy couples might he 
sensibly increased, were they np longer burthened with the care of 
costly nioknacks, wherewith, as time progresses, they are puzzled 
what to do. 

My voice, then, is for gifts on the co-operative system, whereof 
the wisdom must he evident without another word from 

Yours most truly, Yeebitm Sap. 

r—TT ■: 

THE EESOLYE OF HELLAS. 

With smooth speech and promise fai?^, 

Ruhhed the right way of tne hair, 

Bad© “ be a good little Greece,’*’’ 

Hold my hand, and keep the peace, 

Awairing nice things hy-and-Dy,-- 
British Lion’s Greepe was I. 

Sanhhed and sneered a,h and abused; 

DehiedEpirus,' Crete feius’edi; 

^ my old crampeilinqqta p’'^|. 

Blood spilt idly, money spent, 

Now British faith is proved'a lie, — 
MnscovLte^e^^^ftce ^ I, ' 
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THE SCHOOLMASTER ABROAD. 

ScE25rE . — A Great Statesman's Snuggery, 
IirxEELocirTOBS.;~-Bizzr and Dizzr. 

JBitAy {flowing a cloud), Yery pleasant sitting ! 

Z)iW. Extremely so ! Goktsghajcopf, though, didn’t quite seem 
to relisn my oomplimenting him on his apparenfly robust health. 

JBiz^, Lwked more bilious than gouty, eh? Well, it would be 
hard if a valetudinarian might not play “ te Malade Imagtnaire " for 
the benefit of his country — 

Dizstf ^drUy), Or even to cut short dangerous discussion, or keep 
down nst^ temper, eh? 

Bi^y, WeU, I really feel very seedy, you know. 

JDiszy, Awfully sorry. I ’m sure. Slow your Berlin air seems to 
agree with me. Kever felt better in my life. 

Btsgy. Happy to hear it. Hope your health may not receive 
check or cM when you get back to London. I hear the temperature 
there has changed considerably since you left. 

JDizzy, Oh. ours is a variable climate, but I’m used to it. Lonff 


Dizzy, Precisely. You keep us in order capitally. 

Bizzy, Oh! I make no pretensions. 

Dkzy, Of course not. Fulminations are out of f asbion in tHe 
wlitical Olympus. Where the ancient Jupiter would have iourisb.ed 
Ms thunderbolts, the modem Jove fingers his watch and consults his 
time-table. 

Bizzy {mide,) Yery fair — for a phraseur. If smart speech, 
and sound statesmansMp were synonymous ! {Ahud^ Well, I 
suppose the worst of it% over. The small fry, I hope, will take 
their scraps thankfully, and their snubs meekly — ^for the time being*, 
at any rate. But, entre nous, I don’t think your friend, the Turk, 
qnite likes it. 

l^zzy {thoughtfully). Ah! that’s another party that will have 
to be educated. Well, I have dealt with pupils as intoactable at 


Btzsy, Bouhtless. Change of — ahem! — costume may sometimes 
be as essential to the hero as to the histrio, 

D^y, Aye! as needful as occasional change of air. Even con- 
stitutions of blo<^^ and iron may sometimes welcome, for many 
rea^ns, t^transition from Berlin to-—— shall we say, Kissingen^ 
Bt^. My pMt 18, at all events, a tiyingr one to an enfeebled ooii- 
^tnfaon like ^e ; this tjippleinentary Congress business has, 
X confer, a little bit knocked me up — ^not possessing your own 
splmdid powers of recuperation, you know. ^ 

D^y, You soweely do yourself justice, Prince. I must compli- 
a 'judicious bottle-holder,” as well as an 
u Y ou keep the Bing splendidly; and your cry of 
13 ever pat to the moment. y 

about yourPrize-Bing; but is not 
apropos? Duty oaUs me to this post, 
^ inclined to fegm^sel^. 


quite likes it. * 

J^zzy (thoughtfully). Ah! that’s another party that will have 
to be educated. Well, I have dealt with pupils as intoactable at 
home. 

Bizzy, By the way, your own more extreme worshippers mav 
reqwe a httle tactM tuitiom eh ? 

Dizzy, Oh, the Jingoes ? Doubtless ! I hear they ’re rather on the 
^^pago at present, some of them. Like speedy non-stayers, good 
only for forcing the pace, they must “come back” to the leaders 
when it ’s a case of real racing. Kothing like the ‘ ‘ Dissolving Yiew ’ ’ 
system to deal with these people. The “ Olorious Triumph” slide 
will gradually merge into the Satisfactory Settlement ” one, vou ’ll 
; omy a few Jingoes will detect the difference, and they will feel 
bound to swear Ihere is none. 

Bizzy {suggestively), GladstoiO! ? 

-Dizzy, A voice orjing in the wilderness. Let him shout. The 
^^shuZ ^ ^ trumpet and lamp of that 

J^zzy, '^e ^'status quo ante hellum,^^ and “ territorial integrity.” 

Dizzy, Watchwords of the past that have served their turn. 

^®^ls,Jpth results, and is impatient of retrospective 
criticism. Ask the Times, 

Bizzy, H^ph! The Times has asked me — several things, I 
Jio;^ it h as b een satisfied with the frankness of my answers. 

W^ could object to your frankness, Prince? It is so 
refreshing after a surfeit of transparent finesse and transpontine 
dissimulation. Capital cigars these. ^ 


THE SCHOOLMASTER ABROAD 
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JBkzi/. Glad you like them. Here success 1 {Drinks,) 

Dwzy. Success is a fortress most surely taken by Tvhat you vould 
call “ a siege of patience.” 

Bizzj/. That depends upon the besieger, and his resources. A 
coup-de^main sometimes succeeds. 

Dizzy, When patience has prepared the way for it. It is true 
that patience may sometimes with advantage keep a coup in reserve. 

Bizzy, Like a card up the sleeve ? 

Dizzy ijblandly). The comparison is tant soit peu “malodorous.” 
{Dy'inks.) How sweetly the nightingales sing! These untaught 
choristers of ^S'ature 

Bizzy, Would hardly make good Tories or tractable Turks, for I 
understand they are very difficult to — ahem I — educate. 

Both. Ha ! Sa I Ha I {_Zeft laughing. 


EFFICIENCY AND ECONOMY. 


(the Unlimited ioo-is Co.) , who had furnished the excellent provi- 
sions for my will. This hrm also supplied me with whatever I 
wanted in the shape of draughts. Coals were a necessity, as, though 
on a^sit to the Black Country, if the "natives were inhospitable, 
and unwilling to trade, we should be in a pretty cor^sideraWe hole— 
a pretty considerable eoalhole ; and so the order for scuttling the 
sMp I entrusted to an eminent Sea Captain, whose name was on the 
Black Books at Lloyds, and had flie snU further recornipenda- 
tion of being well imown to the P9liee. 

In order to amuse and interest the natives, I laid in a large store 
of Dominoes and Black Draughts. 

Having in view the conversion of the various tribes, I took out a 
second-hand edition of Mhdie’s Circulating Library Bit/mns^ ar- 
ranged by a noted Dry-Psalter, To secure their due and impressive 
rendering, I secured the services of a Q^uire, in twenty-fom* white 
sheets, which I called my ‘ ‘ Surplice Population,” and stowed ^em away 
as best I could in the ArJcadia.—yfhi^ was the name of my new and 


{Newest System.) 

In order to ensure the elective and honourable discharge of the 
various trusts and duties attaching respectively to the several fol- 
lowing responsible civil and military posts and appointments, it is 
understood that, on and after the commencement oi the approaching 
D(^-days — 

Sneen’s^ Messengers will not receive any regular salary for 
their services, but be allowed to make what they can out of the 
despatches they carry, at the different Coutiuental capitals through 
which they pass. 

The custody of the Crown Jewels will he committed to an 
experienced charwoman, who, though allowed occasionally to have 
her friends to tea, will be expected to take the key of the Tower 
with her whenever she absents herself for a holiday, a day’s work, 
or any other occasion. 

The Collection of Pictures at the National Gallery will he 
handed over to the care of the Shoeblack outside, who is to be 
authorised to get what per-eentage he can out of lending them, in 
not less than a dozen at a time, to rising dealers, for the purposes of 
exhibition and copy. 

All the^ Lords Justices of Appeal will, in future, be selected 
from Barristers of standing in embarrassment and insolvency, who 
will undertake them duties gratis, but attend privately at home, 
after hours, for the purpose of coming to amicable and satisfactory 
arrangements with the Appellants in person. 

The Commandeb-in-Chiep will receive a shilling a day and 
his rations and quarters, with the privilege of selecting one new 
uniform every week, and of naming Hie firm of military tailors who 
are to have the contract for supplying it. 

The contents of Her Majesty’s privy purse will be handed 
over to a weU-informed Boolonaker, who will live at Boulogne, and 
place its entire contents on all “the regular good things ” he knows, 
as occasion offers. 

’And that the transcribing of important and secret State documents, 
the publication of which might involve the gravest interests of the 
Empire, will be entrusted to ah irresponsible copying clerk employed 
for the purpose at the rate of tenpeuce au hour. 


ACROSS THE KEEP-IT-DARK CONTINENT; 

OB, HOW I FOUND STANLEY. 

{By the Author of “ Cconm^assie,^^^ and “ NotamagdoUar^'^ “ My ! 

PA:aT I.— Chapter I. 

^Preparations — The new Boat — Victualling — Necessities— Bwentions 
— Books — Almanacks — Moore — Missionary Intentions — TJle 
Minstrel Buoy-rTraders — Punctuality— Mehting of Creditors — 
Offl—Parey^ell, Old Bnghnd I 

Before leaving London I had ordered a boat to be made after jay 
owm design, on a Noah’s Ark pattern, with a slidrag roof like that at 
Canterbury Hall, through vchich, as the proprietor of estabHsh- 
ment used to explain, the Moon (as an extra trea.t nf^t included in the 
bill) was exhibited to the unclothed eye. This vessel was constructed 
according to my order, by Messrs. Newotobs anb Jennee (to whom 
I /enw^rally go for anything speeiaD, of the Noshes Arkade, Pic- 
cadilly* It was made into separate chambers, reminding the casual 
observe of something between a Eevolver and the French Senate* 
The windows were formed to open and shut, and the whole vessel 
was so constructed as to fold up on the gibus pr^dple, or to take fo 
pieces at a mementos noHee, and he stowed away in the smallest 
possible pocket ship’s compass. Nothing could be more perfect for 
its particular purpose, and Mr. might get a hint from it 

his model lodging-houses, arranged for fiats. 

The order for victualling I sent to Messrs. Loois Loom & Ce. 



Sectional View op the “Arxadia.’* 

Of course there is a good deal more here than meets the eye. For 
instancy there is the other side, and all the water-tight compartments below. 
The ‘‘ Uouac, -boat” part can be lowered and folded up in rough weather. 
Two more masts can be put up at a moment’s notice. The entire Construction 
can be turned (when on land) into a show with the peepholes below for the 
boys to loolf through— 1, 2, 3, 4 axe the peepholes. My Flag isn’t black. That 
was a mistake. On it was embroidered, “No more Coughs or Colds ! To the 
Dark Continent U ” ^ 

A, the rudder. the man at the wheel, o (of course), the sea. The 
remainder speaks for itself. (The drawing is from one I made myself for a 
photographer, who epuldn’t come down to see it. Excuse roughness of design. 
Years ago I used to send pictures regularly to the Boyal Academy. I am a 
little out of practice now. However, I am in treaty with Professor Sol. 
Haet, and ne^t year X think we shall do one together. Orders for Proof 
Engravings oan be sent in now.) I forgot to add that the picturesque back- 
ground (an admirable effect of perspective) is the distant country. 


original vessel. lu my spare moments I invented a Bock Harmonicon 
for the sea-shore ; and for full orchestral service at sea, I devised a 
floating musical-hox, with three hundred tunes in separate barrels, 
which, firmly attached to the Arkadia, would accompany ns on our 
voyage. This I called our “ Minstrel Bnoy.” Most of the melodies 


and the dialect of the Black Coupti^es I was to pass through. The 
same excellent gentlcmaultc whom I here beg tp tender my acknow- 
ledgments) provided me with fihc back numbers pi his celebrated 
Almanack for many years pa^t, which I subsequently found to be 
of the greatest service to the Aborigines,^ who, bejug b d d ngh and 
in civilisation, had to make for lost time* A century hence, 
perlxaps, the sixty or aeven-^ tribes which npw regldate thejr days, 
months, and moons by their various Old Moore's Almanacks, vnll 
hold a uongress, to find out, and settle esactly, what the time of Day 
is. At present they are, aa might be expected, rather m the dark. 

Having thus made, all my preparc.tipns, and stowed everything, 
includmg a large quantity of jewellery, theatrical properties, lime- 
Uiit arrangements, &o., &c., on board the Arkgdia. I fixed a day 
fpr feaal satUement with all those tradesmen who had so generously 
assisted me in the work, Haying made m appointment with thes^ 
estimable persons, who were to assemble in their thousands at thp 
Office in Fleet Street, and having given them strict injunctions not 
tp. leave till I came, it was with the deepest regret (which I found 
ei^pressed in my diary soon afterwards) that I learnt how, by sonie 
strange mistake, ihoy were received with contumely by the clerk m 
charge, who, by an oversight (quite unpardonable m anyone except 
a traveUer so pre-occupied as myself), had not been informed of their 
coming* 

But Time and Tide^eimemally Tide^^wiH not wait for wypue ; 
and fin j-in g that if I did not set sail that very afternoon— at the veip: 
minatCj in fact, when these excellent persons were exngpting me in 
Elcft Btioot— I should he unable to go^ at all, I wired, at the last 
monmnt, Ihese words: ^^Punctuality is the sgul of business. Dp 
gfter sevew, if you have cmyiTmg beUer to doP And, with 
a ringing cheer from a}l on board, the Arkadia set sail from shore* 
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I had come on hoard in disuse, so as to prevent an ovation, and from my 

1 _JL -r • I- i J! 


paper of all sorts and sizes (my people had been lavish in their orders at the 
seaport-town where we had been staying previous to departure), as, removing 
my red wig and whiskers, trick nose, and spectacles, I stood on the top-gaJlant- 
poop, and scarcely able to control my emotion, as I bade a long farewell to Old 
England, Imnrmnred, in a breaking voice, 

Cheer, boys, cheer I Whatever is , is right I 
Cheer, boys, cheer ! My native land, good night ! ” 

And so we sailed ont into the deep, deep sea ; and as the thought crossed ns 
all, that, though lost to sight, we were to memory uncommonly dear,” a 
gentle, placid smile of contentment illumined our features, for we knew then 
Qiat, once on the voyage to which we had vowed our lives and devoted our 
energies, no one of those whom we had left behind, would see us again until 
our return, — and, perhaps, not even then. 

There were no hurrahs from the crowd, so I cheered myself, with the con- 
soling thought, “ I am going for Stanley 

Paet I,— Chaptee II. 

Jarnziri-lar^Inhabitants — Scenery — JEnpagements — Useful People — Departure 
— Awyopo — Arrival — Interview — First Attempts at Civilisation — Ventrih-^ 
quial Failure — Flight — A Friendly Deception, 

\ ^ Once more at Jamziri-bar. Most of the lively inhabitants were ont”prac- 
; tising at the bar. I made a sketch on the spot. Ail here is new and fresh to 

-ilNHAfe/TAN’T^ -- or . 
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r<AT»Ve • - A -CASE ^ 

tho^ who have never seen it before, and everythiug on tiie Jarnziri-bar Coast 
IS tiioronglily novel to those who have never previously encountered anything 
of the sort. 

But a great change has taken place smce I was last here. All the “ bars,” of 
which Jamzm-bax was the^ principal, have been considerably altered, and one, 
jL>e3^ulbar, has almost entirely diswpeared. 

, JoxoLgeT female portion of the population, le, the Sorcibar-maids, come 
chiefly from the SwiUi Isles. 

To the wanderer, jad^ with the regularity of civilisation, what a contrast 
^es not me scenery of Central Afnea offer! The eye travels upward from 
the level ^ts to the Mils, and downwards as the verdant elevations decline 
towax^ tne^ exotic fra^ance of the luxurious meadows. Jack-boot trees loom 
V reflow gambogeous tops, rare gums give relief to the white 

tooth- Drush- wood, wMe, stretching away into the bine distance, wMch seems 
larther and larther off as it reaches for. thousands of miles towards the sea, may 
^ seen the wondeiM land of IT'umbugu, the green verdant coxaitry of the 
UuoCT^, while to the left are the extensive preserves of Eing Jeetja, and on 
^ ^ laagnifioent grazing meadows of the equestrian, but horsetile tribe 

A® happiness, and quiet, as the idle traveller, wiflmg to 

yield hms^ up captive M the beautiful visions expanding before Miifi sinks 
^wn sMwly on a sp"^ of land, -^at makes him start up again sharply, as 

if I aigaffed a native detective, wto undertook to find Statoet, 

M YiONTir. Also, I secured the services of a 
ahightporter (tocarryalantem when necessary), a sarcastic 
who was a ht^ po^r and a trifle bitter— a sort ol half-and- 

-JL chaimen (who would be useful when any of 

mv people were ou't or ornorV on.? +v»Y.a/i. -xx.. / jxi. 


respectable middle-aged man, who, he^ informed me, had 
been a Polytechnic Lecturer, and having once wandered 
away from Ms subject, had come out there by accident. 
He had with hi-m a lew bottles of explosive gas, some 
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mte show of the ardmalculse contamed in a drop of 
Thames water (always a safe Mt), besides a dissolving 
view of the Home of Milton, Salisbury Cathedral by 
Moonlight, Mount Yesuvius iu a state of eruption, and a 
comic slide of the Devil and the Baker. Besides this he 
taew, from having been professionally^ engaged in that 
Hue, most of the usual evening entertainers tricks, and 
could do the p^cake in the hat, and the ring in the 
or^ge ; wMleJbis ventriloquism, — giving the man in the 
ceUar singing a comic song, the eccentric burglar in the 
^ mn ey getting fainter and fainter, — ^was simmy perfect. 
He possessed several packs of cards. At nrst he did 
iwt much relish travelling ia company with M^yiontct, 
the detective, but when he found the latter totally un- 
able to discover any one of Ms tricks, Ms confldence was 
restored. I made my own reflections on M^yionyu^s 
cjonduct on this occasion, and complimented myself, pri- 
vately, on .having engaged two men who would be most 
useful to me, and so invaluable with regard to each 
other. 

The next morning, we_ obtained a conveyance from 
one of the Jamziribar residents, and drove down to the 
back coast, whence the Arkadia set sail for the Keep-it- 
dark Continent, amid the thousand good wishes of the 
people of Sorcihar and Swilli, for our speedy and safe 
departure. ^ 

After quitting Wytchoka village (the missionary set- 
tlement), we launched the Arkadia, and arrived at 
Awagogo, where we found it impossible to stay, in con- 
sequence of the animosity displayed towards our party 
by the chief, DoNTWANTCHtr, The fact isj Ms faith in 
us was shaken by our weak-minded Yentriloquist, who, 
havmg a cold ia his head, and a pain in that part of the 
human frame where Ms power of speaking is supposed 
to he located (ventrilooatea), stupidly attempted to sup- 
ply the defect of nature by a touch of inferior art. 
When asked to do “ the man under the table haying Ms 
tooth out’^ (the patient is supposed to have secreted him- 
self under the table, in order to get away &om the 
dentist), he didn’t, like a man, refuse, and explain why, 
but, afer considerable delay, he proceeded with the 
entertainment, wMch puzzled the savages immensely, and 
they were aB preparing to ‘‘shell” out— their currency 


telephones phonoBratihs ■mirtmTk'hA t"** — *—© uney were au. preparing to sneii out — their currency 

damaged ’^d a fnTrmiif T a niusicM-pox sBghtly is in shells, for which other and simpler tribes give gold 

amageg, trumpet. I managed most fortunately to pick up a most m exchange — when their cMef, Dontwantchu, whoTiad 
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READY TACT. 

Poet {fingering a wlmie of his Poems cm the Table) ^ ‘‘Oh I I see you have got my poor 
Rhymes, Mrs. 6’Flaherty!” 

Mrs. O'F. {conscious that the Leaves have never been met), “A — YES — ^ER — iT*s A kew Copy. 
The other was so Dog’s-eared and Tattered that we were quite ashamed of it, and 
HAD to put it in THE FiRE ! ” 


A CASE EOB THE WATER-CUBE. 


I AM a ’Abitiial Drmikard, 

And ’aye bin, many a day, 

I ’ll own with sname and sorrow ; 

Witcli don’t my looks betray ? 

I am a drunken cnaracter, 

Tbe fact I won’t conceal ; 

Likewise a Tipsymaniao, 

‘Which the word is more genteel : 

My own affairs unfit to mind, 

And dangerous also to my kind. 

There ’s talk about Asylums, 

Retreats for sitch as me, ^ 

Twelve months kep’ in confinement 
By his own consent to be ; 

For intoxicatin’ heveridges 
His cravin’ to subdoo, 

And turn his mind to Temperance ways, 
Witch it ain’t my nater to : 

To try and wean ’im, in a year, 
Fromhardentsperrits, ale, and beer. 


An excellent Institooshun 
For the drunken Workin’ Man, 
IstabKshed on a liberal scale 
For to ’ouse a hartisan : 
Respectable hoard and lodgin’, 

Good breakfast, dinner, and tea ; 
Ifot like the gaol and the workus, 
Molasses and skilligolee. 

If that’s their sort, and I was sure, 
I ’d try that ’ere Retirement Cure. 


> ixpe] 

Fit places to perwide ? 

’Ow is the necessary funds 
A goin’ to he supplied ? 

A burden witch the ratepayers 
Would praps refuse to stand, 

And the ’elpm’ ’and of Charity 
The means will then demand. 

I ’ope all them with ’arts to feel 
Will then respond to my appeal. 
Kind Christian friends, before you 
I appear in the state you see ; 

A re^ar orful example 
Through drink you be-old in me. 
From pxiblic-’ouse to public-’ ouse 
No longer I wouldut roam. 

Could I find, for an arbour of refuge, 
The ’Abitual Drunkard’s ’Ome. 
Bestow your bounty for the same, 
This poor Inebriate to reclaim. 


been watching everything with the closest attention, made a sudden 
dash at the table-cloth, pulled it off with a jerk, and there, under- 
neath, was the obese form of M’yionyu, the detective, who, I regret 
to say, had lent his fat, stupid countenance to this idiotic impos- 
ture. Had it not been that I, then and there, proclaimed aloud 
that the money taken at the doors would be immediately returned, 
neither McSmuggins, the ventriloquist, nor M’tionyu, the native 
detective, would ever have got out of that place alive. As it was, 
they contrived to escape while I was explaining that, as it was 
difioult to make up the accounts on the spot, the money would 
he returned, if they would only honour us with their presence 
next day. Observing that Dontwantchu making signs i^ri- 
vately to me, I managed to give him his money back, without being 
noticed by the others ; and he, thereupon, quieted his people, and 
assured them that we meant well, and would act honestly. They 
went away gnunbliag ; but seeing Dontwanttchu in this friendly 
disposition, I offered to convert him on very easy terms, and to 
make no extra charge if the process took more than a month — for 
they were very comfortable quarters, the young women being un- 
usually pretty, with regular features, cAze noses, that did not turn 
up at an elegant white gentleman, finely chiselled lips, and graceful 
forms. I attempted to reason with him on the impropriety of having 
more than one wife— he had twenty — and pointed out that my 
followers, and myself, were sM bachelors. ' 

The noble Savage was furious. He made one rush at me ; when 
with a dexterity that can only be acquired from long practice and 
a Pantomime training, I dropped down suddenly, and he feU over 
mO. I then jumped up, took one leap straight through the window, 
and was caught in the arms of myfaithfiil friends outside. In 
two minutes more we were on board the Arhadia making for 


Snooks Cutting (so called after an early explorer who accompanied 
Messrs. Hooher and 'W'alxer in the latter part of the last half- 
century) , where we were hospitably received by Massajinja, the king 
of the united Blakkorka and Tambourini, who lived in two opposite 
comers of the promontory, the other chiefs having their country 
seats in a semi- circle between the two extreme points. Would I 
find Stanley here? That was the one absorbing thought. The 
accompanying illustration is valuable. 



SXBTCH OP THE ROTAL FoTJB-OaR OP KiNG MaSSAJINJA, ChIEP OP THE 

Great Blaxkorxa Tribe. 

{A Photographic Arrangement in Black and White, takm on the spot by 
Your Own Fellow Traveller.) 



I 


12 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[July 13, 1878. 


THE BATTLE OF THE GUNS. 

TPTR-RT! no occasion to be 
wordy. 

My gun ’s the gun ! ” said 
Mr. PuiuoEY. 

“ 1^0 gun but mine is worth 
a toss!” . , 

Thus spoke the yaliant Mr. 
Boss. 

‘ ‘ You may in your own arm- 
chair loll and 

Shoot with mine!” guoth 
Mr. Holland. 

“ Find me a gun like mine ! 
— you can’t ! ” 

Thus up and spoke bold Mr. 
Gbant. 

“Just try my gun! How, 
that ’s your style, eh ? ” , 
Eemarked irreyerent Mr. ! 
Eeillt. 

‘ ‘ M^ gmwil^make you play 

And giye you gdme ! ’ ’ pmrned 
Mr. Lang. 

“ A good gun needs not note 
of bugle!” , 

Observed sententious Mr. 
Dougall. 

“ jSTo gim could neater b^ or cleaner, 

Than mine is ! ” pleaded aIt. Gbeeneb. 

“ On my gun’s fame no rival can cast a 
Slur ! ” quoth worthy Mr. Lancaster. 

“ Ho gun can beat our gun, we say ! ” 

Thus proudly, Messrs. Moobe and Gbet. 

“ Oh, not for worlds would I speak coarsely ; 

But some folks fib ! ” sighed 1^. Horsley. 

“ Prevent your shoulder getti]^ kicks on, 

And use my gun I ” cried Mr. Hickson. 

“ All sportsmen have for mine a good word ! ” 

Hejoined discreetly Mr. Woodward. 

“ On better barrels never shone sun 
Than mine! ” quoth modest Mr. Johnson. 

“ Ho other gun has got a leg I 

To stand on ! ” boasted. Mr. JEgg. 

“ The best of guns (to say it I glad am) ’s 
Mine ! ” said honest Mr. Adams. 

“ My gun is the best gun, confess’ dly I ” 

Adjudged great Mr. Richards (Westley). 

(To find a word on which to mtch hard ’s . 

For a rhyme with Westley Richards.) 


MR. PUNGH AT mMBLED05f. 

Op course ibfr. JPmch went to Wimhledon. Of course he was 
pleased with all he saw there. Of course, he always is. Wimbledon 
is so mrp like the real thing. The camp is quite the kind of place 
that would be found on the line of march of an army. Were Eng- 
land^ ever invaded^ the British troops would he satisfied with 
nothmg less than a camp framed on the lines of Wimhledon. 
A^in, of course. 

How, Mr, Funch is a civilian, and can know nothing about 
military matters. It is his duty to admire, and not to criticise. 
He knows his duty, and performs it. He will now express his 
admiration. 

Wimbledon is supposed to he a camp of .instruction. In it our 
soldiers are expected to learn how to rough it. And learn how to 
rough it they do in the most admirable manner ! A great many of 
the tente at Wimhledon tMs year are planked and carpeted, and 
ffled with iuxuriouMrdridture. In front of the canvas will he 
found fioW^-beds. THe idea of iMlitary discipline he kept up, 
too, by the bestowal of quaint titles npon these tents — ^titles redo- 
lent^ of the Yery best wit of the Stock Exchange. AIL this is very 
admirable, ^d Mt, Fuhch adfUfre^ Ydifi Mght and main. 

Real soldi ers should appear m complete uniform. Of course this 
rule is stnctly obeyed at Wimhledon. Wide-awakes are always 
wora ^at a right-angle, and umbrellas are ever carried at the slope. 
What can be smarter than a costume consisting of a regulatJnn 
timo, a jstraw hat, and fancy Tweed over-aUsr Hothing! The 
admirahle. So Mv> Munch admires again ! 

Of course there are no idlers in the Camp ! Such a thing would 
not be tol^ted for a second. Every man has his shooting to 
his attention, and has no time for Teoeiving silly women and dawd- 


6 ^ To CknrBSSPcnmxifss.'--- 


ling men. Afternoon parties, at which female gigglers giggle, and 
male mooners moon, are simply unknown at Wimbledon. So much 
the better. Mr, Munch admires once more ! 

And having said alL this, Mr, Munch will visit the most comfort- 
able tent, lounge on the easiest of sofas, and drink the coolest of 
champagne cups. He will do this while Mrs, Munch listens to the 
band, and the 3fisses Munch and the rest of the young Ladies employ 
their ample leisure in flirting. Sneerers may say that Mr, Munch is 
sarcastic, and that Wimbledon (like life) is nothing but beer and 
skittles. Bt apres ? At this time of the year what does anything 
matter ? We are going to have Peace, so why should we prepare 
for War — ^in earnest ? Wimhledon is a very charming pic-nio indeed, 
and surely that will do — ^for the present ! 


^ A HARD CASE. 

Channels of private circulation are often, hut not always, the 
best fitted for the blessed waters of Charity. Munch ventures to 
doubt whether, in the case of a Pubhc Entertainer, so widely known, 
and so long and weh loved as John Pahby, the appeal for help and 
sympathy may not, without ofience or ohtrusiveness, be as public as 
the popularity which prompts it. 

In the course of a frugal and laborious life that most excellent of 
Artists, and most domestic and retiring of men, had laid up a frugal, 
but sufficient, provision for his own. and Ms wife’s old age. The 
modest store nad been crowned by the fruits of a retiring benefit. 
Luckily, these had not yet been consigned to the same hands to 
which the savings of the Artist’s life had been regularly entrusted, 
in perfect, and, as it seemed, well- warranted faitn in one who was 
a Efelong Mend, as well as legal adviser. To this fortunate cir- 
cumstance John Parry owes it that he is not at tMs moment left 
absolutely without res6urces. 

The friend he trusted had been fooling him for years with regular 
payment of interest on a principal which had long disappeared. 
At Ms death, John Pabby found himself stripped of the savings on 
wMeh he had relied for Ms old age, by no fault of his own, and with 
no power of replacing what he had thus oruelly been robbed of. 

Were it not for the proceeds of Ms Benefit last year — £1,200 
(invested in Consols) — ^in. addition to the small leasehold house, 

: settled on his married daughter, where he has lived for many years, 
but wMch he is now compelled to quit, he and his wife would be 
penniless. 

It; is hoped that a Fund will be raised sufficient to secure to them 
the comforts reqxdred by declining years and enfeebled health. 

The circumstances of the case are well known to the Rev. Canon 
Burney, St. Mark’s Yicarage, Surbiton; William Fbith, Esq., 
R.A., 7, Pembridge Tillas, Bayswater; Geobge H, Mileobd, Esq,. 
HUl Side, Surbiton; John B. Monckton, Esq., Town Clerk of 
-London, 44, Winwole Street, W. ; Henby Shrubsole, Esq., Mayor 
of Kingston-on-Thames; Liston Young, Esq., South Bank, Surbi- 
.tpu ; T. P. Chappell, Weir Bank, Teddington ; John Galswobthy, 

• Esq., Coombe Leigh, Kingston Hill ; Captain Lukis, Olive House, 
Surbiton ; and Colonel Subtees^ Chalcott House, Long Litton ; any 
I of .whom will be happy to furmsh information, and to receive Suh- 
j sections for “ The John Pabby Fund.” 

I Puheh can only wish God speed to them and their good work. 


SARYE ’EM RIGHT! 

A CASE is reported where a TMrd-class excursionist (who having 
taken a return ticket, on a Bank Holiday, found, on his return, no 
lights iu carriages so overcrowded that tiie passengers had to stand, ' 
and very naturally quarrelled and fought) was bold enough to sue 
the Company for not providing “reasonable accommodation.” Mr. 
Justice Manistt^ in giving judgment for the Company, remarked 
that “ a t!^d-61ass excursionist had no business to expect lights or 
sitting room.” Lights, indeed I He ought to be thankful if he gets 
home vnth whole bones, if the train lands livers, without lights. 

It is to be hoped tMs judgment will serve as a lesk>h to those un- 
reasonable third-class excursionists whose notions of “ teasonable” 
accommodation include lamps and seats. 


Jin^o-PaYadise. 

“ On the Spree 

With S. and B., — 
That ’s the sort 
For ’Arry and me I ” 


Omxnotts. — ^B etween Progress and Congress: — iJl the difference 
between Mro and Con, 


The Sdit(yr does not %old Mmsdf hound to wikmv^dge^ return^ or pay firr C<mtnbutwns, In no ease eevn these he returned unless accompanied hy a 
stamped and directed envelope. Copies should he Icept. 



July 20, 1878.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


13 



ZEAL. 

Saxon ToivirisL at the Kihk?” Celt. 

Saxon T. ‘‘ How eau is it ? Celt Batik say it *ll be fotieteen Mile.” 
Saxon T, ‘‘ Boukteek Miles ! ! ” 

Celt Aye, aw'm awfu’ fond o’ the Pkeachin’ 1 ” 


“TOO STBAIS'QE KOT TO BE TKIJE.” 

In the Times ^ a few days ago, was published “An 
Alpine AdTentnre,” described in a leader as “strange, 
and almost incredible.” The hero of this remarkable 
story has declared his intention of publishing his narra- 
tive at length in a Magazine. En attendant, Mr. Punch 
is glad to give Mr. T.’s skeleton diary : — 

Monday. — alked up a mountain, to learn Grerman in 
the open air. Somehow found myself between a preci- 
pice on the one hand, and a deep gorge on the other. 
Stayed where I was, and continued my studies in 
Grerman. 

^ Tuesday. — Had a good breakfast of the finest mountain 
air, which I found most refreshing. Wrote a long letter 
to my wife. Continued my German studies, and drank a 
little rain-water out of my umbrella. 

Wednesday. — Took a light snack of earth with my 
air. Wrote an account of my adventures for a Mag^ine. 
Continued my diary. Studied ^.my Ollendorff. Brank 
some rain-water out of my hat. 

Thursday. — Took some of the mountain air left from 
yesterday’s repast. Wrote several busiaess letters, and 
enjoyed the p)lendid sunrise and sunset. 

Friday. — ^Mountain air getting flat, I ‘think; or is it 
my fancy? — toujours perdrix. Swigged the rain-water 
in my hat, and sucked my umbrella. Wrote up my 
diary, and made very satisfactory progress in my German 
studies. 

Mountain air has lost all flavour. Bain- 
water with too many flies in it. Ho more writing-paper. 
Ink exhausted. Under these ciroumstances, thought it 
best to put on my hat, pick up my umbrella, give a little 
jump— and come home! 


Sors Horatiana. 

{Far Lord B.) 

“ Inceptis gravibus plerumque ©t magna professis, 
Purpureus late qui spleudeat unus et alter 

Assuitur pamius 

Sed mme non erat Hs locus : et fortasse cupressum 
Scis simulare ” 

Let your “ High Policy’s ” pretentious brag ' 
Flaunt the Imperial Purple^s Indian rag ; 

Or if that hit of stufl he run too hard, 

You may produce, and play, the Cyprus card. 


FIBST-FEUITS. 

{Selected.) 

Figs will''^o down a haU^enny a ton. 

The Turkish three R’s will he taught at British School Board 
Schools, with au eye to au Asian career for our sharper street- Arabs. 

The Dulce of York’s column will he removed to Paphos. 

Bahaat Lakoum will replace roast beef at Christmas; and sherbet 
will talce its place as a national beverage hy the side of Imperial Pop. 

The fez will be considered de rigueur at levees, and the yashmak at 
drawing-rooms. 

The Foreim OfiS.ee young men will be ejected to master the 
geography of the Levant and the Euphrates Yalley. 

Excursion trains, doing the whole distance in 374 hours, will run 
from Charing Cross to the Persian Gulf and back, for a day at the 
Syrian Sea-side. 

Too many Cookes will spoil the Turkish black broth. 

Turkish bonds will he vworth the paper on which they are written, 
and trustees will he allowed to invest m Ottoman Bank Shares. 

Blackamoors will wash white ; Turkish Pashas will change their 
skins, and Levantine leopards their spots. 

Soap-bnhbles will blow solid. 

The Sultan will spend the Hamadan at Herne Bay ; and the Earl 
of Beaconsfield will take the title of Duke of Mesopotamia. 


Gazette Extraordinary. 

** You irien of Cyprus, let her have your knees.” 

Shakspeahe. {Othello, Act ii. sc. 1.) 

OuEEN of Cypkus : Yictobia mce Yenus, who retires, receiving 
the price of her commission. 

Tightness in the Money Mabket.— Effect on Members of the 
Stock Exchange of liq,uoring up a-t Luncheon-Bars. 


STBEET LAMPS AHD STEEET LIGHTS, 

Punch is glad to hail the Pall Mall Gazette as an ally in advocating 
Ms often-urged suggestion, that names of streets and numbers oi 
houses should he painted on street lamps. The Pall Mall would have 
their utility carried further, and make them illuminated street 
guides for all sorts of purposes. But for the present Punch would 
he satisfi.ed if they would display the names of the streets, and the 
nximhers of the houses — each lamp showing the first and last number 
of the houses included between it and the next— for the benefit of all 
who have to Mt ofl streets or houses after nightfall. 


Change of Title. 


Thebe is an annual sacrifice performed at the end of every Par- 
liamentary Session, known as the “ Massacre of the Innocents.” We 
would suggest a new name for this, solemn ceremony— a name 
frequently heard during % recent debate in the House of Commons — 
th^ Compulsory Sla u^ter.” 

WHAT “la BEBUBLiaUE EEAN 9 AISE” SAYS TO IT, 

“ To. fight for Turkey ” ? Yes ; in tartines vip’rous 
That is the line I urged upon John Bull, 

Bnt “ kee'p the peace for Turkey,' and hold Cyprus ? ” 

That ’s not my chestnuts from the fire to pull. 


hamlet omitted. 


At the last dinner at the Eussian Embassy at Berlin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, Prince Goetscbajkoff, and Prince Bism^ch were all 
three conspicuous by their absence. TMs nflght fairly be oallei 
a dinner dUa Musse — ^without the pieces de residance. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 







GREAT CONGRESS MEETING, 1878.~-BEACO]SrSEIELD, WINOTIE OF THE CYPRUS CUP. 


“ Humpty-Dumpty sat on a wall ; 
Humpty-Dumpty had a great fall : 


Dizzy, with C^rus, and all the Queen’s men, 

Hopes to set Humpty-Dumpty up again.” 

So Punch, in his Cartoon, embodies the startling news of the 
week which, on the morning of Monday, J uly 8, burst on England, like 
a th^der-bolt from a serene sky, out of the high hrmament of the 
Patly Telegra;]^h, Let Punch record the day, for it should be 
memorable. 

Tancred^s Asian dreams haye taken shape and substance. Our 
great Mystery-Man has linked the hying John Bull to the lifeless 
Ottoman; has boxmd England in alliance wjth the Sttxtajn for the 
defence of his Asian dominions, taking Cyprus as a tete dupont and 
place darmes whence to command the Leyant, and coyer the Canal. 

It cannot he? Yes. So it is. Let John Bull shake himself up, 
open his eyes wide, puD. himself together, and nerye himself to a 
sense of his responsibilities. 


transcribed into choice Tancredian in the Paili/ Telegraph, which 
has been rewarded for its loyalty to its Lord — and ours — ^by being 
chosen as the organ to give this startling communigui^^ to the 
world : — 


England has concluded a Defensive Treaty with Turkey for the main- 
! tenance of the strict integrity of the Sultan’s Asiatic dominions. 

“ In view of this fact, the Porte has accorded to Great Britain the right to 
occupy the island of Cyprus, and this right Her Majesty’s Government will 
immediately carry into effect. 

** Asia Minor wiU henceforth be, to all intents and purposes, under the 
immediate Protectorate of England, and the British Government will become 
responsible for the Just and efficient administration of a country rich and 
varied in resources, and vast in extent and geographical importance, 

“ Ho further Russian encroachments will be possible in this direction. So 
far as Asia is concerned, England and Turkey will hereafter practically form 
one Power.” 


The tr^ is done. The coup is played. The compact is con- 
cluded. The Plenipotentiaries at Berlia have reoeiyed me tidings — 


with what feelings remains to he seen. There is the Treaty, 


We have italicised the statement of England’s newly assumed re- 
sponsibility, the gravest fact in this agglomerate of grave facts — the 
tumbling of which upon him, per Daily Telegraph, Punch is ready 
to confess has taken his breath away, knocked him out of time, in 



fact, so that lie feels as if lie liad scarcely yet come to from the 
shock. 

It was officially commimicated hy the Presideat of the ConiiciL 
in the Lords, and by the Home Secbetae.t in the Commons, in 
his Leader’s absence — Sir Stapeoed, FuncJi is sorry to learn, 
haying broken his head by sudden contact with a window-frame — 
not a stone wall. This is the Essence of Parliament for the week 
— ^Essence strong enough to make JoHir Bull wink again, if not 
to take his breath away. 

As yet the news has been enough for Parliament. Comment on it 
we have had none. It wants turning over and over, and looking at 
all round. Punchy like Parliament, is content for the present to 
ruminate on the responsibility which has been thus startlingly flung 
upon BniTAlinsaA’s shoulders. She will hardly repudiate it. She 
may rejoice in it— wisely, perhaps; perhaps ‘‘not wisely, but too 
well.” But she has flrst to measure it. Q-uery if she can— if all 
her Collective Wisdom, her Punch and her Parliament together, can 
measure it for her. 

Even the Criminal Code, big fact and great achievement as it 
is— for the Code of Stepheit may be destined hereafter to aflect 
British destinies more than that of San Stefano— seems a small matter 
for the moment by the side of the Anglo-TurHsh Treaty. Punch 
I is glad to learn from the Loed Chae-celloe that this excellent piece 
of work is not to be “ rushed ” through the House in the dog- 
days, among hurried estimates, expiring innocents, and huddled-up 
airears, but that the Code is to be elosefy sat upon through the four 
winter months by Minos. -ZEacus and Rhadamanthus, in the persons 
of Justices Blackbube-, Lush, and Sir James Stephee himself, its 
parent, who will see to the stopping of all holes, polishing of all 
roughnesses, and removing all blemishes, and so sendmgback, for the 
Collective Wisdom to pass, what the selective wisdom of as competent 
a three as England can supply, has made, meditated, and mended. 

Punch takes off his cap and bells to SiE James Stephen— Proto- 
mender, and not also, strange to say, as yet. Proto-martyr, of our 
Criminal Law. He may well take off the cap of folly to him who 
has put the cap of wisdom on old Father Antic, the Law. Codifi- 
cation alone would have been such a cap, but this is Codification 
with Amendment. 


This disposed of, my Lords, with that beautiful adaptation to maxi-- 
ma and minima which we admire in the trunk of the elephant, passed 
from the Anglo-Ottoman Treaty and the Criminal Code to the 
gravel in Rotten Row, and had a pleasant canter over that familiar 
ground, on which the Duke of Rutland is much exercised. 

I {CJommom ^ — ^After the startling^ news' of our Defensive Alliance 
with the Ottoman, andfour impending occupation of Cyprus — Sir 
Gaenet Wolselet is to be our Othello iu the “warlike isle” — 
the House worked ofE its excitement f on the Cattle Bill, which it 
discussed again, on going mto Committee. Government has sur- 
rendered its first bastion ; it gives up^the hard and fast slaughter of 
cattle from Spain, Portug^, Norway, Denmark, and Sweden, opening 
a door, of discretion to the Privy Council, but only opening it ajar. 
The Council may admit the cattle from these countries on bemg satis- 
fied that disease does not exist in them,* and that reg^ations exist 
giving a guaranteejthat it wiU. not be imported. If it does not exist, 
such regulations— it strikes PmwcA— would be superfluous. 

Mr. PoESTEE is not satisfied with the concession, nor is Punchy 
though it is better than nothing. But the Bill is a bad Bill — ^illogi- 
cal, inefiective for its alleged purpose, and really supported by those 
who urge it most hotly, on other and lower grounds than they avow. 

Tuesday [Lords ), — The President of the Council can’t or won’t say 
if the Aaglo-Ottoman Treaty has been communicated to the other 
Powers. 

[Commons, Baeteg— Mr. Bo-deee told Mr. Poestee— has 
started for Cypnis, with the Stjltae’s firman making over the 
island to Great Britain. 

Momiug spent on the Highways— this is weather for outdoor 
airings— and Evening with Mr. Eeetegtoe, in a thin House, over 
the Irish Land Act of 1870, which he insists has not worked well. . 
Mr. Lowthee said he never thought it would. No more did Go- 
vernment. But they weren’t going to repair the mistakes of the 
other side. Besides, iuquinr would reopen agitation. Better remedy 
the evils of Irish tenure than stereot^e them by giving fixity of 
occupation, which Major Nolae avowea was what the Irish tenants 
wanted. He says the Irish tenant will never be satisfied till he is 
“ rooted in the soil” — ^in other words, till the Irish landlord is rooted 
out. , 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[July 20, 1878. 


3£r. Bcti spoke mtk bated breath ia support of iuciuiry, aud com- MeaawhUe we keep our shooting: eye open, and let no experiment 

mented on the absOTce of every one of the ex-Muustes w^e ™toe wants to know whether the Board of Trade can 

responsftlefortheBiIl. The motion for inq,uiry was negative y ^^^ake the Kailway Companies reform the passenger-traps 
184 to 67. they call platforms. ^ « m i i. j x i x tt 

Wednesdau, — The stout aud smiling Member for Rochdale— a Lord Hennikee said the Board of Trade Jmd taken steps. Un- 
PoTTEB hancliino* Conservative clay that declines to be moulde^ fortunately, though the Board take steps, the Companies won t make 
moved his brief°Bill for distribution of land left undistributed by them. x-l-d* 

wiU as personalty is distributed, with due regard to the rights of {Commons, Sclateb-Booth says the Rivers Pollution Act 
widow and children. . . , „ is in active operation. Mr. LowTHEn gives the same assurance^ to 

This is so obviously sound sense and justice, that it may he s^ely the iu'tizans’ Dwellings Act in Ireland ; in tact, Paddy is getting 
set down as one of the changes for the better that must come. It is more good of the Act than either J(mN Bull or ^wney Scott. 
needless to say that, en attendant^ the Conservative back of the Highways Bill cheered through Committee. Om hit o± practical 
House is set up against it. Mr. Gbeogby opposes the Bill as a ■^ork scored to the credit of the Session. 

Iaw 5 'er, Alter a rule whose roots lie deep in the fendal system! Lq, Committee on Admiralty and War-Office Clerks Bm, Mr. 

It is too great a shock to the legal mind. Sn revanche^ Mr. Leema^, made himself the organ of the Supplementary Clerks, who 

lawyer too, but advanced Reformer, is prepared to swallow the are like to be hardly dealt with under it. runch is glad they have 

change ; even advocates it. Mr. Wheelicouse uttered, with almost fotmd a friend, though he regrets it is not one more likely to be 

comical his holy horror of “ touching rights in real estate Rgtenedto. i i ^ ^ ^ o 

wliieh wore almost, if not wholly, inalienable.” Colonel Stan:^y and Mr. Smith pleaded the usual plea-good or 


-good of 


hard blows for the BUI, lawyers as they all three are, and two of Blessed are the martyrs who are offered up to the mhlic mtmest ! 
them professors to hoot, speaking boldly out and up for common Qf course it is the men without friends that go to the wh 
sense and justice. , « state is the more gracious, if they would omy seeit. But War- 

The Division, 193 to 157, foreshadowed the future triumph of the office and Admiralty Clerks, we fear, are a selhsh lot. They don t 
I BiR. Let the Honourable Member for Rochdale keep pegging away, to he saeriflcecl to the public interests, 
or rather pottering on I Mr. Mitohell-Henry, after an attempt at a count, reopened the 

_ , /r -7^ T >3 a -P A•T-,^^T■r,x^ a+ casc of McCarthy, the Perdan convict, who, having heart disease, 

Lord Sii^Tof spoke at ^ ^ twelve days after Ms release, tinder the exoitemeEt caused by 

fi-om bis bnef m tbe ease of tbe succession to t^ Jaghn-e of Bun- the Dublin crowd. 

gana-Pally-evidently a proceedmg in error. The motion should «• jury Ad hia d^thhad bem hastened by Ms treatment in 
have been made before the Pnvy Council. urison. Sir I.sitES Ingham, one of the most experienced and re- 

Lord SHiTiESBUET wants to toow if fte Government, on occupy- MetropoUtau Ace Magistrates, was directed to make 

suppress Slavery there. ^ inquiry, as the reWlt of wMch he exculpated the prison autho- 

The D^e of Kicmioin) not kno^g coMd not say. Till Sm Home. We would rather trist the impartiahtv of a 

GY^VErWoi.sEi.OT has reTOrtedon ^e isl^d, Govemmeut prefers ^ judieially-minded inquirer than the sympathy of pas- 

That, sionate pe^is^s, so cannot re^^^ 


at least, Governm^timghthee^eote^^^ is^lbSi^oux work by bowing in a Convention, let us end it 

“No harbour,” the Duke beheved, » but several moe open road- a Congress. The Tfeaty of SanSteAwas signed 

.steads,” rather exposed, perhaps, but roomy, decidedly roomy. °y sSSy July 13 “ It 3 in the afternoon. It leaves everybody dis- 

{Commom,)—The Chai^cellor of the Exchequer, whom the satisfied, and sows as many seeds of war as it includes Articles. 
House cheered heartily on his reappearance with no trace of his 

broken Ixead, was bombarded with (questions about Cyprus, which he ^ 

was no more able to answer than the President of the Council. PHRASES FOR TRAVELLERS. 

But Colonel Stanley (foes know that the occupying force will be 1 ± :3 • x a -is 

10 f 000 men, TOGO Indian, and the balance En glish regiments. (To he Translated into Spayush,) 

And John 'Bmj.—Fwich may safely addr—wilL soon know the ^ TtTiLLVou ulease s-ive 

Way the money goes, in paying for them and other “ incidentals.” , fj::. ^ \/y rniVvxrav fiokW fn Mfi 

ir.EGEET 0 St 0 li 8 ir A.G 0 ED 0 irtbht aMapofCypmshasbeen Mk ’ ^ YY 

hung in the news-room, SO Parliament wBl Soon know as much about couv>e'^ 

the island as the Hovemment. There is a shilling pamphlet out M ^ Irhof T.n-r.+ a-f nr^- 

abeady,Ptmo^ishappytosee. MeanwhaebeisdeepHinself in the u (loathe all v 


PHRASES FOR TRAVELLERS. 

{To he Translated into Spaiiish.) 




W ILL you please give me a 
railway ticket to Madrid. 
Can I have a riffe-proof 

^ come f 

At , what part of the coxmtry 
does the train usually stop for 
interviewing the brigands ? 

Are chain-anhoxp: railway rugs 
to be obt^ed at the newspaper 
stalls? 

As I do not wish to be dis- 
turbed during the night,, here, 
guard, are the keys of my boxes. 

Will you kindly inform the 
Brigand Chief that I am tra- 
velling for health, and that my 
doctor has enjoined absence of 
excitement. 

WiLL you inform Hm that if 
he has to shoot any one, I shaR 
be ^eatly obliged to him if he 
will use an air-^m. 

Really, Sefior Brigand, I think 
after the messages I have sent 
to you by the guard, you might | 
have left me alone. 

What ! you killed the guard 
before he had time to deliver 


the Ring of Cyprus, m 1463, from all the assembled beauties 01 
the Book of Gold^ for his Queen, adopted and dowered by the Senate, 
painted by Titian^ and afterwards, in her widowhood, ousted 
by the Sea-Repubhe. Into whose embroidered shoes, of l^urple 
samite and gold, Tictoria now steps, after almost f(kir tundred 
years. 

Lord SaxisbuRy is Sending over a picture of the South-East as new- 
limned by the Congress ; two large copies to hang in the Library, 
and small ones to be distributed among Members. 

Mr. Boueke and Mr. Forster exchanged ideas about Slavery — 
which Q-oyemment wiR do its best to discourage in the East, the 
Porte having already expressed its willingness to enter into a uon- 
yention to stop the trade in slaves. 

What undertaking won^t it enter into ? 

Promismg is so easy, and performance so hard to enforce, 

Covemment— sign of the approaching end of the Session— means 
to take all the Wednesdays, and all the Tuesdays after next. 

Even with that impending, the slaughter of the Innocents will be 
a bloody one. 

Lastly came the regular wrangle oyer the Irish Sunday Closing 
BUI, brought to a close at the scandalously early hour of ten minutes 
after three, when Mr. OnslowM ADOendmeut for reading the BRl 
that day six months was disposed of by 166 to 56. 

This promises to be the one Irish Bill of the Session, and it ’s a 


I This promises to be the one Dish Bill of the jSessiom and it ’s a 'v' 
I bad 'un. The exclusion of the great Irish towns from the measure 
of itself reduces it to an absurdity. 


my messages ! Surely that was impolitic. 

As you have taken my watch^ my E^se, all my boxes, my great 
at, my umbrella, and my bat, I tmnk you might let me retain my 


I^rd Truro opened fire bn the Txviseetion Com- If you ill-treat me an 
^li^ion and its conoliMions. His Lord.ship runs W3do on the sub- the police, 

himself the mouthpiece of a prejudice as passi<mate Surely, as ^ou will m 

The (»ld, old (Question of the big and little Endians, Muzzle 0 . Breech- "What I you do not al 

loader, was up again. Muzzle still holds its own at the War-Office, am I to get to Madrid P 


boots. , . i ^ ^ 

If you shoot me, 1 wiR write to the Tiimes, , , 

If you ill-treat me any further, I really &al[ be obliged to call for 
the police, * 

Surely, as ^ou will not be able to use it, you might give me back 
my raRway-tieket. 

What I you do not allow trains to go faster than this I Then how 
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I am afraid it TviH be too long to walk. How far is it ? 

Eonr bnndred miles I WMcE is my way ? 

First turning to the left second to the right. It will take me 
some time getting to Madrid, and as yon say yon are going to stop 
another train, perhaps I had better bid yon “ good-night.^^ 


A SCANDAL TO SCOTLAND. 

f Hech, Sirs, Ministers and faithfn’ members of the Kirk— and a’ 
the Enrks— whom scoffers call the nnoo^ righteons— what say ye to 
Sir CouTTS LtNDSAY offering to open the Grosvenor G^aRerj gratis 
on Sundays ? To think that the fb it step to the desecration of the 
Sawbbath, by admitting the PnbHo to exhibitions of works of Art, 
should have been taken by a Scotchman ! In the meanwhile the 
Secretary of the Working Men’s Lord’s Day Rest Association, Mr. 
Charles Hull, has testiffed against the snare for souls about to be 
set by opening a door to let j^oor people in to see pictures on the 
Sawbbath Day. He requests Sir Coutts Lindsay to have his G-allery 
opened free on the Saturday afternoon instead of on the Sunday. 
As this would involve a sacrifice of shillings to Sawhbatarianism, 
it is an invitation in which you, perhaps, would know better than to 
join. Moreover, it might be objected to by the Jews, i£ the more 
zealous Jews hhd only the modest assurance of the Sawbbatarians 
of the Lord’s Day Eest Association. But you will warmly concur 
in what follows from the pen of those Sawbbatarians’ not at all over- 
officious officer : — 

‘‘The Saturday half-holiday has been given to millions for the express 
purpose of affording time for recreation without trespassiug on the day of holy 
rest. The openmg of the Gallery on Sunday is calculated to injure the 
religious character of the day and to impair it as a day of national rest from 
labour, and to teach the people that the Sunday is a day for mere sightseeing 
and amusement instead of a day for rest and religious exercises.*’ 

As Scotchmen you can appreciate the logic of declaring that to 
open a picture gallery during a part of the Sawbbath is calculated to 
teach the people that the Sunday is a day for mere sightseeing and 
amusement, instead of a day for rest and religious exercises. You 
can see how certain it is that people cannot possibly go to church, 
and afterwards visit a picture gallery as well. With you, no doubt, 
Mr. Hill and his employers are prepared to give an affirmative 
answer to the question if it is sinful of a nohleman or a gentleman 
to allow visitors to inspect his private collection of paintings on the 
Sawbbath ? 

Here is further argumentation after your own hearts : — 

“ The Sunday opening of th4 Gallery must involve a certain amount of 
additional labour on the part of attendants, and increase the work of public- 
house and refreshment-house keepers, who yniX he required to supply persons 
who come from a distance, with, liquors.” 

Is not sitting, or standing, or walking about, sinfully laborious ? 
Axe there not six days during which people may practise the voca- ^ 
tion of feeding^ the hungry, and supj^ymg the thirsty with drink, 
without profaning the seventh ? And is not the seventh the first r 
and does not Mr. Hill speak as a Hillel when he says that — 

“ It will also be a direct violation of the religious sentiments of the country, 
and of that command, read from ten thousand pulpits every Sunday, ‘ Remem- 
ber the Sabbath-day, to keep it holy.’ ” 

For are not the Sunday and the Sawbbath Day convertible terms ? 
and was not Man made for the Sawbbath, and not the Sawbbath for 
Man— accordmg to your Evangel ? And will not the opening of the 
Grosvenor Gallery on Sunday be, relatively to that dogma, what our 
friends of auld lang syne call the thin end of the wedge ? 


A Saving in Show. 

One of the subjects annotmced for discussion at the forthcomiug 
Social Science Congress iiS, “How can Street Architecture be best 
improved with a view to Economy ? ” Chiefly, one would think, by 
reducing the extravagant ornamentation of shops to the modest 
requirements of good taste. Tradesmen occupying premises so 
adorned would not find it necessary to recoup themselves for rent 
out of their customers’ pockets. 

In Papblan Bowers. 

1)eep little game I To win us fruit of Wars, 

And yet &om warlike complications screen us I 
They said he ’d hurl us in the teeth of Mars — 

And, lo ! he lands us in the arms of Yenus ! 


WHY WE HAVE GOT IT. 

[UiiatitJioiticated Version.) 


A S there appears to be still some 
doubt as to the origin of the now 
famous Anglo-Turkish Conven- 
tion, and its concomitant territorial 
concession, it is with much satisfac- 
tion that Mr. Punch finds himself in a 
position to throw fuE fight 
upon the subject. The fol- 
lowing sigmficant State 
Papers have reached h i m 
from a source as to which 
he asks no questions, and 
therefore publishes them ou 
the mutual principle, from 
a sense of what he owes 
the public as an organ of 
publicity, and vice versa. 


\l |L |, J ^ dgSy Jlorse Guards, 

^ndon, ^ the E 1 of 

_ \ K 1 1 Your telegram to hand. 

^ Sorry you don’t know what 

(y. — to ao with them. They 

— march capitally; hut I ; 

can’t go and inspect them 
again. It would look ridiculous. Besides, we had it fieadfuL iu 
the Mediterranean. Fact. The thing can’t be done. Brmg them 
over to Hyde Park, if you like, and I TL look at them ther^or, vmy 
not Send them to Jamaica ? Come, there s something in that, eh r 


Ei'om Sir S- 


Whitehall, to the Marqiiis of S- 
Berlin * 


We called a Council over it once, and are quite unanimous. He 
mu^ not try a Iriumphal entry on an elephan t, f ollowed by ^ the 
Indian troops. The public won’t stand it. we’re m for fifteen 
millions as it is. Glad there is no fighting, ^nd them back to 
Bombay quietly as they came. I ’ll tell the House. It wifi be 
rather fun, and give us something to do. 


From the Mayor of Margate, Kent, to the Earl of E d, The 

Kaiserhof. 

Greatly honoured by your distinguished suggestion, but, eveu 
utilising all the bathing-machines, fear we could not manage it 
instanthr. Wifi submit your “Dockyard, Arsenal, and Central 
Imperial Citadel Scheme” with permanent garrison of twenty thou- 
sand native troops in the “ Fort,” to the Town Council.^ Meap^wMe, 
why not try Westgate-on-Sea? or even the Goodwins? Shall I 
write ? 

From Messrs* Moore and Burgess, St, Jameses Mall, to the British 
Plenipotentiaries, The Congress. 

Thanes for idea of series of Monster Concerts, but dou’t see (uir 
I way to getting them all on to the platform. Then, who ’s to pay for 
the evening clothes ? We ’fi think it over. 

V. 

From the Manager, Boyal Aquarium, Westminster, to Her 
Majesty* s Plenipotentiaries, Berlin. 

The Manager of the Eoyal Aauarium, Westminster, presets 
his compliments to Her Majesty^s Plenipotentiaries, and wMe 
thanking them for their kind offer, begs to inform them, that alL his 
arrangements being made, he will find it quite impossible to run 
the ‘^Indian troops” for a short season after Beluga, or even 
to introduce them, as suggested, with Mr. Farini’s performance of 
Mile. Zazel. 

VI. 

From Sir A, H, L d, Constantinople, to Lord S y, Berlin. 

At.t. right. If you can’t place them at the Canterbury, thing is i 
settled here. England takes protectorate with defensive and offen- 
sive alliance. Dtaft of Treaty by post. You can send them all off 
to Cyprus as soon as you like. 


APPROPRIATE. 

Mr. BARiffe, we read,, has been sent to hoist the Britist Flag at 
Cyprus. It should have been Mr. Bulling. 


DOMESTIC DARWINISM. 

Hattjral Selection;— Marrying for Love. 

Struggle for Existence Marrying without Money. 
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Mi:pD EMOTIONS. 

[IBy One who wasnH put up to it) 

Hoobay ! It 's a coupj and a glorious lark ; 

It baffles tbe Bear, and our traitors it dishes. 

(But why need he keep us so much in the dark, 

When he knew we adored him as Albion’s ark, 

And lord of the loaves and the fishes ?) 

Superb ! And the very identical thing — 

As we always declared — ^that was urgentljr wanted. 

We ’re proud and delighted his triumph to sing. 

(But we might have been spared the superfluous sting 
Of the mem’ry of charges recanted.) 

Hal ha ! How the (rladstonites grudge him his fame ! 

He has “played” them so calinly, and “ stumped” them so 
sweetly. 

It ’s lovely to see them ! (But stiU^ all the same, 

There was no sort of reason for hiding his game 

Brom his sworn Mends — so completely.) 

We knew, and declared, he’d a scheme in his head 
For righting John Bxjix and the Muscovite humbling. 

If our readers refer (W elL, no matter ; least said 

Soonest mended. They ’d find much expression of dread, 

And extremely inopportune grumbling I) 

His triumph is ours, for we backed hiiYi all through. 

(Let enemies say he has sold us and shaved us ; 

From praise based on what ’tis his game not to do, i 

And blame built on stories that turned out untrue. 

The straight tip in time might have saved us.) 


PLAY! 

Paebon the inqtuiry, gentle reader, hut have you such a thing as 
a spare thousand-pound Bank-note about you ? If so, you cannot 
well do better than invest it in the purchase of aHt of freehold land, 
which is offered for a playground near St. Peter’s, London Docks. 
The poor children there hve far from any Park where they might 
play, and have no better recreation than the making of mud-pies, or 
the projection of small missiles at strangers who approach them. 
These httle bratlings are brought up in the midst of bricks and 
mortar, and know no more of playing cricket than of playing the 


piano. A childhood without ^ay is not a pleasant thing to think 
of ; and a thousand pounds in this case would sufflce to stop the 
thought of it. 

While thinking of the matter, the happy thought occurs to me, 
that the children round St. Paul’s might hmp those round St. Peter’s. 
It would be a pretty gift if the children of the West were to give 
this precious playground to the children of the East. Were little 
Charles and Clara to consent to go without new playthings for a 
month or two, and to he put upon short commons as to sugar-plums 
and strawberries, and were other little Charleses and small Claras 
to do Hkewise, a sufficiency of sixpences and shillings and half- 
crowns to buy the playground for St. Peter’s might, oy judicious 
combination, very readily be raised. 


Weaving his Crown. 


Twine Cypress with his Strawberry leaves ? Not now : 

’Tis for funereal, not festal days. 

Look, for fit garland to entwine his brow. 

Not to Creek Laurels, hut to' Turkish Beys. 


• * A REVIVAL. 

rp -u i. jL. A • ^ HXCHANOE. Op the Precious Stones that used to be found in Cyprus nothing 

T iruit America ever sent Ireland — ^the Potato. The worst has been seen or heard for generations. Thanks to English occnpa- 

Ireland ever sent America the Orange. tion, there must be at least one Carnet there, hy this time. 
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ACROSS THE KEEP-IT-DARK CONTINENT; 

OE, I POTJKD STANLEY. 

{By tlie AiLtJwT of ** Coomujicfjssie,^' and ISfotamagcloUaTj'' ^‘My! FMllaloo/'' c&c.) 

P^iET I.— Chapter III. 

Intenvieiving — A Scratch — Ippsum — The 3IijeeJees — Emperor Joliki— deception — 
Johhi^s Coxirt—Tact — Address — Neics of Stanley — On the Track — Signs — Pro- 
hahility — Can it he 9 — Was it 9 — The Hour and the 3£an — Phoming Brothers — 
Proposal— Ilore Wile — Dittosliip and Brotherhood — Gravid Ceremony of Initia- 
tion — Installation — The Plot Thickens, 

These friendly people gave oiir party a free admission to tlie eMef HaU, and 
entertained ns for two hours one eyening* with songs, riddles, and dances. 

To my anestion, “ Have you seen Mr. Stanley ? ” Massajihja replied, in a song, 
to the eirect that ‘‘He had not seen him lately.’’ Soon after this the tribes broke 
up and dispersed, as they were going on tom in various parties to visit certain friendly 
Eaces. Tliey w^ere takmg a black horse with them as leader in the caravan. 

By M’YioNYxr’s advice, I exchanged one barrel of tunes (out of the floating musical 
box) for this black horse, which M’yiohtu had discovered to be a magniflcent white 
Arabj of the fleetest description, painted black as a coal. M’TioinnD, w^ho is of a 
sporting turn, and knows a little of most things in general, but notiiin^ much in 
particular, found out this horse’s true colour hy quietly scratching him the night before 
the start for the Dark Eaees. I christened him Old Sci'atch^ or The Hark Hoi'se, 

On the second of the next month we arrived at Ippsum, the chief village of the 
Great Equestrian Mijeejee Tribe. ^ It was the eve of one of their Grand Annual 
Contests, and seeing thayhey wrere inelinedTto,regard the new.arrivals with anything 










^ ^ f .-TKf i J * 

but a friendly eye -their eyes beiug peculiarly pietcing, and able to take everybody in 
at a glance— 1 considered that my best course would Be to send in my card, at once, 
by M’Tioimr, the Detectivej to the Emperor JoKM. 

M’yiohtxt objected to this at first, as he had already become very fat, and he was 
afraid that the Mil eejees were oannihals. 

He was perfectly right ; they were cannibals. This tribe, or rather these tribes, 
classed under one head, the Mijeejees, live entirely on strangers, 

StOl, on its being pointed out to M’Yioimr that, if they attacked us, we, being aH 
light weights and in good training, should he able to save ourselveSj while he would j 
most certainly fall into their hands, he undertook the mission, on condition that should i 
I he enabled to enter the Dark Horse for the Mijeejee contest, he should stand in. To 
this I acceded, and preceded by our little Devil— I mean the Printer’s boy, from 
Fleet Street— playing a drum, and another of our party, the oldest, thinnest, and 
ugliest, carrying a fiag of truce, he soon found himself in the presence of the Great 
JoKKi, who received him amicably, and expressed a wish to see the distinguished 
“ "White Colonel,” (myself,) of whom he had neard so much. 

Taking advantage of this condescension, I at once dbnned my best pjnk, breeches, 
tops, and made my valet trim my hah? into a neat hunting-crop. 
with a sweet snme, but an anxious heart beating beneath my >'rd’s-eye scarf and 
horseshoe pin, to the Palace of Tata Salza, where there was a assemblage of 
Chiefs standing in a circle, which was jealously guarded by a fbree of 
picked men in helmets, carrying short, formddable Staves. AH the Chiefs, about the 
Emperor, had Bet-tin rings through their noses, as ornaments, and carried heavy 
weapons called Jokki-Elnfe, made bn purpose to enforce the laws cff the Mijeejee 
dominions. , , . 

The great Jokki himseH is of short stature, with a cruel, cunning expression in Ms 
eyes, and a quiet, calm smile, that is at one time inexpressibly sardonic, and at another 


perfectly heavenly. He wore a small cap with a 
peak, to shade his eyes, and the upper part of 
his body was striped all over with orange and 
black. His nether man was clothed in a tight- 
fitting skin reaching below the knees, while an- 
other kind of skin, dinerently dressed and coloured, 
formed the covering for Ms feet. Sticking out 
from behind each heel, he wore a fierce-looking 
weapon, with wMch, I fancy, he was wont to 
inflict cruel injuries on an enemy luckless enough 
to be placed at Ms mercy. All the officers of the 
Court, including the Chief Trayna (Ms Prime 
Minister), carried small hooks foimed of thin 
wMte leaves, on which, from time to time, they 
made strange Meroglyphio figures, the meaning 
of which I was, for some time, at a loss to deci- 
pher. I subsequently discovered that those who 
could decipher them were also often at a loss. 
These Ministers were, I was informed, called the 
Big 

The proceedings at this important interview 
commenced with polite salutations and the usual 
courteous inquiries. 

The Emperor J ojson began : 

“ HaryUj Kunnel ? ” (How are you, Colonel ?) 

To which, with that candour and aflability wMch 
the savage tribes know so well how to appreciate 
in a wMte visitor, I replied, 

“ Field-MarshM the Great "White Colonel’’ (by 
tMs I meant myself — one is obliged to pile it up 
a hit with these people) “ Field-Marshal the Great 
WMte Colonel presents his compHmeuts to Ms 
Illustrious and Blooming Brother, the Emperor 
JOKKI ” 

^^EereerJ JSereer!^^ (Listen I Listen!) from 
the Emperor, much flattered. 

“And begs to state that he, F.M. the Great 
White Colonel, is at the present moment in the 
felicitous enjo^Tnent of the most perfect salu’brity, 
wMoh he hopes is the case, as it leaves him at 
present, with the Illustrious Jokke and all the 
other Blooming Brethren, whose acquaintance 
F.M. the Great &o. &c. has nowj for the first time, 
the extreme satisfaction of makmg.” 

^^Eereerl j^ereer (Listen I Listen!) from 
everybody. 

To my first invariable question (for I never for 
one moment allowed the great object of my visit ' 
to escape my memory), “Have you seen Stan- ; 
let ? ” the Emperor Jokki closed one eye, and 
laid the forefinger of Ms right hand against the 
side of Ms nose, as a token that he placed in me, 
whom he was addressing, the most implicit confi- 
dence, and to give me to understand that hfe ex- 
pected an equal trust in himself from me. FuHy 


Ms signs hy a most close and faithful imitation of 
Ms action, as I repeated my question in another 
form. 


himseH) “wiH tell the truth to the Great White 
Colonel.” 

“ Hear ! hear I ” from me. 

He bowed, not without some grace, and con- 
tinued : “ The Illustrious Joxki did see Stanley 
at the Mijeejee’s last Great Darbidai, where the 
Illustrious JoxKi saw Stakley for six dollars 
and a half.” Here the Illustrious Joxxi grinned 
with satisfaction, and all the cMefs applatuded 
heartily. 

^ In a moment the fate of the confiding SJ actlet 
at the hands of this crafty monarch flashed acroi^s 
ime. I kne^y, as well as though I had had the 
whole scene "before my eyes, that the IHustrious 
(but wily) JoES^c had induced the equally iHu^ 
trious, hut too generous, traveller, to venture his 
dollars on some contest of horses got up by the 
ffijeejees (with whose habits and eustoins he was 
unacquamted), and had been put oh ” what they 
had teld Turn waa “ a godd th^g,^^ The excited 
(but always wily) Emperor Joeei had shouted to I 
him, “Are you on^ Btanxet. on?” And the 
trustmg, gmitM mild Afric- American explorel*, 
had replied, “ Yes, Sir — ^I am on,” and had been, 
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A MISUNDERSTANDING. 

Old Geyd, {evid&TUly fTwyi tTie ** Hi i Hot ! Stop 1 ” CoiviuctoT. ^**Old ^ard, Bill ! ” {To Old GQTd.), ** Where are ter pob, Sir ? 

OU Gent, {^rUingin pursuit), ‘‘Here !— let^s hate a—Box o’ them— /SUpetf MatoeesT' [OtjurgatioTis I 


to use the ancient JBdk language of the tribe, Dah YUufwa,” 
which, though almost impossible to translate, means, to say the 
least, “ cruefiy deceived.” 

But now the hour had come, and the Man. “ Be it mine,” I cried 


I (but invariably wily) Emperor,, who had my Efe, and those of my 
I followers, in Ms hands ; and I determined to proceed in my object 
I with due diplomatic caution. 

! Presently, JoKXi observed, with all his characteristic astuteness, 
“The Great White Colonel has called Johei and his B^Usmabas 
his * Blooming Brethren,’ But the &reat White Colonel has not yet 
been initiated, by the IILustrious Jokki, into the mysteries of the 
craft of the Blooming Brotherhood. How is this?” 

I explained that, as no offence was meant, I hoped none would be 
taken. Further, tiiat I had heard how, it any stranger became a 
Blooming Brother by the exercise of one of their y accinational 
customs, no such Brother would ever deceive another such brother. 
Was this so ? I inquired ; adding, “ Field-Marshal the Great White 
Colonel is a Christian, and never tells a lie when he is at home, and 
has^ only asked for information, and not out of any obtrusive 
curiosity.” 

“ Would the Great White Colonel like to become Jozzi’s Blooming 
Brother, and be raised to the degree of Double Ditto among the 
Great B’TJkmaeas?” ^ 

“Muchly^l” I replied, immediately. For I knew that to he 
made a B.B. and a D.D. was the highest mark of Jokhi’s favour. 
And then, remembering that caution was the very essence , ’ 

I added, “ If not too expensive.” 

JoKEi appeared pleased with my fearless candour, and informed 
me that the mode of becoming a Bloomlno Brother and a 
Ditxo^ was by the curious and ancient ceremony of an 

acquaintance ” — (here they aH produced long knives, and shouted, 


feeling the edge of his snikkar^ “ by using the JSrst sort^of^iuk that 


comes reddiest to hand.”^ The fees for this, he went on to explain, 
were a mere trifle — ^nothing to speak of. 

Eememhering that, at any cost, my object was to avenge Stanley’s 
loss, I consented to this arrangement— which would make me a 
master of their craft — and asked the terms. 

JoKKi eyed me narrowly. 

“Would six shellings” — (the highest currency is in shells, and 
the lowest in pins)— “ would six shellings and eight pins break the 
Great White Colonel ? ” 

Eeally, I was delighted ; for the amount is only* a little over two- 
thirds of h^-a-sovereign. But, knowing that any outward display 
of satisfaction would he a dangerous precedent for the future, I pre- 
tended to be utterly staggered by the amount. I wept, wailed, 
wrung my hands hopelessly, and bewailed the hard terms that, if 
compned with, would consign my family to the Workhouse, and 
myself, the Great White Colonel, to the Bankruptcy Court. 

JoKXi was puzzled. So were the B’Utcmakas. 

“ Five shellings ? ” suggested Joxxi, still playing with his snikkar, 
and interrogating the B’Ukmakas with an ^-round cunning look. 

“ Impossible, alas ! ” I exclaimed. “ Field-Ma-rshal the Great 
White Colonel is a Christian, and never tells a lie when he’s at 
home ” 

“We wish to make him <iuite at home here,” interrupted the 
Em^ror Jokhi, insinuatingly. 

“But he cannot pay five shellings to be a Bloomlno Brother, 
and a Double Ditto. Ho! He is Master of his own CVa/if” — I 
meant the Arkadia^ but he didn’t understand this, “and he would 
‘’^ather go in for Brotherhood, without any fees at all, and take the j 
ink for the contract” — (here I pulled out my hundred-blade knife, 
..^th saw, corkscrew,, and gun-pick in it) — “from the veins of the 
Illustrious JoKKi, just to see how he likes it.” 

And I advanced, with a determined step, towards the Monarch’s 
seat. 

This gave matters a decided turn. Jokki, at the sight of my 
knife, which opened with a startling click, jumped up, and extended 
his hand. i 

“ Stay ! ” cried the Emperor. The Illustrious Jokki will make 
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NOTHING LIKE THE TRUTH. 

Fri&tidly CritiG . “If I didn't love toti, Jack— if I had not known you 

ALL MT LIFE — NAY, IF YOU WEREN’T MY OLDEST, BEST, AND DEAREST PrIEND — 
I SHOULD HOLD MY TONGUE ! BUT, BEING WHAT WE ARE TO EACH OTHER, I 
FEEL BOUND IN COMMON HONESTY TO TELL YOU THAT YOU PAINT WORSE EYERY 

year! And that from the Day you sent your Pirst Picture to the 
Academy, forty years ago (and a precious Bad Picture it was, as I told 
you at the time), you have been steadily Going Down-Hill ! 


THE J^IERMAID. 

(By a disgusted Tar with a rogue recollection of Tennyson.) 

X. 

Who would be 
A Mermaid dank, 

Bobbing about 
In a sort of tank, 

For tbe crowd to see 
At' a shilling a head, 

In doubt if it be 
ALLye or dead,? 

n. 

I would not be a Mermaid dank. 

Flopping about in a Westminster tank, 

Like a shabby sham at a country fair, 

And by far the ugliest monster there ; 
osed to the Cockneys’ vulgar chaff, 

"the learned gush of the Daily T., 

To be called a porpoise or ocean-calf. 

Or a seven-foot slug from the deep^biue sea. 

3Ie a Manatee ? Dickens a bit ! 

The Mermaid of fiction was something fine, 

A fish-tailed Siren given to sit 

On a handy rock, ’midst the breezy brine, 

Each golden curl with a comb of pearl 
Arranging in many a taking twml. 

Like a free-and-easy nautical girl. 

Taking a bath in a primitive style 
Without any bother of dress or machine, 

And likely the wandering tar to beguile, 

If that Mariner chanced to be anyways green. 

But your Modern Mermaid ! good gracious me ! 

Who ’d be inwiggled away from his tracks 
Or driven to bung up his ears with wax 
By the wiles and smiles of a Manatee ? 

A sort of shapeless squab sea-lubber, 

A blundering bulk or leather and blubber, 

Like an over-grown bottle of India-rubber ; 

The clumsiest, wobbHngest, q,ueerest of creatures, 
With nothing but small gimlet-holes for features. 
This a Mermaid ? Oh don’t tell me ! 

It’s simply some sljr scientifical spree. 

And I mean to say it ’s a thundering shame 
To bestow the Siren’s respectable name. 

Which savours of all that is rare and romantic, 

On such a'preposterous monster as this is. 

Whose hideous phiz and ridiculous antic. 

Would simply have frightened the mates of Ulysses. 
Fancy the horror of blubherous kisses 
From a mouth that ’s like a tarpaulin ! 

That Merman must be a most amorous chap 
Who would sue her and woo her under the sea, 

As Tennyson sings-— a nice treat it would he 
Were a Mermaid merely a Manatee I 


the Great White Colonel a Blooming Brother and a Double Ditto of 
the First Class free of charge ! Ordy,” he went on,^ consequence, 
I apprehend, of most undisguised murmurs from the Big B’Ukmahas, 

“ a trifling tee must he paid merely for the stamp ’’ 

^^JEereerl JSereerl^* (Listen! Listen!) from the B’Ukmak-IS. 
“And if the payment is not down on the nail,” added Joeki, 
emphatioallyj “there 7nust be an Execution,” 

Ah execution ! Was my mission to end here ? _ Hever ! “ If an 
execution there must he,” I said to myself, “ it will not take place 

chez mo% but ” And here an idea— an absolute inspiration- 

occurred to me, 

“Would,” I asked, “the ready money, and ^Qreddy signature, 
if given by an agent, be taken as equal to mine ? ” 

“ Quiumho facituniBo permnu aliunibo facitunibunibo permnu 
seimbor replied tbe learned Emperor, quoting an extract from the 
laws or his own country in the old legal phraseology. Its meaning 
is that the act of an accredited agent is the same as that of his 
employer. 

The document was spread out before us. The Emperor J okei was 
provided with a formidable steel-pen, not unlike a lancet. 

“ T^ere is my Toyikni f ” he mquired, wdth a frown, hut with a 
side-wink at me, full of humour, unseen by the others. 

Five of the biggest B’TJkmakas dragged forward a poor half- 
starved wretched-looking creature, who knelt before the Emperor. 
I now began to understand the application of the legal maxim 

S d so well and so recently by the Emperor. The well-to-do 
s— that is, B’Ukmakas, &c.— paid a yearly tax to Joeki, which 
exempted them from ever having to serve as TopJmis for any of the 


Imperial Blooming Brotherhood contracts. Those who could not pay 
were compelled to serve in this capacity. 

J OKKL now stuck the point of his steel-pen, sharply and dexterously, 
into the more fleshy portion of the Tophii’s arm, and proceeded at j 
one dash to sign the paper, which he then handed over to me, ! 

“ Win the JQlustrious Jokki oblige the Great White Colonel with 
the steel-pen ? ” I asked. 

Certainly he would. It was in my hand : I looked round for the 
person who was to act as my agent, with the scrutinising glance of a 
vaccinating Doctor selecting a healthy child, and my eye fell on the 
fat and comfortable foim of M’yionyu the Detective, who, having 
found that the day’s proceedings were certain to have an amicable 
termination, had gone fast asleep where he stood. 

A prod mom the steel-pen woke him into consciousness with a 
howl, which subsided into a low quavering moan as I whispered in 
his stupid ear, 

“ They come like a boon and a blessing to men, 

The Prickit, the Howl, and the Q,uaverly Pen,’-’ 

and then, without further ceremony, placed my initials under the 
Emperor JozKi’s mark. , . 

I pointed out to M’yiontu that I should have to sign agam for my 
decree of Double Ditto if he did not “ shell” out for the stamp, to 
which he immediately consented. M’ytonyu paid the money, the 
knives were sheathed, the ceremony of initiation was complete, I 
was then raised a step, and the Lod^e was opened in the Double 
Ditto Degree, with Jokki as Worshipful Master in the East, and 
myself as Senior Warden with the chisel in my hand as emblem of 
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Elooraing Brotlierliood. were now friends ! Tte first step liad been gained. The 

BXKiiAEA.s were in Hgli spirits. M’xiontu was snlky as a bear, 

JoKEi took the initiative : ^ i x . • • ^ i • 

“ Tbe Mijeejees would like tbeir Blooming Brother the Great w nito Colonel, to join in tneir 

sports and little games.” , -r i n xt. 

I bowed. The hour was slowly approaching when I should see the way to avenge 

St.anlet’s loss. 

, THE- .^VA&Di-e A ^ JVOW60 - n^3Ct^/ER^s =. \' 


oVv/ y/ 


t I s s 1 0 y/ c 






Mk 





Twe , - KEPRJf 1 e ^T1^ t> * BEloV/ »5«Kt 'AP - -2M€ 

He continued : 

The Great White Colonel is a Christian, , and never tells a lie 
“ WTien he ’s at home,” I interrupted, politely. 

“ He is at home here,” said Jokki, frowning. 

“ Yery much so,” I replied. “ The Great White Colonel never tells a lie.” 

Of course I merely stated this as my rzik* It was needless to point out that ExcepUo 


prohat regulam. The rule was good enough, 
and everyone, specially Joeki, appeared 
intensely delighted, from which I gathered 
that some villany was afoot. 

The Emperor resumed : 

JoEEi is pleased to welcome the Great 
WTiite Colonel as a Brother. The Colonel 
has many servants, and only one Jeejee. 
Can his servants ride ? ” 

At once I saw intuitively his design. 

“The 'White ColoneTs Jeejee is but a 
sorry black horse, and none of his servants 
can ride. The Great White Colonel never 
tells a lie,” — added this as a mere matter 
of form which has as much force as the con- 
cluding sentence of a petition, or the pre- 
amble of a bill. 

The Printer’s Boy from Fleet Street 
looked up at me under his left eyelid. 
Bless him ! I knew his weight, saddle and 
all, in the scale ; and as to ride, I ’d back 
Ixim against Mazeppa without being tied 
on, and over the same difQ.cult country. 
However, that was my secret. I wasn’t 
going to tell JoKia everything. 

“Some villany may he on foot, hut it 
won’t he on horseback,” I said to myself, 
“while I have Old Scratch in our stable. 
For the Dark Horse is a perfect picture, 
and wants to be propeny mounted. 
And,” I added mentally, “ i see the boy 
who can do that.” 

But I held my tongue, and, merely sa- 
luting as Senior Warden of the Double 
Dittos, I listened politely for the Emperor 
JoKKi’s next observation. 


At the Close oe the Coitgeess.— Lord 
Beaconseielb out in a— 'if not in the—eoiA, 


^AEEY OJT LIFE, 


Yahbah! Pious pap o’ that sort ain’t the grub for sooh’ot ’uns 
as me. 


Deae Chaeioe, I Ve jest bin a readin’ the spiciest ease of tbe day, ^ 

And as m yom cbawbacon parts you >re as good as clean out of iJie o’ tbe wld, mate, like us, as is game for a lusb or a laugb. 


I sends yer the papers by post. You will find it a proper old lush, 
Though they tips it so precious werhatim, it might make a mealy 
one blush. 


Ain’t percisely the species of bird to be caught by such white- choker 


one blush. If a Toff has the run of the till and the gift to go in for ’igh 

Jdon’toflm turn on tbe pink, andtherosy ain’t mnob in yOTjr .line. Small \lale to Ms ludsbip says I, only -wish I ootild nobble tbe 
But them Hupper Ten Toils, my dear hoy, do appear to be fiarm’ it chinks 

fine ; , x. , J^est wouldn’t I go in a hnster, and keep it hup momin’ and night, 

I r^by don;t see, barrm’ ta, that they yery much d^er from bus, tbe pick of tbe lusb and tbe ladies. Ob ! wouldn’t I jusi^not 

And the Brimstomtes doubtless would say that, as Swells, they ’re, a mite ^ 

if anythmk, wus. 

It does a chap proud to observe ’ow his tastes and his notions agree 

Of course that ’s alL copybook cant ; life is not worth a cent without With those of the pals of a Prince in the matter of spoonin’ or spree ; 

^ larks, ^ And, since ladies of title seem game as young shop-gals for Hgnor 

Which women and wine, my dear pal, have bin always the knowin’ and larks, 

one’s marks , I should like to go in for blue blood, and ’ang out near the Clubs and 

There is some does it imder the rose, on the very extremest Q,.T., the Parks. 

But as the Great Bounce patly says in his song, “We all doit! ”« x xi. x i .c j- -l ' x • xi. o 

yer see. j j &, u So I ’m nuts on these tales of ’igh life as comes out in the Court of 

Divorce, 

That’s wot I call life; true philosophy, plain, common sense, and Where sometimes, when they bile it too ’ot, even Swells come a 
no paint, cropper, of course ; 

Bnt MuggSj, out top-card at the crib— yon know Muggs — ^ who ’s a don’t seem stuck-np in their sprees, and that heats any 

bit of a Saint, sermon a sight. 

Swears Society’s got a bad fit on, a sort of low Music-Hall fever. Eor “breaking down barriers and droring the bonds of Society 
If he ain’t a^umbug at heart, may yours truly be blowed tight tight.” 

for hever. ^ «< cynical ” tune, but it suits me right down to the 

He say^t “the Cymeal SweU aud tbe low cbuoklmg oad are jest .so weE to tbe front or so tborougUy “.iu it” all 

That the sniggering satyr who gloats o’er the tale of Societv’s sins. t t j etji x -u -i i-. rr 

Is the loathsomestVo^h of ^ time when our manhood and & m^^er our “form” must he surely O.K 

have run low, axiu Since it’s that of the very front rows of thetoppmgest nobs of the 

Whose heroic ideal ’s to perch on the top of the dunghill and orow.” day. 

4 ! "u* xx X • ^xi ^ n, - So Chaelie, old chummy, let’s ’ope as this ^‘Musio-HaH fever” 

Don’t tumble to^ of his patter, or twig arf the drift of his hngo, may last, 

But he swears that a selfish fast fool is the stuff for your genuine And the (lifferent classes be jined in their love of the spicy and fast ; 

AtiiI 4 . •£ -.r . , What a bloomin’ MOlenyom, hay ? Which I trust as it’s adwent 

And nmds it don t matter a toss if yon finds it swell-togged at a mayn’t tarry, 

ru. -u -j* -u xxt -I Meanwhile J mean mixin’ it ’ot, and no error. 

Orm seven-bob gridiron bags at the ba r of a Hishngton pub. Yours spifashly, ’Abet. 

^ To OOBSMMonmm.'^The Editor does mt hold himself hoimd to acknowledge, return, or pai/for Contributions, In no cwse can these be returned unless accompanied hy a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 
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GYMNASTICS. 

Professor, ‘'And after eaob: Pebeormanoe, Gentlemen, you should al- 
ways BUT TOUR Eight ’And to your Lips, and draw it away smilin,’ as 
IF YOU WAS pulling A ’AlR OUT OF YER MoUTH I LiKE THIS ’ERE ! ” 

\Shows them how. 


TRAVELLEES^ DBEAMS. 

If you dream of 

prepare for the terrors of a long sea pas- 
sage, plus a surfeit of Reubens and a plethora of church 
chimes. 

J5ow%»^prepare for a draught of Le Port which 
neither cheers nor inebriates. 

prepare for an “Oh!” caused by the local 

perfime. 

Dieppe — ^prepare for three costumes a day, and, as a 
preliminary, along dressmaker’s bill. 

prepare for royal -visitors and regal prices. 

Florence — prepare for several weeks’ hard labour at 
the G‘an(er)ies. 

Genoa — ^prepare for dirt and disappointment. 

JSavre — ^prepare for the wrath of Neptune and the 
extravagance of Trouville. 

InUrtachen~-prev^re for the observations of H-less 
’Arry upon the ’igh ’Uls of the neighbourhood. 

Jersey — prepare for hidden rocks, sea-mists, low 
prices, and gen-beel society. 

Kissingen — pr^are for the attacks of -that amiable 
animal the hound of BisiiAECK. 

London— prepsire for an empty city of three millions of 
inhabitants. 

Madrid— prevaxe for a startling adventure with Spanish 
brigands. 

Sfaples— prepare to see the Bay, and then to die of 
mosq.uitoes. 

Paris— prepare for a short cut to Basinghall Street, 
via Dover, Calais, and the Grrand Hotel. 

Po??ze— prepare for anticiuities and ague. 

Scay'horough— prepare for Cockney pomp and York- 
shire shoddy. 

Turin — ^prepare for “ Dear Italy ” at its dearest. 

Venice — ^prepare for gondolas, bad smells, old palaces, 
frow 2 y churches, Tintoret, Titian, beggars and ices at 
Floeian’s, memories of Rusxin, and mus(g[uitos. 

^ Waterloo— prepare for reHos of the battle fresh from 
Birmingham. 

Zurich — ^prepare to come home again with a well-scored 
Alpenstock, a load ,of S-wiss toys, and memories of blue 
lakes, black pines, snow-tipped .mountains, and long 
hotel-Mlls ! 


ABOUT CYPRUS. 

During the past week Mr. Punch has received so many inquiries 
about Cyprus, that he has been forced to teU off one of the most 
learned of his young men to return the necessary answers. The 
following are a few oi the replies that have been sent from 85, Fleet 
Street, within the last f our-and-twenty hours : — 

“ A Poor Invalid.” — ^By all means go. The very place for you. 
You say you require rest and a little nuld amusement. The^ island 
is very quiet, ancj. you will find endless entertainment in chasing the 
scorpions and tarantulas, and in dodgiag the fever. 

“ A Young Historian.” — ^You wish to know somethmg about 
the antecedents of Cyprus. Always ready to ohhge a friend I am 
sure, although I should have been better able to comply with your 
request had 1 had the benefit of a reference library— an advantage 
denied to me at this moment. However, the leading landmarks m 
the history of Cyprus will be found, I believe, as follows. It was 
discovered by Yenus at a very early period. Then, somehow or 
other, it passed from the rule of Yenus to that of Yenice. Othello 
was the governor for a short while. It was in the citadel of Cyprus 
that he smothered Desdemona. His success in the Government 
was Cassio. We hear nothing more of Cyprus until it was given 
over to the English by the Turks in June, 1878. 

“ An Inquirer.”— You want to know what are the chief products 
of Cyprus. I blush for your ignorance. Here they quoted fcom- 
memory : Latakia, gum, copper, pitch-pipes, amOnds, salt, figs, | 
lemonade, and black-current lozenges. i 

“ A Sweet Young Thing.”— You describe yourself as a spinster ! 
■with engaging maimers. You have been to all the English and 
foreign watering-places for the last fifteen years without finding a 
husband, do we think you are likely ix> meet with one in Cyprus ? 
Certainly, if you go there before the place is overstocked by the 
unmarried ladies of the Anglo-Indian market. 

“A Traveller -who Hates Roughing It.”— You want to know 
how to get to Cyprus. It is simple enough. Go, say, to Clapham 
Junction, and ask for a ticket for the nearest station. Well, they 
will put you in a train which (after a few changes) wiH land you 
somewhere near Constantino|de. When you arrive there you had 


better make fresh inquiries. You can’t do wrong to take a corru- 
gated iron house, and a good supply of Liebig’s Essence and Waters’ 
Guinine Wine. 

“ A Pushing Young 'Man.”— You say that you have an opening 
in fire-stoves and fur rugs. You went to know whether fire-stoves 
and fur rugs are likely to he required iu Cyprus ? It depends a good 
deal upon me climate. However, you might run ever to the island 
and ascertain. 

“ One Who Doats upon the Military.” — ^You say that you and 
your three charming sisters follow the Red-coats everywhere— to 
Canterbury, Eolkestone, Aldershot, and Portsmouth. WiU the gar- 
rison be pleased to see you at Cyprus ? Of course they will, more 
especially if you bring with you your slightly commercial father, 
and your very match-making mamma. 

“Anxious Beginner,” and a Thousand other Correspondents.— 
Your questions are so important that I dare not take the responsibi- 
I Hty of answering them. You had better toss up half-a-crown and 
I abide by the result ; or better, wait for Sir Garnet’s report. 


Eeathering the Arrow. 

We read in -fche Daily Telegraph the other day that, after the 
signing of the Treaty of Berlin, the German ojficial mind was much 
perturbed on hearing that the Plenipotentiaries at the Paris GonpfeSs 
m 1856 used eagle quills, which were afterwards preserved as heir- 
looms in their respective families. Why the German oMcial mind 
was perturbed is not stated ; but presumably because the quOlS used 
for signing the Treaty of Berlin were drawn from that less imp^iSl 



conclusion that the bird to furnish the quills for this interesting 
occasion was the Turkey— which should by this time he used to the 
sacrifice of its plumage. As Lord BEAcoNSFlELp -would say, this 
would have required no “ partition,” merely a “ distribution ’’ of th3 
bird’s wing-feathers. ' 

The Prehier from: a Turkish Point of Yiew. — A grand 
visionary Grand Yizier. 
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Monday^ July 15 
{Lords ),— Cyprus a 
fever-nest ? Autho- 
rities — newsp^er 
and other — differ. 
The Government, 
having all its expe- 
rience to gain, knows 
no more than its 
q^uestioners. “ On 
the whole,” from in- 
formation they have 
received, “they be- 
lieve the climate of 
the island to he 
healthy,” As we are 
about to quarter ten 
thousand men there, 
it might be as well 
to make sure, without 
adopting Lord OnJuN"- 
3tfOEE’s bright sug- 

f estion, to ask the 
Prte for another 
island to occupy till 
Cyprus is proved, or 
ma^e, habitable. 

The Tramway (to 
use a Beaconsfieldian 
phrase) is the holo- 
caust of horses. The 
Commons, in several 
Bills oonfirnmg tram- 
way provisional or- 
ders, have sanctioned 
the use of steam- 
traction under moper 
conditions. Lord 
Eepesdaib thinks 
the matter wants 
more consideration. 
So the Bills for con- 
firming Orders which 
give powers for steam- 
traction on tramw^s 
were postponed. Jlot 
pleasant for promo- 
ters, stiU less, for the 
sinful twopenny 
publics which are de- 


but Lord Bedesdaxe 
must be satisfied, and 
carriage-people don’t 
love the fram. 

One scarce expects 

.V .1 -s . to find Lords insist- 

/V-- U L A G IT ^ ing, against Gom- 

• mons, on the rigour 

of political economy. 

But so it was to-night. Q-uestion ; Is the Parish or the Pauper’s family to have the benefit of Paupers 
contributions to a Priendly Society ? “ Parish,” say my Lords ; “ Pauper’s family,” say the Commons, 
by their amendment of Lords’ Bill. And now, my Lords, in the teeth both of Lord Shaetesbtot ^d 
Lord Craebeook, insist on amending the Commons’ Amendment, and putting Pauper’s contribution 
into the pocket of the Parish, not of his family. 

In answer to Lord "Waveijet, Lord Ceaitbeooe gave a couUur de rose account of the bfidcering of 
our Indian Army, on the principle fixed three years ago, after mature consideration and inqui^, with 
the verv competent aid of Lord ISTapieb of Magbala and ShHENET E'oeman', at seven British officers to 
a battalion, commandant, majors, adjutant, quartermaster, and two reserve wing officers, the company 
officers beiug natives. 

It is pleasant to find not only Lord CBA3SBBOOE:,''but the Duke of Cambeidge, Lord ^Napiee of 
Magbaia, Lord Laweenc®, and Lord B'oethbeoox, concurring in recognition of the thorough 
efficiency of the native officers, and in testimony to the great improvement of the Indian Army, officers 
and men, European as weU as native, under the present system. Let us hope for the time when we shall 
manage to turn the native to as good account in the civil as in the military service. 

( Cbm7no»a.)— Questions : Jokn Bxdli will be glad to hear that even the Board of Trade thinks the 
time is come for the Badlway Companies to decide on some continuons brake-system, and whatds more 
-important, put it in use. 

The shadow of impending fate darkens over the heads of the Innocents, though gentle Sir Staepoeb 
does not thi^ that the day has yet arrived for “ what is technically known as their massacre.” There 
will be a nice little lot of them for the massacrers when the day does come. The “survival of the 
ffitest ” wffi give us a sadly reduced small family ! , 

The Irish Intermediate Education Bill — ^that ' marvel of the Session — read a Second Time, amid a 
chorus of congratulations, hardly broken by the protesting Protestantism, Irish and English, of Lon- 
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donderry and Warwickshire. It | 
is wonderful what a million, 
boldW thrown down for promis- | 
ing Irish pupils to scramble for, j 
wfll do to disarm opposition. To ! 
think of Plunteett and Butt 
shakiag hands together, and 
Lowther and the O’Con'noe Don' 
kissiug each other over an Edu- 
cation Bill ! 

The difficulty is to believe that 
there can he any good in an Irish 
measure hailed with such un- 
precedented xmanimity. But if 
its effect be really to revivify Irish 
Intermediate Education, what ex- 
cuse will Irish educational parti- 
sanship have for quarrelling in 
future? Nay, the smoothiugin- 
fiuence of that oH of the Church 
million extended over the troubled 
waters of the Estimates, and the 
Yote of £651,091 for public educa- 
tion in Leland, and of £12,817 for 
the Q/Ueen’s Colleges, was allowed , 
to pass unchaHenged, even by 
PAEXELt, 

Tuesday Lord Cean- 

BEOOE announced the gratifying 
news that the JEurydice was out 
of the hole, if not actually above 
water. Bravo, my Lords ! This 
gets you out oi the hole, too ! 

{Commons,) — ^LordB. Montagu 
tried to “draw” the Chanceuloe 
of the Exchequee on the r^hts of 
interference between the Sultan 
and his subjects under the Anglo- 
TurHshConvention. SirSTAPTOBB 
declined to be drawn, and Lord 
B. was— sbaH we say, shut up ? 
Not so easy. 

Mr. Boueke said Government 
knew nothi^ about rumoured 
transfers of Tunis and Tripoli to 
Italy and Eranoe— transfers pro- 
mise to be the order of the day for 
some time to come— or of a con- 
spiracy agaiast the Sultan at 
Stamboul. As if a Constan- 
thiople canard was likely to fly 
for shelter to the Foreign Office ! 

Alo^ squabble about the scope 
of the Compensation Clauses, pre- 
liminary to Cattle Bill Committee. 

When at last they got into 
Committee, Sir S. Jambs 
raised the questdon whether any 
exceptions to the rule of general 
slaughter would not be in violation 
of *^the most favoured nation” 
clause in our commercial treaties. 

Sir H. D. WoLEE and Mr. Mun- 
BELLA, Sir W. BLiECOUET, Mr. 
Heescbell, and Mr. Goest— a 
strong legal force — supported Sir 
Henet, and the Attoeney-Ge- 
neeal, after getting up to confute 
his argument, confirmed it, amid 
the silence and consternation of 
the Govermnent, and the cheers 
of the Opposition. Sir Staeeoeb 
found himself in a cleft stick, 
and was left there, after a severe 
punching on the head from Mr. 
Gladstone, when progress was 
reported at midnight. 

But what was the work of Lords 
and Commons to-day ! London was 
at Charing Cross, welcoming the 
hero of the day, Benjamin 
Diseaeli, Yiscount Beaconsfield. 
B[e did not ride in on his own 
white elephant — ^the Asian Mys- 
tery of wbich he has made 
John „Bull a present— hut he 
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rode in an open carriage and a wMte coat, throngli sncli a 
clamour of cheers and sncn a rain of bonqnets as has rarely been 
shoTP'ered on king, conq^ueror, or idol of the hour. Punch can 
only recall two such enthusiastic welcomes at the hands of the 
Great Metropolis— those to Kosstjth and Gaeibaxdi. May the 
popularity of this Idol of the Time be more durable than theirs I 

But whatever Punch may think of the “High Policy” of the 
Lord of the Ascendant, there can be no question of the Blaze of 
Triumph with which it invested him on Tuesday. This it is Punches 
first function to immortalise. Hor need he now discuss the question 
which is Kkely to last longest— Premieres Popularity or Punches 
Picture. 

We&ncsday . — Gentle Sir Staitokd, undertaking the unwonted 
task of ^ving the Opposition a wigging for wasting time over the 
Cattle Bill, got wigged himseH. Mr. lunsTEE, Mr. Gladstoioj, Sir 
B[. JA3DES, Mr. CowEir, and Mr. Chajoeblain were all down upon 
him. Ho time had been wasted. The Opposition had taken the 
very prave point of “the most favoured nation” clause, and had, as 
they believed, put the Government in a cleft stick upon it. 

At last Mr. Pele — a good head, creditable to South Lancashire — 
came to the rescue, suggesting that the schedules should be thrown 
over, and that the Pnvy Council should have power to admit cattle 
from any country that could show itself free from disease, on 'con- 
dition that the Privy Council order, and the reasons for it, should 
be submitted to Parliament. 

Here was, at last, a sensible suggestion, and a common ground of 
compromise, on which, in spite of Mr. Bead and MEr. Chaplen’, the 
CnAifcOELEOE of the Exchequer was fain to take refuge. 

^ So the Bill wiH pass without its most indefensible provision— the 
limited discretion of the Privy Council. All countries will stand in 
the same position. Eoreign cattle will be admitted alive, so long as 
the country that sends them is free of disease ; will be slaughtered 
when the country they come from cannot show a clean hiH of nealth. 

The Government ^ould thank Mr. Peel for showing them the way 
out of ;a dilemma— and in a case, too, where even their well-com- 
pacted majority seemed in danger of falling to pieces under their feet. 
Puneh much admixes you, Albeet Pell, 

The reason why, he ’s glad to tell. 


*Tis that, with common sense’s roell 
You guide your party, Albeet Pell. 

Thursday {Lords,)^K crowd, such as has not overflowed the 
ITpper Chamber within record of living memory. 

All suspended on the lips of Beacohseieed. 

"What a moment for this son of his works, published and public ! 

If his head is not turned by this time, there is no turning it ! 

Talk of triumphs ! 


Weil, tne Dpnmx nas spoken, and nas said as iittle as opninxes are 
wont to say. It is not for Sphinxes to read their own riddles, but for 
those who consult them. 

It would be difficult for an accomplished orator to spend a hundred 
and thirty-five minutes in saying less that is likely to satisfy public 
curiosity, or to answer the questions that he has set all asking. 

Lord Beacohseteed tells us he has not partitioned Turkey ; has 
not sent Greece empty away ; has not left Russia in possession of all 
the substantial gains of war ; has not offended Prance and irritated 
Italy ; has not sowed the seeds of future wars ; has not laid upon 
E^land an overwhelming and undefined weight of responsibility. 

ll he has undertaken to set Humpty-Dumpty up again ; if he has 
hoisted the Asiatic Turk on Johh Bull’s back, he maintains this 
is the best thing he could have done for him, and for John Bull. 

But somehow Lord Grakvileb does not see it, nor Lord Derby, nor 
Lord Horthbrook, nor Lord Kimberley, nor — Punchy 

Lord Derby let his Cabinet Cat out of the hag— 

“When I quitted the Cabinet in the last days of March I did so mainly 
because it was said that it was necessary to secure a nayal station in the eastern 
part of the Mediterranean; that for that purpose it was necessary to seize and 
occupy the island of Cyprus, together with a point upon the Syrian coast, and 
that was to he done by means of a Syrian expedition sent out from India, with 
or without the consent of the Stjltaw, although undoubtedly part of the 
arrangement was that full compensation should he made to the Sultan for 
any loss he might incur,” 

Lord Saltsbury took the Lords’ breath, away by boldly declarmg 
Lord Derby’s Cat not a Cat, but a tale I In plain terms the state- 
ment was untrue. Sensation I Many Lords on their legs ; Lord 
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GrEANTTLLE at tieir head. ‘‘Theword was xmparliamentary.” After 
some fencing:, Lord Salisbuet sTibstituted “moorreot” for “tmtnie.** 

I A^ever was the lie more roiindly g’iven, or more grudgingly retracted, 
i He did not retract his comparison of Lord Derby to Titus Oates. 

Lord Cranbrooe, with light heart and characteristic daring, took 
on him, on behalf of Grovemment, that responsibility for the better 
government of Asiatic Turkey which his chief had prudently fought 
shy of. 

“ Suppose that England should introduce peace, happiness, and prosperity 
into these countries, is this not a thing for which, the nation may incur some 
responsibility ? When the noble Earl speaks in deprecation of our taking 
these risks upon ourselves, has he no confidence in his countrymen ? Does 
he not know that the moment peace, order, and tranquillity are introduced 
into a country so rich in itself, English and European capital will flow towards 
that country ? # * # With regard to the civil administration, Turkey 

is hound to ua, but we are not hound to her. We should have committed a 
great wrong if we had undertaken to assist Turkey in the way we have, ip vse 
did not hind her to good government. *■ * * * You pledged yourselves 

ACROSS THE KEEP-IT-DARK CONTINENT^ 

OE, HOW I EOTJHD STANLEY. 

{Bij the Author of “ Ooomujgasmf^" and ** Mtaniagdollarf' ‘^My! 

Phillaloo ! tSsc.) 

Part I.— Chapter IY. 

The Lodge continued---Interrogation--ArrangementS'-The Craft—' 
The Let — Odds — •JJne'oens — Stakes — The Detective Delighted— 
Cozw and Kind — Solders — An Anspious Time — Night ivateh — 
The Dawn of Another Day — At Last, 

uS Worshipful Master, the Emperor Jokki, then continued : — 
iT. .^6 Senw W^den,” he said, addressing me, ^‘has come from < 
the West. What has he brought with him ? 

the Sa^^ '^orth mentioning,*’ I replied, being ^uite up to him in : 


• by the Treaty of 1856 to bring about good government in Tm’key ; but what 
' did you do ? It is a vulgar adage that ‘ too many cooks spoil the broth,’ and 
I am afraid that what was the business of all the Powers of Europe was treated 
very much as if it'was nobody’s. Now, however, under this Convention, we 
. have undertaken a duty which oasts upon us a great responsibility ; and ip 
; we can produce in Asiatic Turkey — ^it can only be done gradually — a state of 
peace and prosperity, I do not say equal to the civilisation of modem Europe 
' but where violence would cease and men would devote themselves to their 
legitimate industries, we shall have done a work which will be a satisfaction 
' for the responsibili^ we have assumed, and we shall he fulfilling the highest 
1 duty of a civilised Power.” 

“If,” my Lord Crahbrook Ah ! “ Great virtue in an ‘ if . » ” 

All hangs upon the “if.” 

{Coimnons .) — StiU heaving from the gronnd-swell of the Lords. 

Progress made with the Cattle Bill, The Government having* 
yielded the citadel, retains, and may safely he aUowed to retain, the 
compensation outworks undisturbed. 

I replied, innocently, as I wondered to myself who on earth could 
’ ]tiave told them about the “ gold counters,” and whether Stanley had 
really been done^ or not, “ but he will lay 100 to 1, with pleasure, to 
oblige the Emperor. And the Emperor will let the poor White 
Colonel send miserable little Jeejee to join in the sport, and 
increase the triumph of the Inimitable Jokki.” 

The Emperor’s eyes sparkled. 

“ The Great White Colonel is a Christian, and never tells a lie,” 
he said— for he had now quite mastered the formula. “Will the 
Gr^at White Colonel swear that this Jeejee of his is worse than all 
the Jeejees that run in onr games ? ” 

I What could I say ? Modesty has ever been my forte, and polite- 
[ ness is the truest and most Christian policy. Shonld I affirm, with- 
out seeing the other animals, that this horse of mine— the Dark Horse 
—was better than all the rest ? Could I endanger the lives of my 
followers by o ffend ing the Emperor’s vanity ? No. 

‘ The Great White Colonel, &o.,” I replied, “ and he is sure that 



■ K<Nc-jdK.Wi . ^AYoKITF .x;N«Wb.-A.' .V/ WD 


. HeYreoton: 

■witk^^T” Warden, WHte Coloael, IjrongM aay money 

1 retamed, •with my iisual for- 
a mere trifle 

^ and made some remark in an imdertoneto 
^ tiiink, he addressed as “ Old TnxowTiir 
^ho there-n^n made some sort of remark on one 

The E mp eror resumed : — ■ 

Kfcejto he a Cauistian, and never 

m^eupon one^the ministers stood forward, and said. 

to'l lay loo 

against the Emperor JoTO’s homT” 
The Great White Celond does not understand your little game,” 




T the Great White Colonel’ Aorse,” 
f Majesty, delighted, “then all my WVxmiUB 
bet 100 ^^0 agamst the W^te Colonel’s Jeejee which cannot 
TO, and the White Colonel shall bet with me 100 to I against my 
J e^ee, and the money shall be deposited at once.’^ ^ ^ 

Tippuko and the detective M’tiontu, shonld 
collect the amount on a tray. 4.w, «mwuj.u. 

tad now quite recovered his good temper, in view of the 
haffi, which, he knew, I was pretty sure, to nmk^ and of which I 
his share, as the diseaverer of tixeDarh Horse on 


I'steafe ' uuance lor mm, o; semng Ins 

^ Je«TO» ISndand, I had provided myself wdth 
several Ixi^ of eard-coTuiter%miide toiseifate wveie^s. and reallv 
good as t^e gem^g article ^kcn onoe yon geYinto Ce^S 
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One innidred of tliese I placed against JoKzi’s one 
gold nngget-shell, wMcL. was of suck a size, weigkt, 
and brilliancy as to kave made tke G-orernor of tke Bank 
of England’s montk water. 

Tken tke B^Usmaxas, fifty in number, staked a 
kundred similar pieces eack: tkose wko could not put 
down tke wkole sum making up tke deficiency in beads, 
ornaments, jewelled daggers, pipes, and goats and skeep. 
In money and kind I calculated tkere was about five 
tkousand pounds set against my two thousand five 
kundred Lowtker Arcade sovereign card-counters. 

It was in M’noisrYu’s power to kave betrayed our secret. 
But kad I seen tke slightest sign of treachery on Ms 
part, tke merest wink to tke Emperor, or an aside-signal 
to any one of tke B’XJkmajeas, I should kave at once 
given him as a mesent to tke King, recommending Mm 
as a man whom I kad fattened on purpose, and “ whom 
I think ” (I should kave added) your Majesty will find 
very muck to your taste.” On tke snot tkere would kave 
been an end of M’Yioumj, wko did not, I was aware, 
know suJQGLcient of tke lan^age to nave explained 
matters quickly and intelligibly before he was strung 
up for tke Eoyal larder. Besides, after all, Ms interests 
were tke other way. 

That ni^kt I kept watch on M’Yioinru and tke B’TJk:- 
HATCA, wMle tke Printer’s Devil (whom I promised to 
reward MgMy for Ms services) kept guard over tke Dark 
Horse. 

‘‘ Tbe sly little Cherub sat perched in a loft 
To keep watch o’er tke Me of Old SoratchJ^ 


Of conrse for “Ckemb” understand Printer’s Devil; 
bnt tke couplet is neat and appropriate. 

JExtractfrom Diary. — ^Tke morning of tke Great Day 
of tke Pace has dawned. 


Chajteii y. 

The Result of the Race — A Rescue — An Idea ! — ** Can it 
he doneP^ — It is done — The Voice from the Reins — 
JSauve qui peui — The Muddle — Nervousness of Fol- 
lowers — “ On Horror* s Head** — Pursuit— Agony — 
What next f 

The Dark Horse has won. Tke race is over ! But 
what a day of excitement ! ^ He was nearly beaten, for 
tke Emperor Joext rode himself, and he’s a featker- 
weigkk Besides Ms mare being in tke most perfect train- 
ing. But for my excellent fiend tke Yentriloquist we 
should never kave done tke trick. He did tke trick. 
Seeing tke Emperor well ahead, and our Dark Horse 
two len^ks behind, I began to despair, and was medi- 
tating now we could best recompense ourselves for 
trouble and loss of time, by knocking old Tippuho tke 
B’Ukmaea on tke head, and collaring all tke availakle 
money in tke hat, over wMck M’Tioimj was keeping 
guard in our interest, bolting for tke Arhadia 
afioat on the lake (in wMck case we should kave keen 
compelled, for self-preservation, to have left M’xioimj 
behind as a hostage— he being too corpulent to run : and 
unless they took a great fancy to Mm they wouldnH eat 
him, but keep him till we returned, wMdi would be 
an expense ofi my hands for ever), when suddenly 
McSjurraoiHS, tke ventriloquist, exclaimed, 

“ I’ve got it!” 

I saw genius in tke remark. Slapping Mm on tke 
back, I said, “ Do it, my boy, whatever it is ! ” 

Tke Emperor, winning, was just passing tke point 
where we were standing, anxiously watching tke race, 
and a smile of triumpk iHuminated kis ngly coxmtenance 
when, from Ms horse ’s open mouth, came these startling 
words- 

“ Pull up ! I don* t fed well. Just going to drop ** 

Heed I say that tMs was the Yentriloquist’ s idea? 
It operated wonderfully. You never saw suck a scene ! 
JoxKi turned almost pal© mtk fright, and tumbled off 
as nimble as ninepence, pulling the ’animal with Mm. 

In a second tke Dark Horse shot past Mm, the little 
Devil GPrinter’s) on Ms back, winking sHly at us, as he 
made for tke winning-post, and won ‘^witk a good bit up 
Ms sleeve,” as we Turfites say. 

JoEEi was furious. We rushed forward to assist him, 
and, under pretence of examining tke animal’s head, 1 
put my pocket-kandkerckief, steeped in cklorofonrL to 
kis nostmst and, to all tke noble beai^ had 

ladnted dead away. 

Joezi su^ected foul play, and was for having xis 
seized, when tke Yentciloquist’s art again came to our 


assistance, for from tke Big B’Ukhaka, wko was disputing with M’yioeti; as 
to tke coin, suddenly came these words— 

“JoKEi, Twazzi okusthe jee-jee** (Literally, “Iokki, I poisoned tke 
horse.”) 

Immediately he was set upon by all tke B’Dkjveakas, wko were heavy losers ; 
and, taking tnis as our only opportunity for escape, I caught np tke hatful of 
money. LncHLy, it kad ^ been deposited correctly; and, jumping on Old 
Scratch, with tke hatful of money in one hand, and a revolver in tke other, wkfie 
tke boy clung on with Ms arm round my waist, I dashed down to- tke Arkadia, 
where I found my party trying to put tke Arkadia together. They ought 
never to kave undone her. ' Tke stupidl idiots kad got all tke compartments 
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wrong, and suck a mess you never saw. A quarter of tke keel was* upside 
down, tke hows were in the centre, tke steerage was in front — in fact, I 
never saw confusion worse confounded (and no one ever heard confusion better 
confounded tkan^I confounded it on that occasion) in all my life. Tke numbers 
of tke compartments had got rubbed out, and so we could only guess ; but there 
was no time to be lost. Our lives were in our hands ; and as tke mercifM 
Tnan is invariably merciful to Ms beast, I saw Old Scratch bestowed in Ms 
stable-eompartinent, rubbed Mm down, put Mm in Ms little bed, lacked him 
up, kissed him for ids mother, &c., &c., and tken stuck tke together, 

as best I could, in five minutes. 

*‘One, two, tM:ee— launch with a wiUI” I cried. And away went the 
Arkadia, with myself sitting in tke stem, and my brave compaMons shoving 
tke boat off, nearly up to tkeir necks in water. 

We were getting well under weigh when, on calling tke roll (capital subject 
for a picture tMs — ^never been done — ^I mean not with myself as tke central 
figure of the group), I found that M’yioimj was absent. 

A' piercing sbxiek answered our inquiries. 

He was pursued by tke infuriate Jokei aud tke wkole tribe of savage 
(2b he continued.') 


A Chancellor’s Functions. 

Peiece Bismaeck did good service as Moderator of tke late Congress. Let 
us drink Ms health. May it be improved by tke trip wMek he has probably 
by tMs time taken, according to tMs telegram from Berlin : — 

« Prince Bismaecx being about to leave for Kissingen, Count STonBEUG, tke Vice- 
President of the Prussian Cabinet, has been appointed to take charge of tke various functions 
of the Chancellor during Ms absence from tke capital.” 

May tke restorative effects of Kissingen render it unnecessary for a medical 
attendant to take any charge of tke Chancellor’s functions during Ms visit. 


A Prelatical Plethora. 

Hq less than forty-five metropolitan pulpits were filled last Sunday week 
by as many Bishops; tke odd five Ai^lioan, tke rest Colonial and American. 

Mgk-spicedf divinity for tke Dog Days! Yet, notwithstanding tke 
extreme neat of tke weather, nobody, as far as we have heard, has been any 
•^e worse for tMs rusk of Episcopal blood to tke head, or, in other words, tMs 
determination of Bishops to the Very Rev. Tait of Canterbury. 


EEELECTIOE BY AH ILL-COEBITIOEHD CimC. 

People with plenty of money are not always well bred, but they are pretty 
sure to be well buttered. 


ALL EIGtHT. 

M, Gajoetta has shown himself at tke English Musical Entertainment in 
tke Salle de Trocad^ro. England and Prance axe at concert pitch again ! 




THE WANING OF THE HONEYMOON. 

Angelina {suppressing an hidimtion to yaion). ‘‘How nice it would be if some Teiend wees to ttjen up ; wouldn’t it, Edwin ? ” 
JSdwin {after yavsning elahorately). “ Ye-e-es ! — oe eyen some Enemy ! ” 


A BLAZE OE TEIUMPH! 

John Bull soliloquises. 

These ! SBout away—till your strained throats are hoarse, 
He is the hero of the day— of course I 
0radge him his kudos f Impotent and mean ! 

How ^e House rose at him 1 Was eyer seen 
So bright a blaze of triumph ? This the man 
Scoffed at for mountebank and charlatan, 

The jesting juggler of St. Stephen’s stage, 

A fop in youth, and & farceur in age I 
Yet, as the echoes of Ms triumph (fie 
On the shout-shaken air of bland July, 

Doubts, thronging and- persistent, wiU break out, 

To mar the music of the acclaiming shout. 
j^res f — ^There’s, first, the bill; small matter thatf 
lithe game ’s worth the candle. Toss the hat 
At Caesar’s triumph, and ’tis ever found 
That after tossing, you ’ve to pass it round. 

John Bull ’s disposed to fill ms to the brim, 

Tribute, not to his poHoy, but to him ; 

JHiose triumph’s due to patience, pluck, and tact, 

Reserye in utterance, and resolve in act ; 

But his ‘ ‘ high policy ” — ^that cloudland dim 
Shot with strange lights of wild and whirling whim ! 

Leaps in the ^k ? Yes, we ’ve had quantum suff. 

Of those in this long g^e of Blindman’s Buff ; 

But to assist the Russ in the rough work 
Of cutting up the emjare of the Turk, 

Then, presto ! in a transformarion scene, 

Change colours, and as Turk’s friend pose serene I 
^er we ’ve fought for right with boast and brag, 

Cut in the game, and sudden pouch our swag ! — 

* * ^ 

Well, let us hear what he may have to say ; 

Meanwhile, proclaim him Lion of the day. 

|fflst thunders of applause and blaze of rockets, 

Who cares to think ot principles or pockets ? 


Be his part good or bad, he has played it well, 

And they stand chance of cuffs that will not swell 
The shout that shakes the House from fioor to rafter : 
That ’s for the man ! His work waits judgment after. 


NOTICES OE MOTIOIY. 

{For the use of Lord JRobert Montagu.) 

To ask, — I 

Whether the Q-overnment have had any official information of the I 
fact that all the bathing-machines at Ostend have been bought up 
I by a Russian Company. 

Whether it is true that Herne Bay is to be declared a free port. 

Whether Her Majesty has been advised to send an ultimatum to 
all the Powers who signed the Treaty of Berlin, and at the same 
time to define the limits of ‘‘ Turkey in Asia,” as reaching from the 
Bay of Biscay to the Baltic. 

Whether Her Majesty’s Representative at St. Petersburg has 
been authorised to demand explanations as to the possession, by the 
Russian Haval Authorities, of the map attached to Bradshavfs 
JRailway Guide. 

Whether, in the event of Cermany seizing in the Empire the line 
of the Loire, occupyiag the Caf6 Anglais, and incorporating Bou- 
lo8^» Sweden, and the coast-line of Iceland, it is the intention of 
the Govenment to establish a school of torpedo insiruction on Yir- 
^ma^ Water; and, whether it is true that, if the whole British 
Empire was to be blown up to-morrow, the chances are that we 
should hear something of it first. 


collective folly. 


Oto Leaders^ of the Opposition, hemg opposed to the Protectorate 
of Turkey, derign to take the sense of Parliament on it. There will 
want of Honourable Members to help them to take the non- 
sense of Parliament. 
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E, Punchy having receiyed 
foTLT imndred and sixty-four 
Tariations ou— 

‘‘ Oh., lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress tree,” 

d propos of the Q^uben and 
Lord Beaconseieij>, hereby 

f ive notice that any contri- 
utor repeating the offence 
will he proceeded against with 
the utmost rigoiu of the 
waste-paper basket. 


Rev. Robert Linxlateb, M.A., St. Peter^s 
Clergy House. Every subscription will be 
a Link, later, we hope, to be strengthened 
still more, between the wealth of the West 
and the wants of the East. 


poor children in the far East. 
When we are about taking 
o^ourylves a responsi- 

^ those who wish to give in aid 
what is a good work if ever 
^ there was one, Punch now 

— states, what he should have 

^ stated in his last week’s para- 
graph, that subscriptions for 

the purpose of providing'the gutter children of St* Peter’s, London Bocks, with a pleasanter 
play-place than the gutter, may be sent to that hardest-worked of dock-labourers, the 




PARLIAMENTARY REPORT. 

(By anticipc^iaiu) 

“ Lord GtR-nv-lle.— I wish to ask the 
Noble Lord at the head of Her Maj^esty’s 
‘ Goveriment if there is anv truth in the 
report in this evening’s Globe that a Bill is 
shortly to be introduced providing that B^r 
Majesty may assume the titles of Empress 
of Asia and Defender of Islam ? 

“Lord B-conse-id.— The report to which 
the Noble Lord alludes is utterly unworthy 
of your Lordships’ confidence.” (Aside to 
Lord S-L-SB-RY : ‘ ‘ Cover up that draft lying 
on the table there 1 ”) ‘ * I am surprised that 
after the experience your Lordships have 
had of the reckless mendacity of the pubHc 
prints, any of you should think it necessary 
to trouble Her Majesty’s Government with 
inquiries of this nature. ^As I am on my 
legs, I may observe that if Her Majesty’s 
Government entertained any scheme similar 
to that referred to in the Nohle Lord’s ques- 
tion, th^ would not think it necessary to 
advise Her Majesty to await the expres- 
sion of any opinion from Parliament before 
taking any sto which might enhance the 
dignity of her Crown, and give more exalted 
expression to that siroreme right of con- 
trolling the faiths and peoples of the East 


which has now, in consequence of our ex- 
ertions, been recognised as her undisputed 
attribute.” 


MAIDS AND MERMAIDS. 

PUNCB^ 

fa reading oyer my Advice to Young Men and Incidentally 
\ to Young Women you must have often notea, amongst the valuablte 
I directions which I give in that most useM work to a Young Man on 
I the choice of a Y^oung Woman for a Wife, my particularly sensible 
I and sagacious lessons on the necessity of looking to her boduy powers 
and conditions. As, for instance^ when I tell him to get to see her 
at work on a mutton-chop or a piece of bread-and-cheese, and to be 
sure that if she deal quickly with these she wiR not he slow about 
anything else. Also, when I advise him to look behind her ears, and 
between her fingers, so as to satisfy himself of the absence from those 
situations of what Old Pam since defined “matter in the wrong 
place.” Tubbing and scrubbing was less common in my life-time 
than they are now, and few persons of either sex, I believe, ever 
washed their skins much farther than was visible, except perhaps 
now and then when the doctor ordered them a bath. 

Now, however, “young ladies” are not only supposed to tub 
and scrub every morning, but recommended to venture stiR 
further into the water. The Medical Press and Circular counsels 
them to learn to swim, and says that a gentleman named Mac- 
GREOOR has a swimming-class for the instruction of girls, thirty 
in number, of whom he taught twenty-five to swim in six lessons 
last season. I quote a portion of the above-named paper’s remarks 
on this subject, because they are almost as instructive as any that I 
could offer myself : — 

“ “Swimming tor Girls.— T he public are continually reminded of the 
numerous contrivances, supports, stays, shoulder-straps, &c., and the various 
exercises that are best calculated to prevent round shoulders, a stooping awk- 
ward gait, contracted chests, and so forth ; but, perhaps, there is no kind of 
exercise for girls more calculated to attain those desirable objects than that 
of s-wimming. During the act of swimming the head is thrown hack, the 
chest weR forward, while the thoracic and respiratory muscles are in strong 
action, and both the upper and lower extremities are liought into fuR play.” 

How much better calculated to expand the chest is the exercise of 
swimming than aR the confounded “ corsets,” straps, mdjoxm frames 
devised by quack machinery-mongers for that purpose t Oh,, hut 
some namby-pamby nincompoop will object to the exercise of swim- 
ming for women because it is too “ masculine.” Let any such fool, 
then, know that as swimmers 

Females would often have the advantage over the stronger sex, as, owing 
to the large amount of adipos e tissue covering Iheir muscles, and the comparative 


; smaUness and lightness of their hones, they not only have greater powers of 
I flotation than men, but, as a rule, can continue much longer in the water.” 

It is, perhaps, necessaiy to explain, for fools’ information, that 
“ adipose tissue” means the same as “ blubber,” which is so advan- 
tageous for “flotation” to the whale, the porpoise, and that great 
sea-slug, the Manatee, which they caR a “ mermaid,’’ now on view 
at your "Westminster Aquarium. A swimming girl would he 
something more Rke what we fancy a Mermaid than ihat great ngly 
beast. 

As blubber, in moderation, gives Beauty buoyancy— 

“It is to be hoped, that girls wiR not be debarred from learning this 
graceful and healthful accomplishment, either through lack of baths or of 
teachers. Such a practice is particularly called for at the present day as a 
set-off against the growing tendency in the ‘ girls of the period ’ to indulge in 
those Rterary and sedentary pursuits which are anything hut favourable to 
the development of a healthy physique. * ’ 

Yes, and if they have not that,' they are unfit to he wives and 
mothers. A husband with an ailing wife, coming home to supper, 
and expecting her to fiR his pipe and pour out his beer, is more often 
than not told oy the servant girl that “Missis is gone up-stairs to 
lay down” — ^with a headache. ^ Nothiug Hke their learning to swim 
with legs and arms for prevention of swimming in their heads. Now 
then, you try and beat that into their heads with that cudgel of 
yours— 'the most instructive iustrument the world has ever seen, 
except of course the famous gri&on of your renowned predecessor 
as a politioal and social reformer iu the visible world, 

£ar» JElms, Mysium. Whiiam Cobbett. 

P.S. — ^It is on land, not on water, that I hate to see women get out 
of their depth, as so many of them are doing nowadays. 


A Strike that should he a Hit. 

I Amoto the bad news of the week must be classed the announee- 
! ment Ihat a strike has occurred iu 

I “The Nail Trade,— A t a mass meeting of the naRers at Sedgley yester- i 
I day it was resolved to carry ou the strike previously determined on against 
1 the proposal of the employers to reduce wages. Nearly 12,000 operatives are 
^ now out.” 

Whether a strike' in the NaR Trade wRl or wRl not turn out 
a more judicious proceeding than most strikes, we shaR see. Of aR 
workmen, in striking, NaRers, one would think, should know how to 
I hit the right naR on the head. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— July 27, 1878. 



AN ANXIOUS MOMENT. 

(WUk Pv/ncKa Apologies to Mr, Briton Siviire, A,R.A.) 
Eypositiok TTniyebsellb,” 1878. J. E. Millais, RA., asd H. Hebkomeb hohotthbd with thi 
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MISUNDERSTOOD. 


REASOIS'S FOR OOINO ABROAD. 

Paterfamilias. — ^Because, after all, you can get tlie 
Times eyerywliere if you keep tlie beaten track. Be- 
cause beefsteaks and roast beef are easily obtainable. 
Because, 'with your own portable batb, you can be nearly 
as comfortable as if you stayed at borne. Because Mater- 
familias insists upon it. 

Materfamilias . — ^Because it improyes tbe girls’ French 
and Oerman. Because tbe FiTZ-SmiHS and tbe Mont- 
gomery -Browns go. Because Paterfamilias wants 
change. Because it ’s so pleasant to come home again. 

The Son of the Family . — ^Because you can take your 
own cigars, don’t you know. Because you generally can 
run up against some other fellows who bate foreigners 
as much as you do. Because one must do it once a year, 
and have done with it. 

The Daughter of^ the Family . — Because you can get 
all tbe last novels in tbe Tauobnitz editions. Because, 
although getting up in tbe middle of tbe night to catch 
an early .train is a decided nuisance, one can sleep for 
tbe rest of tbe day in a railway carriage. 

A Tithe of the Travelling Community . — ^Because they 
like it. 

All the Pest of the Tourist World . — ^Because it’s tbe 
thing to do I 

Bast and Present. 

According to Captain Telper, R.l^*., tbe Lazi are un- 
mitigated thieves and rufbans. As their name would seem 
to imply, they prefer theft to work. ‘On behalf of tbe 
Russians, with reference to their annexation of Lazistan, 
be observes in a letter to tbe Times that : 

“ The Russia of to-day is no more tbe Russia of the reign of 
Nicholas and of his predecessors than is the England of 1878 the 
England when Pauntleroy was hanged.” 

If so, no doubt Russia has in many respects improved. 
Tbe England of 1878 has numerous advantages over tbe 
England when Faitntlerox was banged. But it has, 
perhaps, one disadvantage, namely, that now in com- 
parison with then, it contains a much greater number of 
unhanged rogues. 


MusmUr Eigh Church Curate. “Wonderpul Tsings * Grace * dobs 1 ” 

Church Ficar (surprised at the serious observation from his volatile Primd). ^ DOTJBTPxn, prospect. 

A , XT SJuglaad tas tmdertaien a 

Migh Church Curate . Yes. Ondy panot, y’enow !— NTinbty-Two, and not serious responsibility in tbe East, Let us hope it will 
‘ • prove an Asia Minor evil. 


BED AND BOAED IN GAOL. 

to. WiLiiAK SncES complains bitterly of certain “NewEtdes’’ 
lOr the regula.tion of prison arraj^ements, by which, in bis opinion, 
they have not been improved. There wfts a time, be says, not long 
ago, when quod resembled a comfortable hospital, if not hotel: but 
now It IS severe, and no mistake, and no joke. Formerly a gaol was 
a pl^ce for a bloke where bis country foxmd bi-m sumptuous board 
and Xodgmg ; but now tbe lodging is a dreary cell ,• and as to board, 
the omy thing by that name is a bare plank which you have to sleep 
upon m yom cloths every night, for a whole month, tbe first after 
conviction. To sleep that is, if you can. He once beard talk 
T ^ London, or some such place, called 

^ittie Ease, so b^t timt you could neither stand up nor lie uo'to in 
It ; and next to that about tbe most inconvenient or sleeping apart- 
' 1 ? j ^ that provided by tbe “Hew Rules.’^ It 

. might be called “ Little Snooze.’’ 

xmderst^ds that tbe present Gfovernment is what you 
Tory, and thrt Tcoies -wiaiit to go lack to the 
the^'Ne-w Rules” 
Perhaps Cross '^uld like to crucify you. A 


Ms torture, so far as example goes, is thrown away. It will not, 
however, have been thrown away on Mr. Sikes, if be, knowing that 

a,R a.Titrhrtn\r TYinlron "hia on Tio ■wiio^' l-tn ni-m« 44- Tmll 


IrTiSJ the Hew Rules” 

Perhaps Cross would like to crucify you. A 
wooden bed to. Sips considers an invention on tbe way back not 
oMy to Little Ease, but to the Scaveuger’s Daughter, and the tbumb- 
^rews,and the rack : which were ^o, be been told, amongst 

our ancestors’ VftTIfi'rft.llT A Tnc+.Tfmfin'.iH T\ A 


prison uniform every night for a month on a plank. He should 
out tbe extremity of tMs hardship to bis associates, and 
wMlst denouncmg it in language^ as strong as be likes, remind 
them that if they wish not to incur it, they have only not to commit 
tbe offences wMcb bring them to this very disagreeable bed. 

But uMess Mr. Sikes will be so good as to take that trouble, tbe 
P^son plank-bed, regarded as a device for tbe prevention of sleep 
and destruction of rest, is not a contrivance on which its inventor 
can be congratulated, except as an expert in the art of ingeniously 
tormenting. It was doubtless introduced into penal discipline with- 
out any previous consultation with medical and clerical authority as 
I to the effects it would be likely to produce on tbe mind and body, 
healthy conditions of wMcb are considered by both faculties needful 
to reformation. 

Still, there is one tbfng to be said, at any rate, for adding depri- 
vation of sleep to imprisonment and oakum-picking. Unless “ Hew 
Rules have also been prescribed for tbe treatment of tbe poor, tbe 
plank-bed does make a difference between tbe Gaol and tbe Work- 


^rews,anu the rack : which were ^o, be has been told, amongst 
venwabk mstitutaoM. didn’t Judge Dovra, at Qie 
aothfaig short of torture” ? 
^^, 1 + . shorten hw science on two prisoners for riot and 

as^t M mnoh as he oould, and give them oidy one month? Mr. 

^ ia his own person, the 


All the Difference. 

“ Mss Hannay, Mistress of a Girls’ School at Manchester, has brought 
an action against Mr. W. Birch, jun,, to recover damages for a letter in the 
Manchester newspapers, charging Miss Hannay with having, contrary to 
the regulations of the School Board, inflicted corporal punishment on children 
attending the School.”— 17. 

A Mistress free with Birch is free to make ; 

But BracH with Mistress freedoms must not take. 


ToCtaaswwinnmw. rnSiitm-amnot^Mhim ^ttimdft aehufMgt. ntum. tn^pay/^OntrOution,. Mm 

ttmped and directed envelope. Copies should be kepi. 


case co/n these he return^ unless acemnpanied a 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

‘ ; ONDAY, Juli/ 22 {Loy'ds.) 

^ N e ) \ Complaints from Lord 

r ^ 0 Granville of the 

i*) TToTise"can be otherwise tlian disagreeably fmil, 
inconveniently heated, 

‘Xapier and Ettrick called attention to 
^ ^ ilie statistics of Indian famine mortality, a horri- 

subject, as to which it is a comfort, rather 
’ 1 ^ otherwise, to think that it is impossible to 

'■' k 3 published statements of lives lost by 

I \' / starvation in Madras and Mysore. G?he lowest 

\NA^/^lr/ \ ill * ostimatesof such mortality last year are appalling, 

^) / f / i the highest awful. Lowest or highest are snch^as 

j />/ John Bull may well stand aghast at, as he looks 

^ M fi '^* ' blanldy and with a blush, to the hopes very 

’& Zy^<' "^^dy entertained, or at least, very coimdently 

^ V H ^ i ■ ' expressed here, and even in India where they 

^ i'^ should know better, that English rule could and 

would cope effectually even with Indian Famine. 

. Famine has beaten us, by how many lengths 

it IS doubtful if. England will ever know, even when her official statists have done their best. If we 
can do no better in future seasons of scarcity than we did last year, let us not vent such lordly scorn and 
censure on the impotence of Chinese and Turkish efforts to wrestle with the starvation of a people. 

The best thing Lord Cranbrook could say, was, what Tunch is quite ready to believe— 

The Governors of those provinces and those under them had home a strain of mind and anxiety which it 
was almost impossible to exaggerate. ^ Their lordships, he felt sure, would not add to that strain of anxiety. They 
had done their best, he believed, to niitigate and stop the calamity. They had made great exertions. They had 
been, in some respects, unfortunate ; in some cases they had failed, hut there had also been great successes. And 
though he could not say they had put a complete stop to the famine, this at least he could say, there was not a man 
in the country who had not done his utmost to diminish its ravages.” 

There are visitations beyond even the best strength and the most strenuous good-will of even the 
best of all possible Governments. But what startles Punch is to find men of Indian experience con- 
tending that by the weight of our taxation, and the costliness of onr rule, we are so impoverishing the 
soil as to render famines more frequent, and the natives more and more unable to provide against 
them. That is a horrible thought. 

{Commons.) — ^Lord H!artin(JTON is to have next week for moving Resolutions questioning the “high 
policy ” which has issued in the Berlin Treaty and the Anglo-Turki^ Convention. We are glad to 
see that the Government is not to be reduced to Br. Kenealt for its vindicatiou ; Mr. B. Plunkett 
is a challenger more worthy to strike Lord Hartington’s shield. Even he has since altered the 
terms of his Amendment 6om a “confident’^ to an “earnest” hope that, under the blessing of 
Providence, the arrangements made hy Her Majesty’s Government may result in “the preservation of 
peacCj the amelioration of the condition of large populations, and the maintenance of the interests 
of this Empire.” In fact, Mr. Plunkett puts Lord Beaconseielu^s policy under' the safe shelter of 
a “ B.Y^” to which its worst enemies can hardly object. 

^ Col. Stanley confirms the report that some half hundred of the Indian force have been all but 
poisoned at Malta by the substitution of carbolic acid for lime-juice. Ghoorkas are wiry little chaps 
who can stand a good deal, hut hardly the use of disinfectants for antiseorbntios. Somebody wants 
wigging— if not hanging. 

After a vast variety of questions, in'whieh Lord R.Montagu made himself pre-eminently disagreeable, 
the House got to Coiomittee on Cattle Biseases Bill, and made good way till it came to the Irish clauses, 
on which, as natur^, a hitch arose, and Progress was reported — according to that Parliamentary use 
of the words which implies that a stop was come to. 

Tuesday {Lords). — ^Notice from Lord Beaoonseielu that the Queen was coming to Parliament for a 
marriage allowance for Prince Arthur. 

Lord Truro, better employed than in rabid denunciation of Yivisection, called attention to the 
culpable carelessness with vmich gunpowder is stowed aboard merchant and passenger ships. If there 
is one thing mop than another for which our shipping authorities, particularly in the Thames, want 
blowing up, it is for their vices of omission and commission in this ve^ serious matter. Unluckily it 
is ships and passengers that get blown up, instead of Conservators and Board of Trade. 

Lord Cahperxown wanted to know what Government expected Cyprus would bring in, or rather 
would take out. AH that the Marquis of Salisbury would answer for was that the Porte should not 
betlm worse for the transfer (which Punch is q^uite ready to heHeve. StiH less wiH the islanders). 
The Government had not the least idea what the island revenue was, or was likely to be — ^bnt they hoped 

for the best. It had maintained a 
large population in the past. He 
believed it would be capable of 
doing the same^ in the future, and 
large population meant large 
revenue. 

Lord Granville complained 
of the secreay in which the 
Anglo-Turkish Convention had 
been shi'ouded. Punch would 
mere^ observe that regarding 
the Turk as not merely a sick, 
but a dead man,^ shrouding seems 
a natural operation in connection 
with him. 

Lord Granville doubted if 
Cyprus he now or can ever be 
made of any value as a naval 
station. Even Batoum, we were 
assured by Lord Beaconseield, 
was scarce as good a harbour as 
Cowes, with room for three ships 
comfortably, and six by tight 
packing. Yet he had heard of 
its having recently accommodated 
thirteen Turkish men-of-war and 
a trans;^rt. 

Lord jEaioionI) gave a pungent 
criticism of the probable cost and 
consequences of pm: occupation of 
Cyprus, and administered to the 
Government about the^ sharpest 
rap over the knuckles it has yet 
received d propos of its “high 
poHcy.” 

Lord Beaconseielb said that 
as to the secresy of the negotia- 
tions, which ended in the oecnpa- 
tion of Cyprus, secresy was the 
poHey of the Government, which 
he was ready to justify at the 
right time ; that as to their ignor- 
ance about the island, they imew 
quite enough to warrant the 
assumption of British sovereignty, 
and would be prepared to prove 
the grounds of that knowledge 
also at the right time. As to 
Batonm, he had good authority 
for his description of the port, 
and its capacity. As to the ports 
of Cyprus, of course it was easy 
to pick up “ musty details from 
obsolete gazetteers hut hy this 
time next year he ventured to 
say they would be fuU of British 
ships. (Very probably, with a 
garrison of 10,000 men to supply.) 

Lord Cardwell admired the 
Hoble Lord’s skill in answering 
questions that had not been 
asked, and in evading those to 
which no answer could be given. 
But the House was as much in 
the dark as ever as to Batoum, 
as to Cyprus, its revenue, its 
ports, our mtentions as to slavery 
there, the law to be administered 
in the island, as to everything, 
in short, a Government ought to 
have known before taking pos- 
session. 

The Lord Chancellor re- 
torted, with some heat. The 
Hoble Yisconnt complained that 
questions had not been answered, 
wbich had never been asked. 
British law wiH be administered 
to British subjects in Cyprus or 
elsewhere, Turkish to Turkish, 
tiU altered. Slavery will be 
dealt with, as in other places, 

“ where Her Majesty’s law is ad- 
ministered.” (WTiat does Lord 
Caebns mean ?) 

Lord Selbobne complained that 
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NATURAL INFERENCE. 

Jimnile {to Old Pawhiiis, ivho isn't at home^^ with Childr&i\)» ‘‘Ain’t you 
GOING TO Dance ? ” 


I Paichm {doiivg Ms hest). ‘‘Well, mt Boy— ah— yaas— eh— no— I think ” 

I Juvenile, “I s’pposb you ’ye come for a regular ‘Stodge’ at the 

Supper ] \ ” 

t ...z r ■ r, l - — -■ t - 

i the Lord Chancellor’s ans'wer made darhness darker. Who are Her 
j Majesty’s suhiects in C:^rus ? Wi}l the island be Turkish or English— under 
! Turkish Law or Engli^ ? ' 

; (Cemwowe.)— In answer to Sir W". Harcourt, the Attorney-General threw 

as much darkness on the subject of Cypriote Law and adminislTation as the Lord 
; Chancellor. 

[ The Yiceroy of India being empowered to muzzle the Yernacular Press, by 
d^osit of caution-money li^le to^ summary forfeiture after warning, such 
I f*^®i^ture to be foil wed. by suppression of the offending journal on repetition of 
i office, should not Parliament be kept informed whenever the muzzle is clapped 
! on? 


j ^i-iHSTONE, in a speech of studied moderation. John Bull does 

I not like the gag. His experience teUs him that the good of a free Press, with 
, any inconvemences it may have, incalculably outweighs its evils. He does 
j not belike that to drive diseases in— political or bodily— is the best way to get 
nd of them, and he feels that the first condition for removing discontent is 
to give it free expression. Indian law already gives power to deal with 
seditious wnfcgs. Surely that is all that is wanted. At all events if the gag 
m to be used m India, let those who put it on feel they do so under the eye of 
Jrarliament. 

, Mr. O’Donnell moved a superfluous amendment saying the same thing in 
more offensive terms. 


Mr. Gorst could not see any justification for any distinction in the treat 
of t^ British and Yernacular Press in India. 

C^pbell owned himself in a hobble. If he had as clear an opinio: 
on the matter as Mr. Gladstone, he would have wound np with a stronge 
Motiom There was a great deal to be said for and against the summary power 
given by the new law. So Sir George gave the House three-quarters of a: 
hoim s ^e-saw between the pro and con^ of the matter. 

savagely, after bis ma^er, into the administration o 
S^^the^Y^naSS^^ I^bgss there, which he described as infimtely more pestilen 

' Mr. Gatho^e Hardy supported the Yiceroy’ s Act. 

Mated nonsense of the Yernacular Press ti 
He would not strain law to silence bosh and bombast. 


Mr. Pawcett blamed the Act, and still more the way 
it had been forced on the Indian Council. 

Mr. E. Stanhope, for the^ India Office, hoped the Act 
would be kept in terrorem^ like a rod hung: on the wall, 
to frighten the Yernacular Press-gang into good be- 
haviour. 

Sir H. James condemned the hurry with which the 
Act had been passed in India and approved at Home ; 
and the Chancellor of the ExcBmauER promised that 
the Indian Government should be instructed to keep the 
Home Government informed of aU proceedings under 
this Act, as. Lord Cranbrook has, in fact, already 
intimated to Lord Lytton. 

This in effect was equivalent to carrying Mr. Glad- 
stone’s Motion, which was formally disposed of by a 
division of 208 to 152. The minority should have been 
160^ but for eight blunderers who got into the wrong 

Wednesday, — ^A close day’s work on Cattle Disease and 
Beads. Hard labour for such weather. 

Thursday {Lords), — Their Lordships cordially con- 
curred in malting handsome marriage provision for Prince 
Arthur and his fair bride, the daughter of the Bed Prince, 
whom Lord Beaconsfield, in a happy hymeneal oration 
described as “distinguished for intelligence and ac- 
complishments, and for a winning simplicity of thought 
and manner.” For the Duke’s character he appealed to 
their Lordships. 

“ He sits among ns as a Peer. He is known to the country 
for his spotless life, and he is devoted to a noble profession. He 
is not a soldier of parade, but of service. On a recent occasion, 
when the terrible contingency of war seemed to be hovering over 
the country, the Duke of Connaught was the first to express 
his hope that he might be allowed to be sent forth to defend 
the honour and the interests of his country.” 

The marriage, he said, was “ a union of the heart and 
the affections.” 

JProsit .'—says Punchy and begs to drink the health of 
the charming yoimg couple in an iced cup of a coolness in 
inverse proportion to his loyalty. 

{Commons,) — Less unanimous in its loyalty, the Lower 
House mustered a few Intransigentes to protest against 
the grant of the £15,000 which it is proposed to add to 
Prince Arthur’s £10,000. The recalcitrants were led 
by the stern Baronet of Chelsea— Sir Charles of that 
Dilke— who thus avenges himself for the handle tacked 
by Boyal favour to his name. 

He contended, on an elaborate^ review of precedents, 
that there was no instance of holding out the Crown for a 
marriage portion— except in the case of marriages in a 
manner forced to raise Boyal issue — tBI the present 
reign. 

But, as was pointed out both by the leaders of the 
Government and the Opposition, hacked by Mr. Glad- 
stone, the precedents did not apply. The present ar- 
rangement by which the Q,ueen comes to her Parliament 
for what she wants is the best for both. The allowance 
now asked for the Duke of Connaught is the same as 
was granted to the Duke of Edinburgh. The country 
can afford the money ; the Prince wants it : the Queen ' 
can’t provide it out of the Civil List ; and when that 
was settled, it was a bargain that allowances to the 
Boyal Family should be given as required. 

Sir Charles found only 33 to follow his lead into the 
lobby against 320—10 to 1 as nearly as possible— long 
odds, but not longer than the odds in favour of loyalty to 
Bqyaltyin the House, and out of it. 

Then much way was made with the phenomenal Irish 
Intermediate Education Bill— the one measure, as Major 
Nol^ pathetically pointed out, on which the Irish 
Members had been of one mind during the Session. 
Almost as strar^e, they have been of one mind with the 
Government. ^ The Government opens the advantages of 
the Act to girls. A queer trio — ^Mr. E. Jenkins, Mr. 
jnewdegate, and Mr, F. Courtney disturbed the har- 
mony of the evening. 

Fr^ay (iorc?s).— Behearsal of next week’s work in 
me Commons. The Government “heckled” by the 
O^osition. 

First, Lord Granville, on the authority of Hobart 
Pasha, set Lord Beaconsfield to-rights as to the 
harbour-capacity of Batoum. Then Lord Bosebeby fell 
mul of the Schouvaloff-Salisbury Agreement : and Lord 
Carnarnon of the Anglo-Turkish Convention; and 
between th^ said harsher things of both than have been 
yet said in Parliament. 
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Lord SALiSBUEr did Lis best to parry an attack Le 
could not answer. “ Secret agreements ” are necessaiy 
before going into Congresses, or these would come to no- 
tbing, or worse— to war. The despatch to Lord Ono 
Russell was not a farce. All we were pledged to was 
not to fight for the Balkans, or for Batoum. The de- 
spatch to Lord Ono pointed out the line of argument, 
which actually led Russia to concede the garrisoning of 
the Balkan frontier by the Turk, and the conversion of 
Batoum from a war-station to a commercial port. ^ We 
did the best we could for Greece, in urging her to patience 
first, and in keeping her fat out of the fire afterwards. 

The Earl of Morlet, the Marquis of Bath, and Lord 
I Hahhond vied with each other in saying nasty things 
of our part in the Berlin Treaty, and the Anglo-Turkish 
Convention. In short, it is impossible to imagine **a 
Iziumphant arrangement” more severely criticised. It 
is dimeult to imagine what worse the Commons can find 
to s^ of it next week than the Lords did to-night. And 
the Government can hardly hope to find a more effective 
apologist in Sir Stahpoed SToethcote or Mr. Cnoss, than 
they DSLYe in Lord Salisbury, Bad is the best. 

{Commons .) — Sir W. ELarcouet baited the Attoeivet- 
Gesteeal with a whole pack of troublesome questions 
about Cyprus. Lord R. Moktagu made himself dis- 
agreeable to Sir STAiTOEB Noethcote about the despatch 
to Lord Odo. Mr. P. Tayloe announced that he would 
not divide the House again on the marriage allowance to 
the Duke of Couhauoht, on which he would leave the 
country to pronounce at the next General Election, a 
prudent example which Mr. Macdonald declined to 
lollow, and then the House got into Committee on the 
Cattle Bill. 

The best part of the Evening Sitting was roent in 


do away with. Parliament has more pressmg business 
than interfering between a man and ms wives — ^parti- 
cularly savage man. 


Degal Japanning*. 

The Japanese Government has appointed an English 
; Barrister, Mr. TaeeinOj as Professor of English Law 
at the University of Tokio. 

It would seem that the Japanese are already not 
tartimg, but tarred, with the brush of English Law; ; 
for we see the name of a Japanese graduate of Tokio 
among the winners of Scholarships at the last examina- 
tion of our own Council of Legal Education. 



SOUVENIR DE WIMBLEDON. 

Adjutant {going his rounds at night). “ Put out those Lights ! ” 

[Out go the lights. 

Adjutwivt. ‘‘ Stop that Music ! ” [Music goes on. 

Adjuiant {louder). “ Stop that Music, I sat I ” 

Vowe {from inMde the teni), “It’s no good, Sir! It’s a Musical Box, and 
we can’t stop it I It will go on for Ten Minutes more ! ” 


ACROSS THE KEEP-IT-DARK CONTINENT; 

OE, HO^ I FOUND STAKLET. 

{By the Author of “ Coomwpassie^^ and “ Notamagdollar^^ “ My I 
^ Bhillaloor^ ^c.) 

Part I.— Chaptee YI. 

JPursuit — Situation — Sang-froid — Sketching — Jeu de Mot — Spearing 
— Umbrella— Gulf— * ^ Jump ^ pretty creature, jump I — The 

f fort— The Flop — Escape— Jjiary — Landed— Old Friend with 
ew Face — Chart — Ghuide — Flans for Future — Gratitude — 
Sleep. 

M’yionyu was in a perfect vapour-bath of fright — ^not a rain of 
terror, but a steam of it, as he ran, puJQhig and blowing, towards ihe 
edge of the cliff, while the savage yeUs of Ms pursuers could be 
distinctly heard in the distance. 

With my usual sangfroid, T pulled out my note-book, and began 
jotting down a few musical ideas suggested oy the situation, wMch 
I was both i^amatio and sensational, though, of course, on the stage, 

1 M’yionyu would have to be idealised into a fragile heroine. 


“ Ely for your life !” I cried, from my covered and comfortable 
seat in Compartment 10 of the Arhadia, while still makiag my notes 
and sketching “^e scene (for the Illustrated, or Graphic,— it didn’t 
matter to me wMch— both)^ on the block that I always carry with 
me for such emergencies as this, 
i “I can’t fiy ! ” Ms voice came back, piteously. 

I “ Then, run ! ” we sensibly suggested. 

“1 am ronuing!” he shrieked, breathlessly. “But they’re 
trying to spear me, and I haven’t wind enough to get away 1 Do 
stop !” 

“ ilwm Spiro Spear-o ! ” I called out to Mm, cheerily, as I gave 


the last finishing touch to my grapMc sketch ; for even at this 
supreme moment my spontaneous humour overcame every other 
consideration— and, by the way, I reaUy believe that the very best 
hons mots I ’ve ever made, have all been uttered under some great 
pressure of immediate danger. 

M’yionyu, however, is not of my calibre, and did not relish the 
joke. 

In another second the spears, fi^g like light’niag, were abso- 
lutely dark’ning the air. L made this joke about “ lightning and 
“ darkening for the^r^^ time on this occasion, just as old M’yionyu 
dodged to avoid a spear that was aimed at Ms head ; but the move- 
ment was not of so compHcated a character as to enable him to 
avoid a second spear, whose aim had not been at the same eleva- 
tion, and he gave a boimd that would have made Ms fortune as a 
ballet-daneer, at the same time giviag vent to so clear and Mgh a 
note, as would have secured him an engagement as first tenor at any 
Opera-house in the world- 

“ How often,” I reflected, “ does mere accident evoke our natural 
hut unsuspected capabilities!” In M’yionyu’s case it was Ms 
cGjpcr-bilities that were chiefly brought into prominence, though the 
impetus of a spear showed that he had only to be taught to produce 
Ms voice to m^e hiTn a second Mabio, or a Tambeeixe Junior, 

M’yionyu finding the number of spears increasing, — ^f or the savages 
were really treating Mm as iE he were an Aunt Sally at a penny a 
shy, with some reduction made on taking a quantity, — put up his 
umbrella, but tMs only impeded Ms movements. 

“ Don’t go without me ! ” he roared. 

Wk&ther we should be able to comply with Ms request, or not, 

1 rested, as I pointed out 'to him, from my seat in the boat, — entirely 
[ with himself. 

He was nearing the edge of the cHff, about fifty feet above the 
! deep pond where we were afloat, wMeh formed the opening to the 
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Borthem end of the hu^e expanse of water, wMeli I liaxe since 
called “ The Great ColoneTs Qidf.” 

“Leave the Spears^ and go for the Fond I cried, with more 
ready wit, — ^for I really was in the vein, and this was the third or 
fourth Jeu de mot I had made this morning. “ Jiunp in ! ” 

“ I can’t swim!” he screamed, desperately. He really could do 
nothing. 

“I can’t spare anyone to s\nm for yon,” I replied, laughingly, 
just to keep him up while he was running down ; “hut you ’re fat 
enough to float, and the stream will do the rest.” 

At this instant a spear whose strength was, fortunately, somewhat 
spent in its flight tha’ough the air, warned him that further delay 
was dangerous. 

“ Sans arriere pensee, sautez de Jiaiit en has I cried. “Leap, 
pretty creature, leap ! ” I added, by way of encouragement, to show 
1dm in what good spiiits we all were. And indeed it was impossible 
to help laughing at the absurd distress of fat old M’yionyh the 
Detective. 

The savages drew nearer— their cavalry was out — ^they were all 
armed — all the equestrian tribes of Mijeejee were in full force and 
the Elastic Bands of the B’UiaiAKAs played their most inspiriting 
war-strains, as they marched at the double-double towards the 
coast. 

I saw, that, if they came on at the pas de charge^ M’yioimj would 
he stuck all over with spears like a pincushion. 

“It reminds me,” I said to my men, “of the terms for adver- 
tisements in the newspapers. They are making a big charge for 
insertion.” 

They all roared, specially the Printer’s hoy from Fleet Street, 
who enjoyed the joke professionally. 

Two more spears from the advanced guard, and M’tionth, seeing 
no further hope, gave a tremendous leap-^Uite a superhuman effoit; 
in one so corpulent— and whirling through the air, anyhow, — upside 
down, and downside up, — ^fell, with such a splash, into the water, as 
to spoil the' fishing for miles round, and, in fact, it nearly endangered 
the safety of our frail craft. 



Tnfi JEagle Swoop op the Fat Bbtective prom ‘*Spearo Point” 
INTO “Oolonbl's Gulp.” {Vide N ^ armtwe .) 

We waited for him some time, hut> as "he did not re-appear, we 
concluded that he had been unavoidahly detained helowj ancC hoping 
to sc^ him later on in our journey, we set sail, got fhe steam up, and 
waying our flagj “ The Q-olden Fleece,” in the faces of the Emperor 
JOKEi and aU his howling tribe, who were wild with rage, I sang out 
^eerily to him through the speaking-trumpet, “ Jokki miboiure 
Johhimf^huV^ Which being impossible to translate literally, 
means — “ Moral: Who tries to do others, must himself expect to be 


done.” And I am satisfied, that, though Joxei may forget a good 
deal of the instruction which I contrived to give h i m in private 
eonversional lessons (so much the half-dozen— but he didn’t pay), he 
will never forget the practical Christian teaching bestowed upon him 
by the Great White Colonel, Senior Warden, Blooming Brother and 
Double Ditto, of whom he saw the last this day at 4 p.m. [Weather 
threatening. Breeze being kicked up.l — ( Vide my Frivate Diary.) 

Next Dveniiig. — Landed on an island. Saw a cove in the distance. 
Went up cautiously, and whispered, “ Mr. Stanley, I presume ? ” 
You do presume,” said a voice I at once recognised. “Behold 
me ! ” and removing his hat, with which came ofi at the same time 
his wig, whiskers, and nose, aU in a piece, I beheld once again the 
form of M’yionyh, the Dark Detective. 

We were all very pleased to welcome him ; and that night, from 
his account of the tides and currents, I was enabled to draw up a 
river chart, and the commencement of a table for finding the “ Golden 
Letter ” for the next three-years-worth of Sundays, which will be 
most useful to intending visitors. By the way, who does And the 
Golden Letter, and is it any use at the Banl?: ? it so, which Bank ? as 
[ there are always two. 

! I have already commenced my Bradshaid’s Guide to the Central 
African Railways, with maps in special edition, and a vocabulary of 
useful words to those unacquainted with the language. I am think- 
ii^of the most attractive names for the stations, viz., the first is 
W)neycomh Wood^ There are no bees and no honey, but it soimds 
well, and when you are tryiug to allure strangers, it would be worse 
than idiotic to call one place Dryrock, another Dirtysand, another 
Scorchpoint, another Fhever Marsh. Ino ; here is my list — Jloney-^ 
eomh Wood, Blue Sea Bay, ShadynooJc Island, Fleasant Flain, &o. 
All these are good names in a prospectus, and plots of land, freehold, 
will soon be purchasable. Orders for this invaluable work may be 
sent to me, under cover, to the OfS.ce, Fleet Street. 

{Extract from Diary!) — ^Before retiriug to rest, I registered the heat 
and took out a patent. 

Night, — ^The camp is all asleep. The Arhadia in compartments 
forms excellent camping quarters. This is the first time I have been 
able to close my eyes for six weeks, and it is with a grateful heart 
that I place the hatful of coin, amounting to about £5000 (English), 
under my pillow, and with one hand on my revolver, and the other 
on my sword (both under the bed- clothes), I calmly sink ofi to the 
rest which I have so well earned. 

One thing I do not forget. I do not know, to what amount 
exactly Stanley was done by the wily Emperor Jokjii; but if it 
was oiuy a few dollars, or if Jokki never saw Stanley at all — ^for 
that sum, or for any other— then, in any case, I have amply avenged 
Stanley^ loss, and now I only lon^, more and more ardently, to 
come up with Stanley, to recoup him, with interest, for his sufcer- 
ings at the hands of the crafty Jokki and the Mijeejee tribe. Bonne 
nuit. And as I drop off to sleep, I murmur, “ Mr. Stanley, I 
pre . . . sume?” .... {Snore). 

N.B. — Correspondence between the Editor and the Illustrious Traveller, 
which the former thinks it due to himself at this point, and in view of 
future proceedings elsewhere, to publish. This Avis au Public is not 
meant in cmy offenswe sense towards our most Illustrious Trmeller, in^ 
whom we take this opportunity of expressing our implicit oonJidenGe, up 
to a certain point. But no one, in our responsible position, can be too 
cautious. 

From Editor to Illustrious Traveller. — ^Tour last communication, we notice, 
was dated on board the Arkadia. It came by hand. 'Where are you ? 

From Illustrious Tra/veller to Editor {by Messenger). — Here, on board the 
Arkadia, which I am now using as a sea-and-river-house-boat, where I can 
compile my Hotes and Diaries at leisure. For reasons, — ^which a cheque in 
full from you would cease to exist,— I would rather not land just at present. 
My exs. in doing the E. I. D. Continent were terrific ; and I relied on— well, 
no matter. The vast extent which I have explored, and which I shall christen 
New Greenlandl^iSSi. offer, to the speculator and investor, such chances as may 
never occur again. It will be a big fortune ; so put your money on the right 
spot for once, and trust yours truly with early cheque. It ’s as much for your 
benefit as my own. I *m very unwell, and shall not he able to finish this 
exciting narrative for you, unless you are my doctor^ and send me the draught 
which will soon set me on my legs again, nearer waits. 

From Editor to Illustrious Traveller {per Ditto Messenger). — Good simile 
that of yours about “ doctor,” and most graceful play on the word d.raught,” 
So novel and so refreshing. But you forget the Patient never prescribes 
what the Physician is to send him. As to investment or speculation, select a 
good piece of land and send us the particulars. 

From Very BUused-^trious Traveller to Editor {per Eeturn Messeng&r ). — 
You mustn't press a simile too far. I am prostrated. I can scarcely hold my 
pen. If I cannot raise the wind,^ and get a refreshing breeze, you will hear 
no more from Tours Truly, who is at Ms last gasp. Bearer (who waits) is 
witness to the shattered condition of what, pour ainsi dire, I still call my 
“ health.” Few men can go through such trials and privations, in such a 
climate as that of the Keep-it-Dark Continent, and expect to retain their 
pristine energies. Coin first, plans of land after. Business is business. By 
tiie way, Bearer's been four times backwards and forwards this morning. 
Please pay hjs expenses one way (whichever way you like — you pay your 
money, and are entitled to your choice), and give him a little refreshment. I 
enclose some photographs, — they speak for themselves and for me ! les Voild ! 





OUR RESERVES. 

Colonel of VolmiUers {having chibhed the BaUalion several tames during the Drilt). ^‘Has y’ were ! — ’Alt ! — Mark time ! The ’ole 

WILL BEAR IN MIND THAT MT WORD O’ COMMAND IS MERELY ‘A CADTION ’ ! ” 

[A remark with which the ^ole of the JRegiment entirely agreed. 


THE “PA.S DE DEUX/" 

“ She did praise my leg being cross-gartered .” — Twelfth Night. 

JBeaconsfield (in the pas de iriomphe, complacently'^ contemplating his 
gartered leg). Well, Cecil, my boy, we are going it blazingly ! 

Salisbury (aside^ not so complacently). Metbinks supas seul I sboiud 
rather more relish. 

JBeaconsfield. An excellent fit^ and becomes you amazingly. 

Salisbury. A Garter ’s the thing a hne leg to embellish. 

JBeaconsfield. Humph ! there I confess you have rather the pull. 

Salisbury. You need not be^udge it, it ’s nearly my only one. 

JBeaconsfield. Well, surely the cup of your triumph is fuU. 

Salisbury. I was thinking of Derby, that outcast and lonely one. 

JBeaconsfield. It serves him quite right ; he lost faith in my lead. 

Salisbury. While I — (aside ) — ^never thought to have you for my 
leader ! 

JBeaconsfield. The man ’s a disgrace to his chivalrotis breed. 

Salisbury. He has met with the fate that befalls the seceder. 

JBeaconmeld (aside). Ah! there he speaks feelingly. {Aloud.)' Out oi 
the race ! 

Salisbury. Far better indeed to Have been a non-starter. 

JBeaconsfield. How*smartly you countered him; — straight in the face I 

Salisbury. Well, he ’ll have to wait long enough for tne Garter. 

Beacons^eld (pirouetting). By Jove, they look well 1 I^ot a bad pair 

Salisbury \j)alhing TounA). Ah! dancing is better tbgu kicking 
each other- 

JBeaconsfield. Of late ours has been like a dance among eggs. 

Salisbury. Yes, hut now we ’ve free fliug. ShSl we lust try 
another ? ^ 

BeacoTt^^ld {gather blown^ but resuming his step ) , By all means. 


mhsbury. Ah I Yokes etpreeterea nihil, we ’U say. 

Meaconsfield (making a wry face). Oh! sneer as you like, but I 
canH stand your jokes. 

Salisbury (acidly). Well, I own my dear Earl, you ’re the Joke of the 


JBeaconsfield. Much better ; that ’s more in your natural form. 
Salisbury (cutting a caper). Tchick ! Houp-ld ! That wasn’t a bad 
pirouette. 

Beaconsfield (puffing). A-h-h ! I ’m older than you, and the weather 
is warm. 

Salisbury. Pooh! pooh ! there is life in the old Dizzy yet. 
JBeaconsfield. One more then ; hut miud, let us foot it together. 
Salisbury (aside). Ah ! yes, that ’s his cue. Am I hero, or martyr ? 
JBeaconsfield (aside). Aha ! does he wince at the gall of the tether ? 
Salisbury. How for it ! Keep step ! One would not fly this garter ! 

[Left footing it. 

An Irish Bull in Action. 

In the neighbourhood of a certain Irish city, which we need not 
I identify, an unfortunate herdsman, at a place suggestively named 
KiUbarry, was, the other day, gored to death by a bull. His master 
gave evidence before the Coroner’s Jury, among other witnesses,* 
which clearly proved the man’s death by the horns of the animal. 
The Coroner’s recommendation to him is worth quoting for its highly 
patriotic and national character. We recommend it to the adnSra- 
tion of Messrs. Bigkjae and O’Donnell : — 

“ Coroner. — I must ask you to part with the animal. Ship him. He is 
not fit to have about the place. If you sell him here vou likely have 


not TLX to nave aDout tne pJ 
some more Irishmen killed, 
be an Enghshmau.” ! ! 


Ship him, and, if he is to any person, let it 


Bace and Bibbon, 

From the Winner, Just weighing, look hack to the Starter, 

One name, if not one race, the blue ribbon shows ; 

From a Countess of Salisbtjry came the first Garter, 

The last to a Marquis of Sausbury goes. 

Appropriate Drink (for the Lari of Beaconsfield and JSfarmis of 
Salisbury at the Guildhall JLuncheon on the Zrd of August . — “ B. and 
S.— iced, if you please,— hut not split.” 
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N^y)ilgrims to my PapMaa slmne 
gatlier as of yore : 

Jiie gems, that througli tMs isle of mintk 
Once sparkled, sliiiLe ao more. 


YjEinJS _ hquifur. 


But more thau all its gems of old, 
yy G^auitet, comes with, you, 

Y^ose Glovemmeut brings Britisli gold, 
My Cyprus to renew ! 




Bmblem of might and right at home, 
Emblem, abroad, of “swag,” 

Lo Yenus, daughter of the foam, 
Draped in the British flag ! 


.iXs^a«5gs£rT^‘ST g‘^Al.‘°*"! aiSsg.£r 
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RIDDLES FOR THE RECESS. 

IVINQ dij^ereTiit views cm, ques- 
Hems of the day for the lenejit 
of the British Elector. 

Is the Island of Cyprus 
“the fairest jewel in the 
British Crown,” or “the 
‘ 'VTapping ’ of the Mediter- 
ranean” ? 

Has the conduct of the 
English Plenipotentiaries at 
the Congress of Berlin “de- 
served the enlhnsiastic gra- 
titude of an acclaiming 
Empire, ” or * ‘ ought it to he 
branded by aU rational poli- 
ticians as ^infamous and 
astorishing ’ ” ? 

Win the secresy" with 
zohich Her Majesty's Go-^ 
vernment have conducted 
certain recent negotiations^ 
“ bear the enlightened scru- 
tiny of reiective states- 
men?” or, “drive every 
Englishman who values his 
liberties to ask himself 
whether the volcano that produced Magna Charta is extinct ? ” 

Was the importation of the Indian troops into Europe “ a splendid 
and far-seeing master-stroke of Imperial policy ? ” or, “the vnlgar 
and expensive antic of a spangled circus-poser r ” 

Has The Earl of Beaconsfield “added to the prerogative of the 
Grown a legitimate and lustrous splendour,” or ought he “to he 
burnt jn ef&gy on every village-green where the true principles of 
Constitutional history are discussed and digested ? ” 

“Is The Anglo-Turhish Comention the crowning master-stroke of 
far-seeing and Imperial policy?” as the Eaily Telegraph pro- 
claims, or, “ an insane proceeding, involving the country, without a 
word of previous warning, or an opportunity for national considera- 
tion, in great risks and incalculable responsibilities,” as Mr. Glad- 
ST02OJ contends. 

And, ought The Unhappy British Elector “ to listen to the violent 
partisan smhboleth that is being prepared for putting into'Ms mouth 
on both sides,” or “to take a sensible, calm, and impartial look 
round on his own account, and then give his vote accordingly ? ” 



PEESACHING AISTD PEACTICE. 

At a medical oonversazione, held after dinner, around the hospi- 
table board of Sir WiLLLOt Jenkins, attention was called to an 
appeal to the Eaculty by a daily journal, in an article on “ The 
Perils of Eashionable Life ” those besetting “ fhe fashionable dis- 
apation of a London season ” with its resultant evils ; the damage 
done to the system by the giddy whirl of pleasures, late hours, 
constant excitement, over-heated, and ill-ventilated rooms, expo- 
sure to sudden changes of temperature, want of slegp, impru- 
dsii-t indulgence in stunulants — against all which medicai^men were 
nmted to protest more emphatically and generally than they do 
^the umtation being especially addressed to “the majority of 
the busie^ practitioners in the West End,” who were urged “ to 
st^dily discountenance ” these fast and foolish courses. 

-Dr. said the article in question was un.oted and 

m a professional journal, whiclL admitted that they (the 
nacultp had not taken the subject up as they ought to have done, 
xubiic nyg^ne had monopolised too much of their attention, to the 
neglect of private hygiene ^ and they had wilnessed with too much 
inaiirereiioe thnAA Rnmii i AnncrAa o-nil 


Uisuxaers among me ni^ner classes are to be chiefly attributed.” 
Yery likely, ^err ^ention to public hygiene had vastly improved 
toe public h^to. The l^e consequence, no doubt, would result 
f^m equal attention to private hygiene. Yes ; but how would that 
affect mvnte practice ? 

Dr. Fancy the effect, in a business point of view, of 

suecessfiU remonstranoe agamst those unhealthy habits, which, as 
nearly ^ the (tisorders prevalent among the 
hmner claves. How could doctors live, if there were no diseases ? 
lhat would be the necessary consequence of thorough attention to 
imWio ^eae, and private Weaer too. ■ ^ 

to OiOT SpCTiBS.— me Profession are caJledupon to preadi 
ebedienoe to the la-ws of health. Preaching- is the province of the 


I Clergy. But as to that, the cure of bodies differs materially from 
the cure of souls. If the souls are cured by it, so much the better 
both for the souls and the sermoniser. The Parson ^ets paid all the 
same. But the Physician’s exhortations, in so far as they are 
effectual, impair Ms income. 

Mr. Abeknethx Jones. — True ; but they are effectual in very few 
cases indeed. I speak from experience. My patients all belong to 
the better orders, so called — those that ’A oirt styles the “XJimer 
Ten.” I never cease pointing out to them the error and stupidity 
of their ways in respect of eating and drinking, late hours in heated 
rooms, impure air, and all the rest of it. What is the consequence ? 
They give me great credit, hut, for the most part, pay me not the 
slightest attention. My practice is never at all the worse for my 
preaching. In the mean time — liber avi animam meam — and I com- 
Mne the enjoyment of an undiminished income with the satisfaction 
of a self-approving conscience. 

[Boars of laughter^ during which the host called upon the speaker 
to pass the hoUle, ana the conversation concluded. 


A CURIOUS COEEESPONDEWCE. 

{Non-- Official.) 

Mr Beak Loud B n, Tuesday, 

I AM delighted to see that you have received the reward 
you so richly deserve. But there is still a George to let. 

Yours siacerely, ■ S t. 

My Beak S y, ^ Wednesday. 

A THOUSAND thanks for your congratulations. Yes, I thinlj 
perhaps that I have earned it at last. You may remember that I 
refused it a little while ago. I had scarcely noticed that there was 
stOl one vacant. As you say there is, of course there must be. 

Yours sincerely, B D. 

My Beak Loed B d. Thursday. 

I AM surprised that the vacant Garter has not been given 
to the other person who has so richly earned it. 

Yours faithfuILy, S ^Y. 

My Bean Loed S — y. Friday. 

Anothee person has earned the vacant Garter ? You surely 
do not mean Lord Beeby ? I admit he has certain claims upon his 
party, but yet . 

Yours, faithfully, B d. 

My Loed, Saturday. 

I DO not mean Lord Beeby. I mean myself. If you have 
got a Garter for the Congress, I ought to have one. Please see to 
tins at once, or I too can take the Public into confidence — verhum 
sat. Yours, &c., g ^ 

Beae S. Saturday Afternoon. 

Capitax ! I was only joking. I am going down to Windsor 
on Monday. You shall have the Garter at once. It was through a 
mistake that you did not receive yours when I got mine. The an- 
nouncement will appear in to-morrow’s Times. Till then, believe me, 

Yours affectionately, 

B D. 

Pimoh’s Hotes on his own Archdeacon’s. 

{See Notes of my Lifef^ by Archdeacon Benison.) 

Most optimist of pessimists, John-BuUest of John Bulls, 

Thou archest ot Arch-deacons, and most dear of High-Church 
Benisons, 

Funoh Ma erovm, the “ cap and bells,” to thy shovel-hat off-puUs, 

And bids thy book, John Anthony, toe heartiest of benisons. 


Hamm-er and Pen. 

Chaeles MAETELwas christened “ Barharorum'' after 

Ms defeat of the Saracens at Tours, After him we had a “ Malleu^s 
Maleficorwyif' and more than one “ Malleus Mcereticorum.'' So 
there is no lack of precedent for duhbmg Sir Louis Maxlet— who 
stood alone on the Copyright Commission in denying property in 
ideas, and sent in a report advocating the abolition of Copyright 
altogether — Malleus Auotorum. 


ONE HEAD TO TWO XEOS, 

“The second vacant Garter has been conferred on Lord Saxis- 
buey.” Two legs are now provided for. 


Peom a Beithbe Scot. — The ItoMman Pass — the Brigg o’ Perth, 
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IMBAT Flj£S 



WARRANTED. 

Traveller. ^‘You’re sure she\s quiet, LA^"DLORD” 

Landlord. Quiet — ^Just tell her 'where t’are going, Honey, say nae mair 1 ” 


OUT OF SEASOiS' aUESTIOJS'S FOE 
BEAUTIES. 

How many balls, crusbes, garden-parties, 
matinees miisicales^ and afternoon dances 
baTe you been to ? 

How many times bave you been mobbed 
at tbe Zoo, tbe Eoyal Botanical Grardens, 
and tbe Royal Academy ? 

Enumerate tbe matches at wbicb you bave i 
been stared at at Lord's, Prince’s, Hurling- ; 
bam, and tbe Orleans ; describe your cos- 
tume on each occasion. 

How often bave you danced at tbe Court 
BaUs? 

How many times bave you been para- 
graphed in the Society journals ? 

' State tbe names and addresses of tbe 
photographers to whom you bave given sit- 
tings, distinguishing each photograph by 
(a) dress, (5) attitude, (c) expression of eye. 

Describe your costumes and parties at 
Ascot and Groodwood. 

How do you like running tbe gauntlet 
of fast men and faster women, of more 
money than brains and less character than 
ei^er ? 

Describe tbe sensation of {a) being “taken 
up,” and {h) being “let down.” 

Describe the effect of tbe beauty-'woman’s 
passing and questionable popularity, on 
(«) yoiir health, (5) your happiness, (c) your 
income, your manners, and (e) the feel- 
ings of your family. 

And lastly (not that it matters much), 
state what has become of your husband ? 


Heads in Chancery, 

{A 8oene in Court.) 

Says Malins to G-lasse, 

“ I think you ’re an ass ! ” 
Says Gi/Asse back to Malins, 
“ I pity your failins ! ” 


Appeopbiate “Pitch” foe the Minis 
TEE iAL Fish Dinnee.— B illingsgate. 

Aftee the Season. — O n tbe Seas. 


I THE PEOPLE ON PALATEE. 

To tbe Hononinble tbe House of Commons in Parliament as- 
sembled:—, 

Tbe bumble Petition of us, tbe People of England, Humbly 
Sbewetb : — 

That we, your bumble Petitioners, are accustomed to read tbe 
morning papers in wbicb tbe speeches of tbe principal Members of 
your honourable House, therein made in tbe preceding night’s debate, 
are reported. 

That those speeches altogether occupy as many as ten or twelve 
newspaper columns of small print. 

That in every paper they are daily compressed within a space of 
larger print seldom exceeding a single column. 

’ That tbe debates of a whole week in yoiu* honourable Honse are 
regularly condensed into about two pages pi that incomparable pub- 
lication, Punchy containing everytbmg in them wbicb is of any tbe 
slightest consequence. 

That whilst it is true that a fool is known by bis much peaking, 
it is equally true that tbe Members of the Coileetive Wisdom con- 
stituting your honourable House, are notorious for tbe very same 
thing. 

. Your petitioners therefore implore and entreat that your honour- 
able House would be pleased to take such measures as to your 
wisdom shall seem fitting, for Hunting tbe speeches of your long- 
winded Members within reasonable bounds, which they could easily 
be reduced to by being shorn of verbosity, tautology, rigmarole, irre- 
leyant argumentatibn*, bosh and bunkum. 

, In inclusion, y&ur bumble Petitioners humbly beg your honour- 
able House to reflect and consider what the consequence wPuld have 
been if her Majesty/ s GoY^rnm^t bad, put of deference to Constitu.- 
tional principle, communicated to your honourable House their pro- 


jected Anglo-Turkisb Convention. Wbicb bad they done, tbe Con- 
vention would certainly not yet bave been concluded, but would 
stni remain a question under debate before your honourable House, 
and most Hkely never to be concluded at all. Your Petitioners 
therefore beseech you to obHge all Honourable Gentlemen addressing 
you to cut it short. 

And your Petitioners, as in duty bound, will ever pay. 

{Signed) 

We the People of England by oue Peochdeatoe Punch. 


OLD CLOTHES FOR CLERGYMEN. 

According to tbe Posjf, Mr. Cowen, in moving an amendment to 
tbe Bishoprics BiU, expressed himself in terms wbicb may be 
thought to indicate some sHgbt confusion of ideas concerning tbe 
Ministers of tbe EstabHsbed Church. Having said that what tbe 
people of England wanted was, not more Bishops, but a Church 
wita complete intellectual freedom, and reHgious equality : — 

“ He also objected to increasing tbe number of a highly-paid hierarchy, 
while many of the working' Clergy were so poor, that they were not able to 
have flesh-meat more than -once 'a week, and on whose behalf appeals were 
made for old clothes.” 

Is tbe Honourable Gentleman quite sure that much of the absti- 
nence and fasting amongst tbe parsons wbicb be appears to bave 
beard of is not voluntary, and practised on purpose to emulatj 
Roman CatboHcs ? This may well be, if it is also those Clergymea 
on whose behalf appeals for, old clothes are made. Are not ap- 
peals continually made on behalf of the Ritualist Clergy in favour 
of copes, stoles, chasubles, and other mtiquated sacerdotal vest^ 
iqents and embeUishments ? And ,wbat are all such fal-lals and 
paraphernalia but ecclesiastical old clothes ? 


TOL. LXXT. 
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PARLIAMENT. 


Moituat, My 2^ {Lords), — ^A smart 
Httle “ set-to ” gromnff out of an ob- 
scurO inteiTpellatiou of Lord Steath- 
eden’s, oaUmg attention (wbicb. did 
not come) to the Convention and the 
Protocols. 

First those masters of tongue-fence, 
Earl G^eanville and Earl Beacons- 
EEEXn, had a bout, iu which they both 
showed their command of the weapon. 
Earl Geaitolle taking up the report 
of the Biding School dinner speeches, 
twitted the nead of the G-ovemment 
with himself abusing the practice of 
innuendo which he charged on the 
Opposition. He complained more espe- 


X, on Mr, Glaestone in the shape of a 
quoque^ dressed up iu carefully 
' prepared and painfully elaborated sen- 

tences, as violent, though not as power- 
ful, as attacks which were directed some thirty 
years ago against one of the most eminent states- 
men of the century.’* 

“As to dealing in innuendo,” retorted Earl Bea- 
- cois-SEiEin, what was the noble Lord’s whole 
speech but one long innuendo ? If he had flung 
mud at Mr. Gxaestoe'E, it was in return for much 
mud thrown at him. (Head-Master Dr, Lunch 
has spoken his mind about this low-lived mud- 
throwiug in this week’s Cartoon.) ‘ ‘ If the noble 
Earl, and those whose who act with him, think 
the Anglo-Turkish Agreement * an insane Con- 
vention,’ it is their duty to ask the opinion of the 
House upon it, by motion. It is not by petty 
criticism, by asking little questions, and making 
long speeches not followed up by motions, that 
an Opposition can commend itself to the confl- 
dence of the country.” Perfectly true, my Lord. 

Then Lord Hapiee an*!) Etteick dealt some 
weU-aimed raps all round. * As for the Treaty, its 
settlement of Turkey in Europe was wwsettle- 
ment : its changes are too big to please the Turks 
— ^too little to satisfy the Russians ; its arrange- 
ments too complex to last. As for the Conven- 
tion, it pledged the Turks to effect impossible 
reforms. P eopl e talked of popular education for 
the Turks. T^y, it was not wanted ; and was 
not to be got when wanted. And as for pubho 
works— where was the inoney to come from ? 
How were the Turks to raise loans without secu- 
rity ? Best was what Asia Minor wanted— rest 
from the tax-gatherer, from the recruiting- 
officer, from the task-master ; and the best thing 
we could do for her would be to multiply and 
improve our consuls: to send her as many sol- 
diers as possible, and with experience of Indian 
work. See what had been done m the Lebanon. 
He did not object to our guaranteeing the Turkish 
frontier. It would tend to keep Russia quiet. 
/ As for our having concluded a separate Conven- 
\ tion, joint Agreements were usually dead letters. 

^ As for the secresy observed in the^ matter, that 

A was quite right, and in accordance with precedent. 
\ Lord Palmeestoe’ stole just such a march on the 

^ French in the Treaty of 1840,” 

Lord Bipoe' was generally critical. The Treaty 
of'CBerlin gave up the defences of Turkey to 
• 1 . • <1 ” 1 . Russia, and tended to provoke the war of the 

future, m which the Convention bound J ohe Buxl to take part.^ If the Convention was not “ insane,” it was one of the most dangerous 
and unwise ^gagements ever entered into by an English Minister. It was said to be the duty of the Opposition to attack the Govern- 
Btt^r^by specific motion. But how could they do that when the Government policy was kept dark till it was too late to oppose it ? 

The Marquis of Saxiseuet reiterated Ms leader’s complaint of the Opposition’s desulto^ discussions, raised without the regular Par- 
liamentary equipment of a notice in their foreheads, and a motion in their tails. Englishmen will never tolerate Russian supremacy 
on the Euphrates and the 'Kgris. The Convention tells Russia so in plain terms. To do this is to diminish, not to increase, the re- 
i^onsibilities of Great Britain, and to give plainness and frankness to British diplomacy. The European concert of 1856 has ended in a 





cnanvari : our more aelmite engagements are JiJcely to be better kept. 

Lord Ca^wexx felt it was hard to bully the Opposition for asking questions, so long as they could not get answers. To be sure it was 
very kind of Lord Beacoe'seiblp to teach ms opponents, after he had so successfully educated his own party. 

Lord Ce^beooe said the Opposition was very ready to blame all the Government had done, but why didn’t they tell the country 
wMt th ink ou^ht to be done ? We don’t erpect to turn Asia Minor into a Garden of Eden ; but we think improvement is wanted 
ilierej,,we think improvement is possible; and we meaU to help it forward. Criticism is all very well, but it is not a policv. and it 
won’t re-make a party. ^ x 

After a few passing remarks from Lord Abeedaee, Lord Hajoioei), and the Lobd Csaijcjelxoe, and a last word from Lord 
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tlung ? He put very strongly tlie case for the , Gfre^s, aud against 
the Government that had thrown them over. Any effect onr policy 
might have had had been destroyed by the clandestine character of 
the Convention. The Opposition were m a cleft stick. If they said 
Government had saddled the coxinl^ with enormous re^onsibilities, 
they were told that those responsibilities meant nothing. If they 
treated the hopes reared on the Convention as iUusory, they were 




Steat3Eu:i)EN— who, we are sorry to find, has no confidence in Aus- 
tria, which, no doubt, will at once put up the national shutters— 
their Lordships rose, after an unusually hvely evening, at the un- 
usually late hour of twenty-five minutes to nine. 

{Commons ,) — ^Inthe meantime, the Commons had been having 
go in at the same little game, but in less lively fashion. 

Here the match was opened in regular form with a motion in the 
cool hands of Lord BEAE-TiNaTOir. His in^ctment had been carefully 
drawn. Thankfulness for peace comes first ; then satisfaction with 
the extension of liberty and self-government to parts of European 
Turkey ; then regrets at the treatment of Greece ; protest against 
the extension of our military liabilities by the Convention, and dis- 
claimer of the responsibilities it imposes without indicating means 
to meet them, and all behind the back of Parliament. 

The head of the Opposition deserves full credit for supporting the 
counts of his indictment temperately, dearly^ and forcimy. But if 
Lord Ha.etinchon was dull— as Funcri is afraid he must admit— what 
word shall he find for the tediousness Mr. Piunket bestowed on the 
House in support of his amendment, expressing thankfulness for 
peace, and earnest hope that under Divine Providence the Govern- 
ment arrangement will avail to preserve peace, to ameliorate the 
condition of large populations in the East, and to maintain the 
interests of this Empire? 

And so say all of us.” You could not say fairer, Mr. Plxjkket, 
or flatter. If a man’s soul for his cause is to be gauged by the spirit 
of his pleading, your heart is but half in yours. 

Sir Chasles JDilxe gave some spice to the debate. He thought 
it an insane Convention if it meant anything, but did it mean any- 


assured nothing could be more solid and serious. He, for one, did 
not think our responsibilities light. 

“ He believed that we had displaced the centre of gravity of the British 
Empire towards the East, and entered upon a course which, if persevered in, 

I must lead to England becoming a sort of rich dependency upon the Indian, 
Imperial, and Mhtary Crown.” 

Then the House emptied for din n er, and Mr. BAXLLiE-CocmEANE 
delivered to a select House of seven a discourse worthy of his con- 
centrated audience. 

Mr. Ashley followed, too good a talker for dinner-time, and then, 
after an intermezzo by Mr. Jd. Plttnkett, Mr. Geaht Dote i^oke 
the speech of the evening— if not, indeed, of the debate — ^for pith, 
point, and sense pregnant with knowledge. He dealt with the 
Government policy from fonr parts of view. First, its effect on 
Turkey in Europ^dismemberment now, and defencelessness in the 
future. Then for its effect on Turkey in Asia : — 

“ The Anglo-Turkish Convention either meant nothing, or it meant some- 
thiag. If it meant nothing, it was altogether an imposture ; if it meant some- 
Ihing, it was well nigh an impossibility.” 

Then, as to the effect on Europe at large — 

“Eussia, of course, hated us cordially, and was biding her time. Austria 
was pleased or acquiescent. Germany tnought we were what we always were 
—clever traders on high principles, with a weather-eye open to commercial 


for Engtod than in any other European county, was thoroughly disgusted, 
aud said that Ihe pens with which the Berlin Treaty was signed were taken 
firom the wings of four vultures, one Turkey, and two geese.” 

{Funch himself could not have put it better.) Lastly, as to the 
Constitutional question — 

“ ISo one doubted that the Crown had full power to conclude treaties with- 
1 out consulting Parliament, but that was a doctrine which wise Ministers 
I would not push to its lo^cal extremity. Our Constitution was good for 
! nothing, if it was permitted Ministers, without the consent of Parliament, not 




merely to conclude an ordinary or even extraordinary Treaty, but to utterly 
reyolutionise the yhole policy of the Empire. That was what the Convention . 
did, if it did anything, and was not a mere deliberate deceit practised on 
Turkey, on England, and on Europe.’^ 

Mr. Botoke lahofired, with intolerable long-winde^ess, to prove 
that the Plenipotentiaries bad made the best of tbeir bad bargain 
at Berlin, and tbat tbe obligations of tbe Convention were eon- 
itional on tbe Turk setting bis bouse m order— lybereunto we bad 
undertaken only to advise Him. well and to assist biin moraBy. 

Before Lord bAiTDoir moved tbe adjournment of tbe Debate, Mr. 
GsEEifE appealed patbetieally to tbe Souse to out short wbat be felt 
to be tbe dullest debate be ever remembered. Fundi is bound to 
agree with Ms friend Gbeene. ^ So it was, thus far. But on 
Tuesday matters looked up— not in tbe (Zoras’) where Lord Teubo 
complained, notwitbont too good pounds, of the inefdciency of tbe 
MetropoHtan Police, protective and detective, and was met, not as con- 
clusively as Funch could have wished, by Lord Aeebdaee and Earl 
Beauchamp — ^but in the {Co^nmons). where, after Lord Saneoh bad 
pMnted a couleur-d^-rose picture of Turks in Asia under tbe Conven- 
tion, with a background of schools, steam-ploughs,' and smiling 
Arcadian fields, bright enough for tbe Eealms of Debgbtin a Drury 
Lone Pantominie, 1&. Gladstone sounded tbe war-whoop in one of 
Ms most vigorous orations of two hours and a quarter. It would 
be idle in Mr. Funch to attempt compression, impertinent in him to 
adventure paraphrase, or still more, persiflage, of an impeachment 
of tbe Government policy wMcb evidently came hot from tbe heart 
and bead of tbe speaker, John Buxl must summarise tMs for him- 
self. . - " ' 

^r. Gladstone referred to tiie pamful subject of tMs week’s 
Cartoon, and read Ms own letter demanding explanations of bis 
assailant, in a style of even superfluously elaborate courtesy. Funch 
is sorjy to find that Lord Beaoonseield has not thought fit to follow 
Ms rival’s lead. Those who wish to read tbe strongest tbat can be 
sMd against tbe “peace with honour” wMob Lord Beaconseieid 
claims to have brought us from Berlin, may be referred to tbe 
Liebig’s Essence of Geant Dupe’s Monday speech, and i tbe full 
flowing torrent of Mr. Gladstone’s Tuesday onslaught. It is an 
indicti^ent of Lord Beaconseield for Mgb crime and misdemeanour 
agiw^ 'tbe Constitution — a charge a^gaiast the JGoveynment of 
having struck at tbe rights of Parliament, win^g up with solemn 
utterance of a .fear tbat 


The result of these operations of the Government — I will not give them a 
less respectful name — is likely to be an increase of responsibility, no addition, 
hut rather a diminution of our strength, loss of respect abroad, with a 
shook to Constitutional instincts at home, and an augmentation of burdens 
on the back of a too-confiding people. 

Dnluckily, Parliament and tbe public, for tbe present, seem to like it. 

Sidedottom:, after Gladstone, sounds in reading, as it sounded 
in bearing, comical. 

Mr. Cboss, tbe other great gnn of tbe night, fired, if be did not 
aim, low, and was altogether nnusually under Cross mark. The 
fiebate, though it bad the aid of Mr. 0. Moroan, and Mr. Stanseeld, 
and tbe more questionable support of Messrs. Birley and Goldnet, 
languished and died down in tbe socket, at an earlier hour than 
j^leased Major IS'olan, with a promise from Mr, Lowe' to give 'it a ^ 
fillip at its reopening on Thursday. i 

( Wednesday^ — 'W as given np to tbe Duke of Connattoht’s Allow- 
ance, against which Mr. Plimsoll, — ^wbo considers himself released , 
from Ms obligations to tbe Crown by tbe prerogative claimed for 
Her Majesty— 

“To pledge the lives and property of her people to the most unlimited 
extent, not only without the consent of the nation, but without its knowledge, 
as in the case of th© reeen|} Convention with Turkey,’^ ' ' 

voted with t;welve more Intransigentes. 

Mr. Eorster, who knows be will have to rendep au account of 
Ms vote to a popular constituency, explained that he ybted for the 
j^owanoe, because if we have a Monarch, that Monarch musjb‘be 
maintain^in a position suitable to Boyal rank; because the incomes 
^ the Queen and her family are small compared mth ' great 
English incomes ; hut more tfian all, because 'an agreement was 
eiitered into ‘at' me beginning of the reign tbat these allowances 
should be given. ^ 

^ put Funch wishes tg nojip |bat ^he two ■^orJ^g-jneji yeprepnta- 
tives of working-men spoke strongly,' thongM soperly, and yoted, 
against the AUdwance. It is evident tbat the present arrangement 
as to aUowanoes to tbe Boyal Eaicdly would be t^e better for ovef- 
bauliag. as soon as present understandings run out. " ' 


after a vehement FJjpiseoparP^ (translation — “Idon’t'Wantfehe 
bisboped”), from Mr. Co-WEif Mid to. E. a prpfest fedm 
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IMPENITENT. 


Ja £ h { wTwhasleen ^^ i % tM < U ) rne 7 ' formisheM ' mour ), Mamma!” Mmvnym , ‘^Well, Sir, what is it?” 

Jcuik , ** What remarkable" Nice Corners there are in this House ! ” 


A BAD EXAMPLE. 


ACROSS THE KEEP-IT-DARK CONTINENT; 


JSead^Master launch loquitur ^ 


W^T "boili of you at it ? It ^s reaUy too bad I 
Of mud-tkrowiug lately we Ve Had far too mucH 
lut to see Hoys like you flinginff filth, mal 

T> j.. ^ It • 


OB, HOW I POUHD STANLEY. 


wx jLu.bexv we ve uaa lar tuu muuju.; 

But to see Hoys like you flinging filth, m^es me sad : 

Eouglis may stoop to weapons tHat IcoigHts may not touoH ; 
A Oueen’s Prize may not sHoot with, a Blunderbuss, WnL : 
.A rapier is H^er, my Ben, than a bludgeon. 

You Have met in too many a classical miH, 


{By the Author of Coomupassie,'*' cmA Nota/rmgdollaTi^* My ! 
BMllaloo ! ” ifcc.) 


Part I.~Chapter VII. 


Por either to take to dirt^slinging in dudgeon* 
Fau^ ! Mohlesse oblige /Ha couple of cads, 


augh ! Moblesse obhge / If a couple of cads, 
WTho fisticuffs funk, to the gutor descend. 


y U.UXIA., w vix'c u.cav;cxLU., 

yVlio cares ? But a brace of lugh-spirited lads 
Should scorn to such HL-smelling missiles to bend. 
I don’t care a jot who began it, or which, 


Mossi — Gozlingi — JBalace — Yentriloimial — Danger — Business — The 
Show — Disorderly Conduct — More Danger — Bush for Seats — 
Arrangements — The ^ears — Indignation — JBscape — Concilia^ 
tion-y^AlVs TYell — A Delicate Question — An Offer — Momentous 
— Dissembling — Meeting — Darting, 


C;t your two odoriferous charges is worse : 
There ’s certain defilement in touching of pitch— 


On April 1st we reached Mossi, a soft, green spot, the residence of 
QiUeen Uganda, whose son, Prince Uguse, received us with much 


You remember the prorerb as pungent as terse ? 

You aimed at Hs jacket and not at his face, 

Whilst Ben threw the nastiness right in your eyes ? 
P^haps, but the plea, Sir, would come with more grace, 

It you had steered clearer of personal shies. 

Y^, Ben, sH^d know better: I thought you had broken 
_yotir^lf of bad m anners, and Billingsgate style : 
outbreak of your seH-oommand is no token : 

The smell of that last dirty handful was vile ! 

Come, sh^e hands, when you ’ye waifii^ dirty fingers and faces; 
Th temper and tongue ^oifid command. 

And -^e man who shies mud dirties more thim his hfi-n/f , 


civility. He insisted on my living in his own palace, and provided 
me with his roy^ canoe as a means of transit from one fertile spot 
to another, within the somewhat circumscribed limits of the Q,ueen 
Mother’s dominions. The accompanying sketch, will give a more 
than correct idea of what the palace was like at this time of year. 

McSkuggin^ the Yentriloq[uist, who was in excellent voice, 
interested the Gozlingi (the tribes reigned over by Gueen Uganda 
and Prince Uguse) to such an extent, tiiat it was as much as I could 


do to resteain the* simple people from performing a series of surgical 
operations on him with, their knives, m order to find out where the 


<^her’ voices came 'from. It was, however, a big success ; and the 


Boyal Arkadia (drawn up on shore, and the compartments so ar- 
ranged, as to form a good orchestra, stalls, pit, private boxes, &e., 
holding about £150 when full) was crammed every night. 

M’yiONTcr dso came out well, changing his dress behind a table, 
??? Himself as somebody else each time He reappeared. 

If he had only kept sober, this entertainment would haye been perfect, 
but he would refresh himself whenever he disappeared under the table, 
and, at last, he came up as two people at once, insulted lie audience, 
fell over the table into the orchestra, which was well fiOled by myself, 
in a white tie, as Conductor, the Printer’s Devil, with trumpets, 


From Ou^eish Coebespondent in PARis.—Seeking a breath of 
^ bfetyreen acts in a Paris theatre this hdt weather, is, 
literally, Ont of the frying-pan into the /oyer.” 




A BAD EXAMPLE. 


De. PrarcH. “WHAT ’8 ALL THIS? YOU, THE TWO HEAD BOYS OP THE SCHOOL, THEOWTNG MUD I 
YOU OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF YOUESELVES!” 




August 10 , 1878 .] 


PUNCH, QE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


cymljals, and drums, and the rest of our party with , If this wasn’t an attraction, nothing could he. I forgot to mention one 
dummy instruments, while the musical hoxwas turned interlude — z. pose plastique — ^representing 


on mdemeatli the stage, out of aght. Before aweaimg Besison of the Duke oe Aeotil, 

as Conductor, I haditaken au the money myself at the -.t. « j. t . . . j-. • / i ^ , n 

' with Scotch airs on an improvised hag-pipe (made out of the hollow su^ar-canes 

and a leather foot-hall), played, at first, with much taste and discrimination 
hy McSnuGGiisrs ; hut xmfortunately he heeame so excited by the "blasts of his 
national Highland air, that he shouted out something about Ardd Eeekie” 
and “his foot being on his native heath, and his name Macgregor” (which it 
wasn’t, being McSaruGGHfs), and then took to dancing what he called a 
McCancan, while blowing with all his might and main, until I contrived 
to stick a knife into the foot-hall, and so to speak took the wind out of 
his sails, when he calmed down, and became rational, but exhausted. The 
entire show would have been a triumph if ISJcSjmuggii^s could only have been 
kept from the whiskey-bottle, or the whiskey-bottle from him, or the whiskey 
from the bott|e, and if M’vioutu had only known anything at all about the | 
people he professed to he imitating. Even the Cozhngi stood it for some time | 
calmly, hut when M’tioh'YU announced the twentieth Member of Parliament 
(Irish Home-Eialer this time), and spoke in precisely the same tone and made 
the same speech (he has no sort of invention), and caine up from under the 


I table ip. the same -white wig and whis^cers in which they had already seen 
him (jLadstoxe, Lord BEACOifSFiELD, Sir Stafford ISToethcote, Lord 







doors. Subsequently I had to explain that "M’YipxYu’s 
extraordinary conduct was simply an ebullition of 
Cenius, which could not be controlled ^ in very hot 
weather. The Grozlingi were quite satisfied; and the 
next night, being ng’ benefit, and a “besiieak” by 
Q,ueen Ugaota, and Prince ITguse, was a real bumper. 
The women gave their gold ear-rings for front seats, 
beautiful pieces of workmanship, that had been in their 
families for ears — ^I mean for years. Men gave seal- 
riags, gold brooches, jewelled pins, gold-headed -vvalking- 
sti(3cs, and anything else they could lay their bauds on, 
in order to be present on this the Last and Greatest 
Mght of the Present Season, when in addition to a 
Concert (the musical-box, personally conducted by 
myself) there was to he au Exhibition of Paintings (by 
me)ja Scene in the Circus hy the Boy from Fleet Streep 
the Printer’s Devil, whom I announced as — 

PUEEILLO IL DIAYOLO i 

uq- HIS Marvellous Trick Act ox the 
BAEE-BACEED STEED. 

Then a Special Entertainment, hy M’tioxtu, who (if 
quite sobeirt was to give imitations, iu character, of the 
i various celebrities of the House of Commons, including 
the Member for Peterborough, “with a Song,” after 
which a Yentriloquial Farce, interspersed with conjuring 
tricks, entitled — 

TOMMY AHD HIS OTCLE; 

Or, Cox mid Box in the Dentists Cupboard ! 

This was to be followed by a farewell speech from the 
Beh^ficiaire, myseft, then a dance by all the Characters, 
and fireworks outside illustrating 

THE TAEIHG OF FOET PWUHBAEWUH 
By the Gallaxt "Welshers ! I ! 

AND 

THE GEATO STAIH) 

OP ' 

The British 

~ ON " 

EPSOM Dowsni 



MPSS t 

THE KBSiheHif' of AVfiJ/r ^ 

Salisbury, and thirteen other notabilities, even these i^d peo]de coul^’t 
control their righteous indignation, and threw spears at him, whi^ 
brought in contrary to my regulations written up, “ All spears, knives, <s:c., to 
he left with the Saloon-Eeeper (myself),” so that he was glad to get 
the table, and down through a trap, as quickly as possible. Lucidly I had 
ordered a man to he ready for him -with this trap, or he wouldn’t have ^t 
ofi so easily. I appeased the infuriated people with the overture to the 
Bronze JSorse, and McSstuggihs (who was almost sober) made an omelette in 
the hat, which they devoured with avidity— hat and aE. All passed off 
happily. Cox and Box at the Dentists was good. "We had to pretend that 
McSmuggihs had fainted, and carried him home to his compartment. The 
Arhadia is a most useful boat. 

The next day we were preparing to go when the dueen came to me, and 
said that she had understood I was a Christian, I answered cautiously that I 
tried my best, &e. , ^ ^ -rr 

“ If the White Colonel is a Christian, has he a wife ? ” asked dueen Ugahda, 
looking down at her toe-rings bashfully. She was fifty, if a day, but a toe 
woman, and, before our arrival, very well off. , ' 

“The "White Colonel is a Christian,” I replied, “and never tells a lie when 
he is at home. The White Colonel can only have one wife at a time.” 

“ TJg^astda will be the WTute Colonel’s one wife,” she said, modestly enough, 
hut with a great show of determination. * 

“Hganda does the "White 'Colonel proud,” I returned, making my politest 
how, but the WTiite Colonel is afraid' that the great and lovely dneen UGAirhA 
is -firifliag with his affections.” " ‘ - - » - . , 

Ho she wasn’t : not a bit of it. She had taken a fancy to me, and ihat idiot, 
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“I will &id Stanley, too!’^ slie said, 
simplv* 

“xou slialll! I ""replied. **You shall 
take the route to the South, while I take the 
route to the North. Then at a certain point, 
we ’ll meet again. Farewell!” And, tipping 
the wink to my followers, who had been 
carefully putting together the compartments 
of the Arkadia^ and to which Old Scratch 
the Dark Horse had been abeady trans- 
ferred, and was drawing it down to the sea, 
I raised my handkerchief^ to my eyes, de- 
clared my heart was breaking ; that parting 
was such sweet sorrow, that I would go 
away, and come to-morrow, — and then 
made for the boat Hke mad. In a second 
a something whizzed by my ear ! 

A spear ! It came from her son. the 
Prince! It was the only weapon left on 
the island. We had taken id the rest, 
which we had collared either as payment 
for the Show, or when left at the doors 
with the cloaks and umbrellas, iuoluding 
those thrown at M’tionyu. As far as 
spears could go — and they can go pretty far 
— ^we were safe: 

“ Uganda ! ” he exclaimed. 

“ Uguse ! ” she cried. 

And in another second they were weeping 
in each other’s arms. 

The Q-ozliugi, with tears in theb eyes, 
met to debate the cLuestion of what should 
be done with the Q-reat White Colonel, 
who had spumed Uganda’s offer. 

Fortunately the Gozlingi never proceed 
to deeds without a regular debate, or, as 
they call it in theb language, a hahkeL 

In the midst of the formal preliminaries 
we silently rushed Old Scratch (as good a 
mare as ever drew bathing-machine) down 
the shingle, with the Arkadia in tow, and 
in another second, without a word or a 
whisper, we had unharnessed and stabled 
the faithful animal, my crew had taken 
theb places at the oars, and, with a hearty 
cheer (not above our breaths), we dashed, 
with a will, into the Lake. 

We were all there : and with a grateful 
and a beating heart 1 lighted a cigar, and 
reclined on the cushions, while the Printer’s 
Boy turned on a Selection from Opfenbach ; 
and McSmuggins playfully threw his voice 
overboard as far as the shore, startling the 
Q-ozlingi, by making Queen Uganda sud- 
denly sing, Ah j quefaime les MiUtaires,^^ 
with admirable effect. 

They all jumped to theb feet ; and as we 
sailed away almost out of sight, McSmttg- 
GINS braced up his ventriloquial powers for 
one final effort, and sending his voice right 
in amongst them, he made the Queen say 
to Uguse, “Mr. Stanley, I presume!’’ 
How we all laughed ! And how happy and 
merry we were as we sailed away bom the 
simple, soft-headed people of Mossi ! 


EDUCATION. 


(Yo le continued,) 


Inspector of Schools, “ It strikes me that Teacher oe tours retains little or no 
Grasp upon the attention op the Children, — not Hold enough, you know,— not Hold 
enough ” 

ZaTicashire Magnate {who takes great inter est in the Educational Movement). ^^Not Hold 
ENOUGH ! Lor’ bless ter— if she ever sees Forty again, I ’ll eat mt ’at 1 1 ” 


M’tiontu (whose busiuess it is to know everyone’s private affabs), had informed her that I 
was a bachelor. 

“ Queen Ugazstda loyes the Great White Colonel, and will come with him to the end of 
the world! ” she exclaimed enthusiastic^y, at the same time throwing her dusky arms 
round my neck, and shaking her nose-ring in my face, to the infinite amusement of the 
Prmter’s Devil from Fleet Street. 

Now I said to myself, “ Now or never ! I must dissemble ! ” 

Unfortunately the Prince, her son, was ambitious, and encouraged his mother in this 
: sudden idea of hers, which, as far as my personal appearance is concerned, was neither 
>.stra3m;e nor unusual. In fact — but we are on a delicate subject— and all I have to say is, 
that I remembered the mission to winch I had devoted myself. 

I - “ Pardon me, Queen,” I said, quietly, “but I mitst find Stanley ! ” 


Paying for a Pearl. 

The name of Margaret is generally known 
to signify Pearl. How comes it that Mr. 
Plimsoll, or Mr. BuR^^'or some other oppo- 
nent of the^ Duke of Connaught’s Estab- 
lishment Bill, failed to observe that the 
Princess Maegu^ibite of Germany would 
prove a pearl of great price to Mr. John 
Bull? 


.Level Crossing between Dover and 
Calais. — ^F or further particulars, apply to 
Neptune and the Calais^Douvre, 


Classical Sea-side Tbip.— Dance of 
Mermaids. 
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I “cThet are coming up, Master,” cried Toby in a fever of excite 
! ment, the entire Eleven.” 

I They are heartily welcome,” replied Mr. Funch, with one of Ms 
I most graceful hows as the Ambassadors from the Antipodes, with ! 
Spoitosth, Boyd, and the Bannerjiajs' Brothers at their head, 
entered the sanctum. 

“ Be seated, my dear boys,” exclaimed Mr, Punchy cordially. 

The eleven sunburnt heroes looked at one another and smiled. 

“We will sit down with pleasure,” said the spokesman, (“but 
our favourite practice is to make a stand. You mould see us "'at 
, Lord’s.” 

“ I have seen you both at Lords and Commons,” returned Mr, 
Punchy with enthusiasm. “I have seen you l^oith, South, East, 
and West ; I have seen you all round. A splendid team ! Australia 
may well be proud of you, and England too, as branches of the 
British willow, though grown at the Antipodes.” 

“ H’m, I don’t know,” answered the spokesman ; “ we are pretty 
well. But there are lots as good or better where we come from. 
Still, I think that we have ^iven you a fair taste of the Cornstalk.” 

“ Before or behind the wickets, in the field,— everywhere, —as the 
artfullest of bowlers or the best of bats,— you are simply magnifi- 
cent! ” 

“Oh no. we are not,” continued the spokesman, with modest 
pride. ‘ ‘ As you, may have seen by reading the report of the speeches 
at the dinner the other night, we don’t consider ourselves by any 
means the top-twigs of the Australian willow. But, as I say, 
we are pretty well, and quite equal to teaching our grandmother — 
if not your own Alma Mater — a thing or two.” 

“ Ah I Cambridge was rather too much for you, but think what an 






Eleven 'it was ! You should ihave tackled them 'at thelbeginning ! 
instead of the end of your campaign. But never mind that Don’t { 
be put out,” said Mr, Punchy good-naturedly. | 

“We never are, except after a long innings,” returned the^spokes- ! 
man. “ Still, we don’t think you quite understand us. Now, Sir, you 
are certainly the best informed man in the Old Country.’ ’ 

“ Undoubtedly,” replied Mr, Punchy who never flinches from the 
truth. 

“Well, Sir, what do you know about Australia? Now don’t 
look it out in the Bnoychpmdia Britannica^ but tell us off-hand.” 

“ Australia is a magnincent country,” returned Mr, Punchy with 
enthusiasm. Then he added, with a little hesitation, “and it’s 
famous for all sorts of things.” 

“ "V^at things ? ” 

“Oh, gold, and Australian beef, and kangaroos— and ’possums- 
wombats, and ornithorhyncusses, black swans, black fellows, and 
bush-rangers, and ” then Mr, Punch came to a full stop. 

“I thought so,” said the spokesman, with a smile, “your ideas 
about Australia are of the most Zoologioal-Q-ardenish character. 
Are you aware. Sir, that our cities are full of magnificent buildings ? 
Are you aware. Sir, that trade and commerce are nowhere more pros- 
perous than they are in our quarter of the globe ? Are you aware, 
Sir, that with us aB the learned' professions are represented by the 
ablest men, and that our Public Schools and Universities are pat- 
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ON THE BOIL ! 

{Betioeen Cardiff and Newport Proceedmgs in Parlia-^ 
mentary Committee Rooms this Session^) 

The biggest parliamentary railway jSlglit that South 
Wales has known since coal was discovered there, has 
just been concluded. The object was the estahlishiuent 
of a connecting link-line for the general benefit of the 
several Welsh towns with unpronounceable names by 
the ordinary Saxon, and for the special benefit of the 
viewport Alexandra Docks. Of the importance of this 
place, the outsider can judge from a speech of the 
President of the ISTe wport Chamber of Commerce, Mr. 
J.-C. PAHHiNSOiir, J.]?., who is reported to have said, 
“We have at the Alexandra Docks the great advantage 
of practically boundless spaceJ^ Not bad that for 
Docks. 

“ Open Docks, 
whoever knocks ! ” 

Uoom for the shipping of several worlds and many 
undiscovered continents within this “ T?oundless space ! ’’ 
The President wishes, he observesj in the preface to the 
report, “the two ports to be alhes, not opponents, in 
mmistering to the trade of South Wales, and in pro- 
moting its development,” which are “good worts,” fair 
and friendly to both. And, in re Ports, both Ports 
ought to be much obliged to him for these 7’e^ports,^ as he 
was clearly on the right tack, — ^wMch “Port it is, yer 
honour ! ” 

The advantages of the scheme were so evident as to 
have led one to suppose that there would be no opposi- 
tion to ‘ ‘ getting up steam ” from anyone, least of all from 
a gentleman rejoiemg in the appropriate name of Dotxe. 
Yet, to 'quote DickE,i^s’s commencement of The Cricket 
on the Ptearth, “Kettle began it,” and Kettle went on 
with it, and Doyle’ d over, but ultimately Boyle’ d down, 
simmered, and subsided. 

. . The result has been niost satisfactory for the Alexandra 
Docks ; henceforth proved to be not the “ needless Alex- 
andrme^^ that “ewefe the LineP On the contrary, it 
can now boast that its afiairs have assumed the fairest 
and healthiest complexion, so that the present state of 


Inc PAUL T OF Tnc FOWLn caa iiowl)oast that its aJSairs have assumed the faires 

ScKS^Ooffee-JBoom, Hold, Ownweu. f?*! liealthiest complexion, so tkat tke present state o: 

' the case may be summarised m a couplet, which we pre- 
Visitor iyazing at a Guinea-FowVs egg). ‘‘WaitbiiI Can you tell me what sent, with our compliments, to the successful New- 
Ego this is ? ” ^ porters — 

Waiter. “Oh, Sir, it ’s a Guernsey Egg. They sometimes Lays them « The angry by means direct and simple, 

LIKE THAT. It ’s NOT DoNE IN THE BoiLiNG ! ” Has vanished !— what remains is scarce a pimple,” 


terns which might be unitated with advantage in every quarter of 
the globe ? Are you aware, Sir, that our Press is as free, as enter- 
prising, and as respectable as the Press of Great Britain ? Are you 
aware, Sir, that—; — ” 

^ “ Stop! stop! ” mterrupted Mr. Punch, “ you overwhelm me. Be- 
lieve me, I am quite aware that Australia has taken gigantic strides 
in the march of civilisation, from the date of her first European 
settlement ” 

“ You are alluding to Botany Bay, Sir.” 

“ Not at all, not at all,” retimned Mr. Pwich, quickly. 

“ But we accept even the past of Botany Bay, Mr. Punch said 
the spokesman. “ It is our boast that we currency-folk have been so 
sound at the core that we have been able to absorb your convict re- 
fose without contamination from its criminal leaven. After all, 
it is only what our Old-Country ancestors did about a thousand years 
ago, when they took to absorbing Danish pirates first, and Norman 
cut-throats afterwards.” 

“ Then you know something of early English History ? ” 

/.U should rather think we did! Even before it had the Green 
light thrown upon it. "What we complain of in the Mother Country 
is— that it ’s not nearly English enough to suit our tastes.” 

, Come, come,” remonstrated Mr. Punch. “ Surely England 
takes the lead in everythiug.” 

“I like that I ” replied the spokesman. “Why, who taught you 

the blessiugs of the Ballot Act r WTxp taught you ? ” 

^ “Well, you may, perhaps, be a little ahead of us in politics,” 
interrupted Mr. Punch ; “ but all soc^a? reforms begin in England.” 

“ You dare say that, when you know that Spiers and Pond came 
from Australia ! Oh, Mr. Punch J we blush for you ! ” 

“ Well, your hearts are in the* right places, at any rate.” 

- “ L should rather think they were f We love the Old Country. 
Weknow howto handle the oar-— as Triokett has taught you— as 
well as the. bat ; and as for the rifie — should the time come * We 


don’t want to fight; but, by Jingo 
If we do,’- dear boys, John 


Bull would rather, by a long 1 


chalk, rely on Australian Yolunteer Bifiemen than Indian Sepoys. 
But a truce to all Jingoism; let us hope that is settled by the 
Berlin Treaty. Believe me, my dear hoys, when I assure you that 
I love you so that I have had serious thoughts, bn the invitation 
of a branch of my family settled in Melbourne, to pay you a visit.” 

“ You had better not ; for if you came, we should certainly keep 
you. An d ^though your presence in Australia would he the climax 
of our triumph, we don’t want to ruin the Mother Country right 
out.” 

With this pretty compliment the Australian Eleven after hearty 
handshakes all round, withdrew. 

“Our counterparts, though our Antipodes ; and no blind side to 
them, Mg’ hats as they are,” said Mr. Punch. ‘ ‘ No doubt about their 
nationahty. British Lions every one. Birds of a feather with the 
old cook, and no mistake I May they and their great country, of a 
still greater future, prosper !— and may ‘ Advance, AustraHa ! ’ long 
be the best description of her career, as well as the device of her 
escutcheon ! ” 


The Police in the Purlieus. 

The frequency of suburban robberies occasions the inhabitants of 
the suburbs to ory aloud “ Where are the PoHce ? ” Echo answers 
as usual ; hut a more distinct reply is returnable by the peripatetic 
observer, ^ The Police are mostly stationed about the pubho-nouses 
to look out for infringemeuts of the Licensing Act. Wanted, in 
the neighbourhood of this Metropolis, a sufficiency of Policemen to 
attend not only to puhlio, hut also to private, houses. 


biva Potens Cypri. 

Adaptation.) 

‘ Bella geraut alii, tu felix Anglia amores^ 
Nam quse Mars aliis, dat tibi regna Yenus.’ 


To G0BSBBF09n>inil!8.«-IS^ Eiittor <2oe<no< AoZd himKlf bound to ttchnouiUdge. return, or for GontrU)vtions. In no case can these he returned unless accompanMl by a 

' stainped and directed envelope. Copies should he kept. 
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-rucr she gave me, oh, Lori scch a look! 'twas as sharp and as 

I He. LeGAL ROPE pROKEN* straight as an airer, 

N \ N / , ' ' ! / / / // y HE Church once more "Wiehit vseemed to go in at my buxziim, and frizzle me slap to the 

^ \ ' A ^ t / ' Xy y yX . Ti/lfis +rnnTiTnTinn+. Diarrer.) 


rides triumphant marrer.) 

PEro,’^ she observes, orful ’orty, “my name you’ve been 
The Queens Bench takin’ m vrain ” 

oy two fudges to ketch her style, not exactly), “ I beg you ’ll not do it again, 

one ana me two fulsome and foolish old woman, which that I can freely 

ineluding Chief- excuse 

Justice CocKBTTEN gushiug cackle, and don’t interfere with 

—has cut ^e rope the Muse.” 

with which Lord 




Penzahge, as Chief I felt myself bilin’ with wrath, and a-shiver with fear all at once. 
Judge of the Court ‘W'ell/’ I sez, “ this ’ere ’s ’ardly perlite, Mum ; you ’re settin’ me 
of Arches, had sus- down as a dunce ! 

pended the recal- Which the triumph of Ben and them big City feeds was ewents, I 
citrant “priest” of did think, 

St Alban’s, Mr. As was worthy your finest gold pen and your worry best wiolent 
Mackonochie, for inh.” 

disobedience to the 

monition of the “Betsy Peig,” she replies, “you presoom! I prefer to choose 
Privy Council. themes for myself. 

So new Mother What ^ou fancy the chicest of chaney to me may seem commonest 
Church laughs at delf. 

old Pather Antic, If you think I shaU follow yom^ lead or consult your great City’s 
the Law ,* and Lush deshe, 

stands at judicial You are awfully out in your views of what Clio’s high functions 
daggers drawn re(iuire.” 

with CoCEBtTEN „ t j -u i. -d t • 7 

and M elloe; while I sez, “lou’U exeuge me, I ’ope, but my Bengy now ! ain’t Ae an 

Chief Justice gives „ ’erq? i -i i • • u • . i i . 

a slap in |the face His fame is at glory-pint now, while his rival ’s is right down to zero, 
to Lord Chancellor along o’ not taking my tip ! Wot a obstnit himidge it is !) 
and Privy Council. ^ou’t mean to say you ’ll begrudge a big page in your 

It is a verv nrettv record to Diz ? ” 


Judge of the Court 
of Arches, had sus- 












It is a very pretty 
kettle of fish — 
Legal ^ and Eccle- 
siastical — and 
'Punch can only 


“ P'ot at all, Betsy Peig,” she replies, “ but my werdict may often 
rewerse 

The noisy awards of to-day, and applaud where the mob may 


Ee^derm^t^^**^^ chords your Ben touched have responded, those struck by his 


dLffer^^^ho^^shdl 'wMch would have made noblest music is open at least to 


rival seem mute ; 


decide ? A Chief 


dispute, 


Justice, and a Lord Chancellor “ sliootiM m other’s month,” is « 3^4 .. j » ^in’t it lovely to see ’ow Bjhtahhia’s improved ’er 
a startling spectacle. Themis may well stand aghast at the cross- nosition 


lights shown from the two highest peaks of her domain I 
^Wbat CocKBTJEN thinks of Caxens’s law his judgment proclaims ; 
what Caiens thinks of Cockbtjen’s, perhaps he mil find an oppor- 1 
tunity of letting us know even before the end of the Session ; what | 


position, 

Since Benjy ‘ picked up the drojit threads of Old England’s imperial 
tradition ’ ? 

She ’as wrote with the pint of ’er sword on the bleak Balkan 
ranges — oh, Lor ! 


Mackonoch^ thi^s of both we need not inquire. PziwA can ^ere I stopped, for she give me a glance as confuged me and filled 
hardlji; doubt that his uppermost feeling must be that let the Law mth hor. 

give him never so much rope, he hang himself; aud so he' is 

free to snap his fingers at Common Law, and Statute Book, at Chief “ Fine phrases and flatulent figures,” sez she, “ are the charlatan’s 
Justice, and Lord Chancellor, at Privy Council, Court of Arches, tools ; 

andQueen’sBench, with larger impartiality of contempt, andpriesther But the wise are not duped by sham watchwords which rally the 
pride of defiance than ever. legions of fools. 

Imperial ? Many-sensed word that makes music in many long ears ! 

The Muse is not fired by its sound. Better wait till its iiieaning 
BETSY PEIG AND THE MUSE OF HISTOEY. appears!” 

“ The Muse of History, who has a good many reasons to favour the great She said it that scornful &.nd cold, I was riled, and felt game for a 
City of Lon^n, arranged the order of events so happily that the magnificent row, 

majority which has endorsed the policy of Her Majesty’s Ministers was ob- But sometiink as quite shet me hup) seemed to shine from ’er ragiant 
tained and hailed through the length and breadth of the land just in time to brow 

render the emo banquet a commemoratiou as weU as a eompliment.”-i)ai?y Then she Wshed like smoke, and I woke-or leastways I suppoge 

’teas a snooze. ' 

So I wnt in my moment of joy, when my buzzum with wictory But if that there cool party was Cho, I do not think much of the 
_ burned, ^ _ Muse! 

And I thought, like my Benjy’s Philippic, ’twas pinted and pootily — ■■= 

turned. ^ n + 

Then I nodded and napped o’er my nip, and a sort of confugion Drummea out. 

. , Tir f .L T • Me. Teaman, who misrepresents Dundee, as repre- 

And Cho erself-rthat s the Muse ! stood in ^royry persony seuts that Liberal borough, has been struck off the Liberal List by 
afore me. Opposition Whip. He has gone so often into the wrong lobby, 

She vere much more severe in ’er looks than I’d always been led J^at it is Mt he had better stay there. In fact, Ms “Tea”, has 
to suppose Hay,” aud his IN ay Yea on so many critical divisions, | 

A^trifle more tigit iu the lips, and a leetle more red in the nose, many think his name ought to be cTmnged from Yeaman to 

She didn’t look werry elated, nor eager to bust into werse, jNayman, as well as Jus party label from Liberal to Conservative. 

And no more like the party J’d pictered than Mars to a old monthly > j 

nurse. I 

“ ’Ow d ’ye do. Mum ? ” I sez, “ which I ’m proud to receive seoh a c • \ 

werry old friend ! of the Session,) 

Take a cheer ! If so be vyou ’re dispoged for a drop (here my Why is the House of Commons unlike the Eurydice, 

’air stood on bend, Because it will soon he pumped out. 
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A REMINISCENCE OF LORD’S CRICKET-GROUND (ETON V. HARROW). 

Chmles jj^tprandially). “Awl — lawfully jolly, if it weren’t for the Cricket, ain’t it?” 

Fred {ddtto), ** Yaas. Cricket ’s awfully slow. If it were only FouifnERS, now — or Skittles^ you know f ” 
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TEMPLE BAR EEDIVIVUS. 

{For the Eeception 0/ Lords Beaconspield a 7 id Saxis- 
BUHY the City^ Saturday, Aiig*^,) 

Rusein came alonff tlie Strand — 

HeigL-lio, tfie iloppage o’tj 

"WTiere Temple Bar the way once spanned — 
Heign-lio, the stoppage 0 ’t ! 

When, loj on either side tne street — 

Heigh-ho, the nncleanness 0 ’t ! 

A new-re^ed arch his gaze did greet — 

Heigh-ho, the meanness 0 ’t ! 

Their painted canvass still was wet — 

Heigh-ho, the newness 0 ’t ! 

On either top a (jriffin set — 

Heigh-ho, the blueness 0 t ! 

Of papier-mache and tin-foil— 

Heigh-ho, the stagger o’t ! 

With mouths that gape and tails that coil — 
Heigh-ho, the swagger 0 ^t I 

From forth their shaky claws did rise—' 

Heigh-ho, the waggling 0 ’t ! 

A pair of poles, sustained by guys — 

Heigh-ho, the straggling 0 ’t ! 

And stretched from pole to pole did go — 
Heigh-ho, the tying 0 ’t ! 


A stri]^f white glazed calico — 

Heigh-ho, the buying 0 ’t I 
Whereon, in six-inch letters sewn, — 
Heigh-ho, the sagmg 0 ’t ! 

The motto, “ Peace with Honour,” shone— 
Heigh-hq, the bragging 0 ’t ! 

Buskin gazed, in wonder lost — 

Heigh-ho, the enjoying 0 ’t ! 

Then cried, “ I wonder what it cost I — 
Heigh-ho, the buying o ’t ! 

‘ Peace with Honoiu* ’ brings Lord B. — 
Heigh-ho, the puffing 0 ’t I 
But * Piece with Honour ’ here I see — 
Heigh-ho, the duffibag 0 ’t ! 

This last piece of Temple Bar — 

Heigh-ho, the downing 0 ’t ! 

O’er the old Gate has honour far— 
Heigh-ho, the crowning 0 ’t ! 

While the Bar the way did stop — 
Heigh-ho, the pinning o 't I 
He’er such Griffins graced its top — 
Heigh-ho, the ginning 0 ’t ; 

He’er such wealth of Calico — 

Heigh-ho, the measure 0 ’t ! 

On its reverend front did show — 

Heigh-ho, the pleasure 0 ’t ! 

JSTe’er such canvass clothed its bones — 
Heigh-ho, the figging 0 ’t I 
He’er ihieh bare poles crowned its stones — 
Heigh-ho, the rigging 0 ’t I 
Only one thing works me woe — 

He^h-ho, the grievance 0 ’t I 
The true Griffin would you know— 
Heigh-ho, the achievance 0 ’t ! 

In my Stones of Venice look — 

Heigh-ho, the hatching 0 ’t ! 

There the beast I Ve brought to book — 
Heigh-ho, the cateffing 0 ^t I 
If true Griffin there you We got — 

* Heigh-ho, the framing 0 ’t ! 

Then true Griffins these are not — 

Heigh-ho, the shamming 0 H — 
Griffins these of propertid — 

Heigh-ho, the scumbling 0 ’t I 
As in Pantomimes you see — 

^ - Heigh-ho, the tumbling 0 ^t ! 

Griffins on the Council’s plan — 

Heigh-ho, the baseness 0 ’t ! 

Griffins dja Alderman— 

Heigh-ho, the crassness 0 ’t ! 
Griffinspainful to my eyes — 

Heigh-ho, j the affection 0 ’t t 
Griffins that are more like Guys — 
Heigh-ho, the fiction o’t! ” 


“ Much Wool A3sn> Little Cut,”— Motto for the seat 1 
of the Speaker of the House of Lords. 



""RISKS.^^ 

Shreiod Clerk an eye to his per’-mitagc). Take an AcoinENT Insurance 
Ticket, Sir?” 

Passenger i^vou^ly). ** Wha’ for ? I ” 

Clerk, “ Well, Sir, nothing has gone wrong ’twixt this and London 

FOR THE last FOURTEEN MONTHS J AND, BY THE HaVERAGES, THE NEXT SmASH 
ON THE HUP Line is ho\’erdue exactly six Weeks and three Days ! ! ” 

\Old Gent folks out with alcwritry, 

HOW TO SPEND AN UNHAPPY DAY IN LONDON. 

^ 7 A.ir, — ^Awake to the rumble of the vegetable carts and the cries of the 
milkman, the hearth-stone vendor, and the early coster-monger. 

8 A.ir, — ^Pay your first visit to Covent Garden Market. JNote the vegetable 
slush, the dead lock of vehicles, the bad language of their drivers, and the 
general air of dirt and confusion. Dodge the carts, cabs, and waggons. If you 
do not get run over, pnt your bandkercbief to your nose, your fingers to your 
ears, and bless the Duke of Bedford. 

9 A.M. — ^Take a train from Portland Boad to Moorgate Street in a carriage 
containing double its complement of passengers. Inhale the sulphurous atmos- 
phere, and compose a letter of indignant remonstrance for to-morrow’s 
Times, 

10 A.M. — Spend an hour in crossing from the Bank to the Mansion House. 
Fill up your spare time in avoiding the importunities of shoe-blacks, fiower-girls, 
and perambulating petty tradesmen. 

11 A.M. — ^Betnrn to the West End by the Thames Embankment, and study 
the practical jokes of the London rough as exhibited between Somerset House 
and Charing Cross. 

12 HoojST. — ^W alk in St. James’s Park, ’carefully dodging the stones playfully 
thrown at each other by thousands of children from the Westminster mnms. 
Should your hat suffer, be thankful that it is not your head. 

1 P.M.— Pay your second visit to Covent Garden Market, which yon will find 

dirtier, noisier, and'lmore unsavoury than ever. Spend your time as before, and 
again bless the Duke of Bedford. » 

2 P.M. — ^Take a cab north or south, and enjoy the peristaltic motion of the 
lower viscera induced by the wheels of your conveyance catching in the grooves 
of the tramways. 

3 P.M. — Go to Westminster Hall and enter one of the Courts, first feeing 
the Usher to carry yon out in the probable event of asphyxia, 

^ 4 P.M. — Pay your third visit to Covent Gurden Market. Observe that the 
d^ of the place is now increased by another day’s vegetable refuse. Fight 
for your hfe as before, and repeat your blessing of His Grace of Bedford. 
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5 P.^r. — Take an excursion train on the London, Brighton, and 
South Coast Ptailway, and look out for accidents. 

6 p.ir. — Dine on lukewarm riands in a fearfully overheated 
restauranU to the music of an oveiijowering orchestra. 

T p.n:. — Push your way into the overcrowded pit of a popular 
theatre, and sit out the fun of a ‘‘playing-in ” farce. 

8 p.ir. — Pay your fourth visit to Covent Carden Market, which 
you will always hnd a safe diuw for discomfort. Exercise your 
Christian charity in blessing the Dulce of Bedpoud for the fourth 
time in twelve hours. 

9 p.:jr. — Spend an hour at Charing Cross dodging the omnibuses, 
cabs, and hre-engines. If you have time, examine the character of 
the passengers lounging about the platform of the Railway Station, 
and its approaches. 

10 p.M. — One more visit to Covent Garden Market. Take stock of 
the dirt of the day, and then home, miserable, to bed. 

ACROSS THE KEEP-IT-DARK CONTINENT^ 

OR, HO-\Y I POUKD STANLEY. 

{By the AiLtliQT of Coomiijmsski' and NotamaydoUar^^' 

“ My ! Phillaloo J ” <jbcs.) 

Pabt I.— Chapter. YIII. 

Log — - Entry — Bodega — Curious— Very — Odd — Rather — Amphi'- 
hilious — Shelling — Shot — Eetails — JDyleynma — Description — 
Danger — When — Why — What from — JSoio — Who — Stanley — 
Sketch — Diagram — Theory — No Extra Charge — Remarks — 
Diamond Rings — Banes and Penalties — Jolda Islands 

Water- Log on hoard the Arhadia, — To-day, after a week of very dry 
weather, M'yiontu managed to eomie up with a magnihcent specimen 
of the Bodega, just within sight of port. I should much have liked 
to have brought over one of these curious creatures to England. The 
Bodega, -wliieh, when on shore, has often been mistaken in the dark 
; for a mermaid, scented otir appr^yadt, and I was raising my glass (a 
very strong one, a kind of binocular of double strength, muLlSplyuig 
the ordinary power of vision by two), when it came up out of the Lake, 
and made a tremendous charge, for which none of us were quite 
prepared. However, the Bodega didn’t get the best of an old 
sportsman Klee myself, who soon gave the createe the benefit of 
a couple^ of barrels, and, in less than it takes me to tell, the 
amphibilious brute was staggering on the plain, \Note,—l have 
subsequently discovered that a Cockle Shell fired right in among 
a number of these amphibilious creatures, is the best remedy 
for getting rid of them, j Presently he dropped, then rose again, 
hut a few more drops finished him. The Bodega, being somettiing 
between a whale and. a hippopotamus, aficords both meat and drhik, 
hut chiefiy the latter to the fort^ate traveRer. Unluckily for us, 
the Bodega, haying died hard, its flesh was absolutely uneatable. 
On examming his Hde, we came to the conclusion that he had been 
engaged in a terrific combat before our arrival, from which he had 
come ofi the victor, as we found the distiact marks of two horns of 
a Dylemma. This warned us of the probable proximity of a herd of 
these dangerous animals. The Bodega is of a tawny yellow colour, 
with a leathery hide, and a sort of casque over its head, wilh wMeh, 
when on shore, it butts at you fiercely. It is also furnished with 
three sets of scales, major^ minor, and exow-matie— the latter being 
a protection against these birds (hence the name) , which attack it when 
, sleeping.^ It was impossible to secure a live specimen, as my men were 
I all too tired and footsore to move on ; ana so, after giving direc- 
tions as to their aR keeping a careful watch for a few hours whRe I 
slept (for in these regions it does not do for everyone to sleep at the 
same time), I retired to my ^kadian Hut, and, as the Printer’s Boy 
was working the punlcah with one hand and turning the musioal- 
box with the other, I sank into a profound and deheious slumber. 

Diary {Extract), — A. memorable day. I think I ’ye seen Stahxet. 
Ui 160g® (which is about 90 premium, ex 

aio.), and I had just finished my stojjero^ as the natives caR it, 
mea^g a sort of Rght, midday meal, consisting of a little cockaleekie, 
broiled lake char (which are caught here in abundance by the'hative 
charwomen, who go down to the banks in their carts, made for the 
purpose, and, caRed char-ar-hongi), some buffalo beef, with mixed 
pickles, chutnee, and an exoeRenx tomato salad, (for which I have 
a patent receipt, worth miRiohs to a public caterer, and which I 
can part ler a moderate sum, giving private lessons into the 
, bargam, lithe purchaser wiR ask me to dioner,) some prawns stewed, 
iced venison cutlets— venison far superior to anything in England, 
and as plentiful as chops in the Southdown ccunti^— a tart, made of 
native berries, and some fresh underourrants from a neighbouring 
stieam (for I have a sweet tooth~in fact, several sw6et teeth, I ’m 
glad to say— and can reRsh where others would starve), which, 
mixed with a desert-spoonful of a rich cream (obtained from limes, 
^d tar superior to anything a cow can give), makes an entremet 
at lor a Luexdlus, and altogether represents a menu that would 


gladden the heart of many a noble Amphitrite, or Amphi-try-on — I 
forget which — it may be the “try-on” — but I mean a classic 
Gentleman, who used to get up first-rate Entertainment Scenes, — in 
the Social Circle^ perhaps, as there was something of the Amplii 
about him,— at all events, to sum up, I had finished my stqijero^ 
and, just to finish with, had taken my forty winksT (picked out 
with a pin, an admirable digestive), when in the distance, about 
dO'* N. by 50 S., I saw— a shadow ! ! ! 

Only a sketch can give any idea of the situation. 



Bes&riptim of Sketch.— I see Staxley about 500 mRes distant, 
longitude 50°, and any amount of latitude allowed. Eroni a drawing taken on 
the spot. (N.B. — Eine opportunity offered for advertising in my book of 
travels. Terms easy.) 

The trees represent the marvellous distance, but the two black spots disap- 
pearing over^ the equatorial line are represented as they appeared to me 
through my binoculars, and are, no doubt, the extreme points of Au:. Stanley’s 
coat-tails as he was running away down-hill. 

On second thoughts, he was not running away : but his vanishing points of 
coat-tails prove to me indisputably the globular shape of the earth. Had the 
earth been flat, I could never, with my binoculars, have lost sight of the 
object of my indefatigable search. A simple diagram will explain my 
theory : — 



A, myself. 

B, Stanley walking against the -wind. 

c, line of sight. 

n, Stanley’s coat-taR points blown out by the wiAd. Trig head, being 
well forward, is out of the Ime of sight, which passes, horizontally, through Ms 
shoulders, but in its first direction is stopped oy the two points of coat-tails. 
Had these not cut the line of sight, it is evident that I should have seen 
dtanley^s shoulders j aqd, had he stood erect, probably I might have 
recognised him by the back of his head. 

3M any case, I consider my theory of the earth’s ehape satisfactorily proved, 
and^ should be glad to receive a^ gold medal from the Royal Geographical 
Soqiety, which might combine with the Humane and other Societies to give 
me five hundred a year for life, as a valuable consideration for Discoveries 
Received as per invoice. 

To rise from my hammock^ to wave my handkercMef , to r my 
hat, and caR out in a stentorian tone, through my speaking-trumpet, 
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“Mr. Stanley, I joresiime ! was the work of a moment. But, alas ! he had gone from my 
gaze — gone ifrom my Gtaze — Hke a Cookes Tourist {jeu de mot^ made in diary, eyen under 
the most trying circumstanees) ; and once more I am' all alone in the Great Desert. 

3Iore from When I write “ More from Diary,” it occurs to me that this reverses 

the order of things : it ought to he Diary from Moee — at least we always have an Alma- 
nack from Moke, and the Diary generally goes with it. Toiijours gail Allom done! The 
idea occurs to me, perhaps Stanley is coming hack. “ He will return— I know him w^eU ” 
(Song) ; hut, perhaps, I don’t know him well enough, and he won’t return. 

Leaving this spot about ten p.m., we came in the cool of the evening to Jokla Island. 
This I have rechristened Joe Miller'^s Men, On all the rocks I have inscribed my name with 
a pen-knife. This I do wherever I go ; and sometimes I scratch it on a pane of glass wdth 
a diamond ring. In lieu of any other legal and prior claim this signature confers proprietor- 
ship on the cutter. And can’t I cut with a diamond ! On such occasions it is of very little 
moment who cuts after me. “ What shall he do who comes after the King ? ” Catch him, 
if he can. They want to make me king of the Jokla Isles, with a salary of two thousand 
puns’ pe?' minim, lam considering the pro]position. I should send over to Italy, aud secure 
the services of one of the Grimaldi family for Prime Minister. I ^ould take the title of 
lung Jocosus THE PrasT. If it comes oft, I ’ll send you my Civil Service List. Talking of 
cuts, look at this one 






I 




1 - 




The Extraoedinaby Grinnite Eocks on Jokla Island. 

[Prom a photograph taken on the spot, and, with a view to a future advertisement picture, two 
well-dressed gentlemen axe shown in the foreground, representing the e^erieneed and well-informed 
person in a tall hat always seen in this style of illustration kiudly pointing out to a weak hut deeply- 
interested friend Charles— his friend ”) the wonders of the newly-discovered island. On the right is 
the Arkadia^ with a new weathercock. .On the left axe the natives, just out of their beds. N.B. I think, 
on my return, I shall start a studio at South Kensington, open from 10 p.m. to 2 A.M., as a jNfight Nursery 
of Art. Best of liquors supplied. Good waiting. Harmony,] 

Further JExti^actfi'om Diary, — Copy of Letter sent to Fditoir^ which ought to have been 
received by him,*— I am now on to finding SxANLEYk I am gomg for him^ with aU that 
inborn courage and latent energy, for which I am remarkable. A friend will call on you 
for cheque, and save you all trouble and expense of sending it, as he kiows where I am, and 
will come out direct to me. Send tin, or I might find Stanley before it arrives.” 

12*30 {same day), — To the above letter I have as yet received no answer. I am sweeping 
the horizon with niy glass. 

1*30, — I have swept the horizon for an honr. Capital exercise. The horizon, after so 
much sweeping, is now, quite clean — ^not a speck pf dust to be seen on it anywhere ; in fact, 
you might eat your dinner oft it. I wonder how I should feel after dining oft a horizon r 
New idea. Mn^b try it. Forwards ! to Stanley I 

^ But wasnH,— E d. 

{To be continued!) 

SOMETHING LIKE A WELCOME \ 

Me. Punch, Sib, . . . , ^ Idth August^ 1878. 

I APPEAL to you. Have not the claims of the ancient historical town with which. I 
have the hononr to be municipally connected been inexcusably ignored ? Do not the two 
junior Knights of the Order of the Garter .owe their present proud position , as much to the 
actiou of the Provinces as' to the infi[uence of the Metropolis ? 

Sir, we expected Lords Beaconseield and Salisbury to visit us. "We had made magni- 
fiieent preparations, strictly govOmed by precedent. Those preparations are now useless. 
We have lavished our money upon oostiy signs of welcome, and the men who were to h€ 


neent preparations, strieUy governed by precedent, xnose preparations are now useless. 
We have lavished our money upon oostiy signs of welcome, and the men who were to he 
f^ted have never turned up! But a time will come; and Lords Beaconseield and 
Salisbuey may yet have reason to rue the hour when they ignored the claims of Little 
Peddlington I Sir, I will give you the programme we had arranged. 

Pirst, we had decorated our town in the most magn^cent manner. Flags waved from our 
shop-windows by the dozen, with the most appropriate devices. Oux^pnnoipal Grocer 
di^layed, with a “ Welcome to Lord Beaconsejeld,” a gorgeous banner bearing the legend, 
“Try our Best Mixed, at Bs, 6c?.”; and our leading Baker’s shop-front was covered with 
placards informing the world that “ England rejoices in Peace with Honour,” and that bread 
was “ Down ag^ to Fourpenoe ! ” In this way we Symbolised the close connection of the 
event of the dky and its heroes with commercial and mei'oantilS prosperity, and while doing 
honour to our expected guests, did not omit the tradesman’s duty— of advertisiug himself. 


^ But our happiest thought was the decora- 
' tion of the town-pumps. Last year they 
fell into decay, and the order was given 
that they should be removed. We deter- 
mined to^ restore both on this occasion to 
their original grandeur. We covered them 
with canvas, painted in imitation of stone, 
and tin-foiled their handles. But ’this 
was not all. Taking our town architect 
into council, we had prepared and set up 
two models, in tin-foil and papier-mache, 
of onr municipal crest, an owl. 

Need I say that we had a Guard of Honour 
of Yolimteers ? Our citizen soldiers sug- 
gested by their presence the celebrated 
Motto of the great Jingo Party, “ Defiance, 
not Defence.” 

But we kept our greatest coup for the 
bouquet ^ — the speech of our Vestry Clerk. 
To this inteUigeut ofiScer we entrusted the 
duty of welcoming the two Plenipoten- 
tiaries on their appearance to receive the 
freedom^ of our town. I have much pleasime 
in sending you a draft of the speech which 
our Vestry Clerk had composed, and got oft 
by heart, for this interesting occasion. 

“ My Lord Beaconseield. I have much 
pleasure in welcoming you to Little Ped- 
dlington. Take it all in all, your Lordship 
has not done badly. Born without any ad- 
vantageous circumstances, and having to 
battle against the unreasoning prejuefiees 
of rank and caste, you have risen from the 
lowest stratum of societv to equality with 
the nobles of the land. Saving commenced 
life as a clerk iu an Attorney’s ofiS.ee, you 
would doubtless (had you stuck to that 
; branch of the legal profession) have risen 
‘ to the Bench. You have also written some 
highly successful novels, and have thus 
made the trade of literature nearly re- 
spectahk. I will now give you my ideas 
about things in general, and foreign poli- 
tics, in particular. ^ I think, ^ &c., &c. — 
{Here came the opinion^) — I think the pro- 
clamation of Sir Gaenet Wolseley to the 
Cypriots very neat. And now, mj Lord, 
we propose giving you a good dinner at 
the mayor’s house. Be honest and true 
,to yourself and others, and you may rest 
assured that you will long^ retain your 
present very respectable position. 

“ My Lord Salisbuey. — ^W e have hon- 
. oured Lord Beaconseield ; and, in common 
fairness, we wiH honour you— iu a minor 
de^ee, of course, as your Lordship .played 
only second fiddle at the recent Congress. 
My Lord, some of your ancestors were 
Aldermen ; and^ doubtiess, had^ you fol- 
lowed in their footsteps, you might have 
[become (who knows?) a Mayor. But 
i though this honour has not been brought 
within your reach, you have done very 
< fairly; and your present position refiects 
the highest credit upon you. I can assure 
you, my Lord, that we have no reason to 
blush for you : and you know, as^ the old 
proverb says, that when two men ride upon 
: a , horse, one must ride behind. 

“ And now to both of you, my Lords, I 
:ofter the right hand of municipal fellow- 
ship. Believe me, my Lords, we are not 
proud in Little Peddlmgton.” 

There, Mr, Punch I Now I put it to^you 
candidly— Do you not think that in our 
decorations, and, still more, in our Vestry 
Clerk’s speech, Little Peddlington would 
have run London hard in municipal wel- 
comes, had our ancient and worshipful Cor- 
poration had the chance of entertaining 
the Hero of the Day and his subordinate, ' 
the Foreign Secretary. 

If you do not think so, Sir, why then I 
am not Yours, respectfully, 

Boaneeges Bumble, .^derman. 

The Town Hall^ Little Peddlington, 
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PROFESSIONAL JEALOUSY. 

Miss Matilda {referring to her oiew Lawn-Tennis Shoes, Hack, with mdia-rulber soles), “ The woest of it is, they draw the Feet so ! ’’ 
Our Artist {a?i ingenuom and captivating youth), “Ah, they mat Draw the Feet ; but they ’ll JsrRVRR do jvstjos to rorms. Miss 
Matilda ! ” [Sighs deeply. 


ARRANGEMENTS IN BLACK AND WHITE, EROM 
A STATESMAN'S NOTE-BOOK. 

Used, 

W. E. G. A sopMstieal rlietoriciaii, inebriated with the exuberance 
of ids own verbosity, and gifted with an egotistical imagination, 
that can at all times command an interminable and inconsistent 
series of arguments to malign his opponents, and glorify himself. 

JReadyfor Use, 

— B-; — . A political nonconformist, puzzled by the responsi- 
bilities of his own incongruous position, and distracted by the devious 
demands of a paradoxical party, either feverish in factious opposition, 
or inebriated by frantic anticipation of unattainable office. 

R-; — L . A pedantic professor, imbued with the acrimony 

of his own cynical utterances, impotently aimed at reputations 
"beyond his reach, but judiciously reticent of ad reminiscences of 
his own short-lived, though long-lamented official career. 

Sir C D . A titled ' ]plebeian, swoUen into imaginary 

importance by the gaseous inflation of a self-dishonoured name, 
and armed with a pachydermatous insensibility to the righteous 
contempt of the sages of the Senate, though not insensible to the 
titillation of hustings popularity, and suburban pot-house applause. 

Eael G , A mercurial dawdler, idly consistent in de- 

fence of a desperate'cause, and consequential with a wrangling wit, 
which, when aimed at the shield of the Statesman, recoils, to 
its target in the motley of the fool whose bow launched the bolt. 

Lord d M . A shadow bahbler, ever struggling between 

the remorse of the renegade, and the conceit of the scioSst. 

Mr. F . A laughing philosopher, fed fat by the fertidty of 

Lis own unequaded fancy, and gmed with a splendid imagination, 
which is the key to an inexhaustible armoury of wit, humour, and 
safee, whose shafts delight, instead of distressing, the fortunate 
objects at w^hom they -are aimed, and who, while overwhelming his 
opponents, immortalises himself. 

“Peace with: Honour.”— “ Si non S vero i Ben trovato,^^ 


CYPRUS BE-RHYMED. 

For a rhyme JPmch has still held a butt reason good : 
And the best sort of butt 's one of Wine in the Wood. 

Some FTinny has offered — at least so ’tis said — 

A cask of the sweet wine of Cyprus 
To whoe’er finds a rhyme with the Isle’s name to chime 
"Where Lord B. stole a march on the sly Pruss ! 

Though Ryeands may hoot, and Fawcett may shoot 
At the bargain with venom quite vip’rous, 

The Convention is made, and the Bill must be paid, 
And whoe’er the Turk bullies by Bull shad be stayed, 
So you’d better put that in your pipe, Russ. 

Then grin, grumblers, grin, and dissentients conform, 
And no longer, indignant economists, storm 
O’er the costs of ‘^conveyance” of Cyprus. 


Recipes from a Decoration Cookery-Book. 

JUowto Make a C,B . — ^Mix up an equal amount of cividW and 
fibmness, and adow the^ mixture to simmer for ten years. Boil at 
Berlin, and garnish with newspaper trimmings. Serve hot at a 
National Banquet. 

JBmo to Make a K,S,M, <§• S, G^.—With some hundreds of inspired 
questions mix a few partisan personadties. When the questions 
have served their purpose in clearing the mess, draw them off. 
Serve np on^ a European Commission for the organisation of an 
Eastern province. 

Mow to Make a K, 6r.— See Mr, Bunch's Pictorial Life of Lord 
BEACaNSEIELD. 


IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN WORSE. 

The country has been put to the e:)^ense of £6,427,000 for the 
preservation of peace. A high price ; but how many millions more 
would war have cost us, by Jingo ! 
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MUCH PLEASANTER FOR ALFRED. 

Qmistance {adding the last stmic). ‘‘There, Barling! I hope I ’ye forgotten nothing. 
And oh, Alfred ! how irucH, jituch pleasanter to carry oxtr things oerseLves, and be 

ALONE TOGETHER, THAN TO HATE A HORRID SERVANT TROTTING BEHfND US, AND LISTENING 

TO EVERT "Word we sat ! ” 


OUR AUGUST REPRESENTATIYE MAK 

{In Town — Out of Season^ 

This is the time of year to be in To-^, Tf’e are en familU. , People giye jnst as good 
dinners as they did in the Season, and there’s no crush: it’s aH sans fa^on, and a good 
diner-out just now confers a special favour on a host. 

Now one can wear anything in London, without inviting ohjecfionable remarks. I ’ve a 
hat which only appears at this season of the year in London— -my August hat. It has done 
so for years, and is uncommonly becoming, — mean,^ “ becoming uncommonly” old. I ’ve 
also a coat, so worn out, that the only tifne I can wear it out is in August. I think of getting 
up a subscription to revive it. If so, to insure success, 1 need only go round with the hat. 

Mr. Hollingshead’s electric light, bright as daylight, outside the Gf-aietjr Theatre, is an 
attraction to thousands of day-lighted spectators. The entertainment within, is just as 
brilliant. Walk up I Walk up ! Shall we soon arrive at illummatmg our streets with this 
superb light, or is it to he only a question de Lux{e) f Your health, Mr. JoHiir Hollingshead ! 

I lux towards you.” 


“ Battil BattiP^ — ^I mean GIatti, G-attt — ^f or whom Mr.'ARTHUE Sttixivan, M.I)., do^ the 
hatti-hatti-ing— have started their Promenade Concerts at Covent G^arden. With the eminent 
M.B. (this is Doctor of Mnsio— not Medicine, his compositions being the very reverse of 
nauseous) for Conductor, the “ hus^^ ought to go on well, the Conductor singing out, “ Full 
inside! All right!” (N.B.— To outsiders; in i)^ofessaonal parlance is' short for 

“ business.” hio further explanation of the joke will he given.) 


“ Conductor, Mi, Arthur Sullivan, assisted by Mi, Aleked Chllthr,” says the adver- 
tisement. How does he assist him ? Does he give him a pick-a-hack np the stairs ? see him 
carefully into his chair ? fan him when he ’s hot ? liquor him when he ’s dry ? put eau de 
Cologne on his pocket-handkerchief, and when the first part of th6 concert is over, does he 
with his friendly arm aid the exhansted Conductor-en-^Chef s tottering steps down-stairs 


again, and then turn on a lavender spray 
till he is quite recovered ? I must go and 
judge for myself. But 7ny night sh^ he a 
i Classical Fight. In this overpoweringly hot 
S weather give me a Classical Nmht, and the 
; lightest possible drapery of a Grecian pat- 
’ tern. Expect me, Dr. Sullivan, on one of 
vour Classical Fights. I shall come, with a 
boy carrying the latest edition of the Clas- 
sics ; as, if in appropriate costume, I sha’n’t 
have any pockets. Yes, Dr. Sullivan, you 
will “ meet me once again,” and I shall 
catch your eye when you’re “looking 
back.” 


At the meeting of the Alhambra Com- 
' pany (Limited) — “ limited,” you ’ll observe, 
for the line must be drawn somewhere, and 
probably the members of the corps de hallet 
are not included in the Alhambra Company 
when “Limited” — ^it was triumphantly an- 
noimced by the Chairman that this “was 
the first time in the history of the Alham- 
bra when there was £1,600 profit on the 
operations of the musical and theatrical en- 
. tertainments.” Hitherto “the only profit 
; had been 07i the liquor ” “ Drink, pretty 

creatui’e, drinlc ! ” seems, up to now, to 
have been the feature of the Alhambra’s 
success. But how was this £1,600 profit 
obtained ? Well, it appears from the jubi- 
lant Chairman’s speech, that, among various 
economical items, they had saved £320 for 
Authors and Boyalties. Hang the Authors ! 
but who were the Eoyalties ? Surely, 
H. B. H. or the Eoyal Dukes can’t he sup- 
posed to charge so much “ for attendance ” ? 
if so, the Alhambra must have saved con- 
siderably by the continued absence of these 
Royalties. As to Authors and Composers, 
they can’t have got much out of the Al- 
h^imbta lately, as there is nothing to pay 
for Let Fille de Madame Angot, and tiiis 

S iec6 appears to be their staple commo- 
ity. why don’t they start something 
new? Or, if they want to he still more 
economical, why don’t the Shareholders, 
who pay their Directors handsomely enough 
— “ their remuneration amounting to 
£2,200 ” (as Mr. Bolton showed, and com- 
plained)— why, I say, do not the Share- 
holders insist npon the Directors writing 
an Opera among themselves, — ^the Yice- 
Chairman could do something with The 
[ Vicar of Wakefield, — and, if necessary, as 
[a further economy, siaging it themselves, 
t finishing up with a magnideent hallet 
\ danced by all the Directors, who would then 
jbe really doing something for their money. 
The hallet should be called, out of compn- 
rmentto one of their most energetic Direc- 
tors, ZeJa. “An’hedad, Sorr,” says an 
Irish friend, “ instead of a swan, ye might 
substitoot an agleP 


Mr. Fevxlle is appearing as Pierre 
Lorgnee in Proof the Adelphi; and he 
Oiighf , always to have played it. There is 
something in the bills about town (only ’tis 
too hot to read details) about the piece heiug 
“re-mounted.” Is there any arrangement 
made for running it with real horses ? 


SOLVITUH ANDBTJLANDO, 

It may he found difidcult tb ajlju'st the 
grievances of the Parisian Cah-drivets now 
on strike, for it is hardly in: the nature of 
Cabmen to h'e satisfied '^hen offef bd what 
is only fare. In this country,' at least, they 
i always? want more thaA that. 


r Smollett’s Comment.— “Works of irri- 
gation in India ! Fonsense I W orks of su- 
per-irrigation, I call ’em.” 
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^{Monday, August 5).— End of the Session in sig^lit. Talk slacken- 
ing and sliorteiimg ; work thickening and g^niokenin^. 

"Vre do not care -for the people of India. This is a heavy in- 
dictment, hut how else account for the facts about to he given r Do 
we even care enough to know about their daily lives of lingering 
death, from causes which we could so well remove? We have 
taken their lands and their rulers into our charge, for State reasons 
of our own. hTay, the hour is coming, and even now is, when for 
State reasons we are annexing, or preparing to annex, or to reor- 
ganise, or to perfect — ^hy whatever name we caU it— huge and im- 
measurable territories, because they lie between us and them. But 
for them, themselves— these patient, silent, toiling millions of India, 
who scarcely hut for suffering, know their right hand from their 




left, and yet who are so teachable, so readyTto abide by law instead 
of resisting their ‘ enemy the law, ’“for thdr daily lives and deaths 
we do not, as a nation, practically care. Or should we not, as a 
nation, practically rise en masse to see that the remediable things, 
to which good public servants have so vainly called attention, shall 
be remedied ? Have we no voice for these voiceless millions ? What 
is the saddest sight to he seen in the East — ^nay, probably in the 
world ? The saddest sight to be seen is the peasant in our own 
Eastern Empire. But we do not look at this sight— no, not even 
those few who travel in India.’ ^ 

These are not light words lightly spoken in debate, not an ex- 
tract from the discussion raised in the Lords on Monday, by Lord 
HonTUBEOOK on a Calcutta Petition, signed by some of the best in 
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PRO BONO PUBLICO. 

Brown [Bassen^gcr ly the Glasgow Steamer^ 8*30 a.m.). I beg parbon, Sib, but I think 
you’ve made a mistake. That is my Tooth-Brush ! ” 

' McOrahhie {ditto), “ Ah beag years, mun, ah’m sure. Ah thoght.’t belanged to the 
Sheip ! ! ” 


formed and most lugHy-placed natives of Bengal, on the subject of recent increase of taxation 
and expenditure on military charges and public works — ^bnt the beginning of the saddest note 
ever uttered by Nightingale, an article by Florence of blessed memory on the People of India, 
in the Nineteenth Centunj for Au^st. "What weightier comment on her complaint could 
there well be than this, that the Indian Budget is postponed to the very; faggest of the fag- 
end of the Session, and fixed for the day of the Naval Eeview, when it be listened to by 
a handful of weary Members, whom Bwndh could count on the fingers of two hands — ^3 
not of one. 

'W’e commend those who read Lord Northbrook’s Monday speech, and Lord Ceanbrook’s 
reply — ^brook c allin g to brook, hut with little refreshment for fiie poor parched Indian ryot 
between them— to turn to Florence Nightingale’s sad song in the Nineteenth Century, 
if they wish to see what is the normal state of the ryot of Madras and the Bombay Deccan 
between money-lender and drought, and the pitiless grind of the G-ovemment tax-gatherer 
and the Local Law Conrt— how he hangs habitually on the edge of famine, to fall helplessly 


into its guK, under the least downward 
impetus ; unable to save, or to do more than 
secure the barest subsistence in the best 
years, and vith no margin of strength to 
hold him up against tne burden of the 
worst, till the end is written in the ap- 
palling fact of a famine-mortality in Madras 
of between five and six millions. If 1 ohn 
Bull bas to answer for this, and there seems 
too much ground for fear that he, or at least 
the Government, has to answer for it in a 
great degree, it ill becomes him to be taking 
upon himself the reform of Turkish Go- 
vernment in Asia Minor. Who shall say 
that vdth all its sins of omission and com- 
mission, it may not cause less human misery 
than our finely adjusted, and inexorably 
working Indian machinery, which drives 
life down to starvation-point, and never re- 
laxes its pressure till the poor starved ryot 
drops dead out of its elaborate wheel- work, 

[Cojyimons.) — ^Mr. Gorst called attention 
to the case of a native of Tanna hung 
aboard tbe Beagle^ on very doubtful proof 
of complicity in the killing of a white man. 
He objects to tbe system by which naval 
officers are turned into judges of Assize, and 
Her Majesty’s ships into perambulating 
gallows. This brought down the Attqr- 
ney-General’s bludgeon, clumsily rather 
than heavily, over Mr. Gorst’s knucldes. 
After Sir John’s usual style he did his best 
to convert defence mto attack, and to 
maintain positions which have been aban- 
doned by his official superiors. If Mr. 
Smith had got up at first, mstead of at last, 
to say that the Admiralty had sent out a 
despatch calculated to put a stop to the 
practice complained of by Mr. Gorst, the 
Government would have saved its credit, 
and the Attorney-General would have 
escaped another bad mark. 

Lord G. Hamilton, in moving the Educa- 
tion Estimates, gave a highly satisfactory 
Report of Education progress since Mr. 
Forster’s Act was passed in 1870, as 
measured by all its landmarks, money 
spent, numbers of pupils, schools, and 
teachers. If only one could gauge the 
effects of the education as well as the 
figures I 

Tuesday {Lords ). — ^AH the steam powers 
in Tramway Orders Confirmation Bills were 
knocked on the head by Lord Hennikeb, 
Lord Norton chief mourner over them. 
My Lords, who drive their own carriages, 
don’t love trams-steam-trams, least of all. 

The Earl of Campeelown asked for re- 
turns of the Reserve Men who had been 
turned out of civil employments, through 
turning-out in obedience to Royal summons. 
Lord Bury hoped there were none. So does 
Bunch. If the return of Reservists to the 
ranks is to mean starvation of wives and 
children first, and loss of employment after- 
wards, Lord Card'well’s hopes _ of the 
System would seem couleur de rose indeed, 

{Commons .) — After q[uestions, the House 
resolved itself into Committee of Ways and 
Means. 

Sir Staeeord NoETticcoTE presented Ms 
little Bill— the first instalment of the cost 
of peace VTith honour. The Government 
has spent some £400,000 over the Six 
Millions. There is a deficiency of £4,306,000 
to he met, of wMch rather more than half 
will have to he raised, the other half being 
already provided for. But Sir Staeeord 
does not mean to come upon John Bull for 
tbe money. The little Bill can stand over. 
The Two Millions will be provided by 
Exchequer Bills. Something will turn up 
in the course of the next two years to wip® 
’em out without our feeHng the operation. 
Everything is for the best m the arrange- 
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ments of tliis best of aU possible GroyenimerLts. So, in spite of a 
groan from Mr. GuAPSTOifE, and a ^owl, accompanied with a good 
sliow of damaging precedents, from Mi\ Childebs, the House jumped 
to Sir Staffokd’s proposal to rene’W the little Bill instead of paying 
it. Of course Mr. Etla2?i>s doesn’t lihe it. But what does he like — 
a nasty cantankerous person ? And Mr. E. JENEnsrs wanted further 
explanations ; and Sir G. Campbell, and Sir G. Balfoue were dis- 
agi’eeable' as usual. 

Major iJs'oLJjf called attention to the insufficiency of the allowance 
to the wives and children of Reserve Men. He pointed out that while 
sixpence a day to the wife, and twopence a day to each child, is the 
sum now allowed wives and families of men serving in India, they 
have rations and quarters besides. 

"Wliile Colonel Staxley was speaking in reply, the deep voice of 
the Major wns heard ehorussing each sentence with a hear, hear ” 
so sonorous that nobody could hear anything else. Called to 
“Order” by the House, and hade to desist hy the Speaeee, the 
Major refused point-blank, alleging his right to call “ ‘ hear, hear,’ 
after every comma, if I choose, and every semi-colon,” ^ Pressed to 
give way /he hardened his heart, and re- asserted his right in still 
stronger terms. Ajax defying the Brand of Jove, is the only 
ppallel that occurs to us of the Major braving the Brand of the 
House — the awful and omnipotent Bpeaeee, who in vain called on 
him for an apology. 

In the end, the last reserve of the Speakeb’s power was called into 
play — the reluctant holt was hurled — ^the Major was “ 

This awful exercise of authority is so rare I3iat the memory of it is 
confined to a few of the oldest inhabitants of the House. 

This “ solemn duty,” as Sir Stappobd Moethcote very properly 
called it, haviag been discharged, it devolved on him, as Leader of 
the House, to move that the Honourable and gallant Member, for 
his disorderly interruption and disrespectful conduct to the Chair, 
he directed to withdraw. 

In vain the chivalrous O’Coitxoe Powee, and the self-sacrificing 
Sir P. O’Beiex strove to induce the mighty O’Goemax to change the 
Major key for the Minor ; in plain English, to apologise. He pre- 
ferred to withdraw, and take the as yet unimagined consequences. 

Dr. O’Leaey pleaded that the Major was labouring under strong 
excitement “by considerations of professional wrong,” as Sir P. 
O’Beiek was careful to explain, “ lest the excitement should he 
attributed to any other cause.” In spite of an effort to get the words 
“ disrespectful” and “ disorderly ” struck out of the Motion, it was 
carried, with another, that the matter he considered to-morrow, 
when the Major should be summoned to attend. Then the House 
calmed down sufficiently to return to business. 

Mr. Haytee hoped the Government did not mean to adcmt the 
recommendation of the Joint Committee of the “War Office and Civil 
Service Oommissioners to give marks for athletics in examinations for 
Commissions. Major Aebuthxot thought a combination of phy- 
sical and intellectual examinations would work well. Mr, Campbell 
Bajosueemax thought otherwise. 

Colonel Staxley would give the matter his best consideration, 
which. Mtherto he had not been able to do. But he thought the onus 
prcba7idi lay on the Committee. There had been no complaint of want 
of stamina, activity, or aptitude for athletics on the part of the 
competition officers, 

(Surely, exclusion for physical incapacity would secure all the 
athletics necessary, without giving thews and sinews tpidue pull 
over brains.) 

Wednesd^, — ^Plank-beds in Irish prisons again on the te^pis. Hr. 
MiTomELL Hexet wished to know vmether the Irish Prison, Board- 
bed was going by the Board? Mr. Lowthee holds on to the 
Board, but would be willing to allow an indentation in it in the case 
of female prisoners. But bed-elothes and a night-dress are per- 
mitted. 

(The sooner the Government gives up this stupid piece of severity 


Then followed a touching scene. The Major apologised, and was 
restored to the bosom of his afflicted family. 

What a ^hject for the Artist who in the Commons House of the 
Future is charged to paint the most memorable incidents that have 
transpired in the Comiaons House of the Past ! 

Hp- Billwyx asked for a Select Committee to winnow the Esti- 
mates. The House said Ho, hy 64 to 46. 

Mr. PLaytee moved to reduce the Supplementary Army Estimates 
by £25,000, the charge for huts at Cyprus, by way of drawing the 
Government of any information in its possession about that highly 
interesting island. The Marquis of Habtixoiox followed suit. He 
wanted to know what was the meaning of sending the Tnf^ia.n force 
^ T he C ecaxcelloe of the ExcBpsdtnsE says the garrison 
wifi be 2, 000. "Why^ send 10,000 ? How about the health of the force 
their accommodation ? “ He would not be surprised to hear that 
neither the Admiralty nor the W ar Office could giye any detailed in- 
f ormation.” This Captain Staxley proceeded to prove, by admitting 
as piTioh. General chorus of “ Que didbh alkz>-mm fo^ire dmis ceUe 
isle de CytTiere f ” Hobody seems to know. Perhqps, as the occu- 


pation goes on, the Government may find out. Occupation hy the 
troops will breed occupation for them. 

For the present, all is in the dark, beyond the fact that there the 
troops are, and very hot they find it, and that a good many of them 
are do'svn with fever. 

Thursday (Zoids ). — Several Bills advanced a stage towards the 
happy dispatch of Royal Assent. 

(Go?nwo? 2 s.)— Captain PiM, that “simple sailor,” on Haval Re- 
serves. Messrs. Macboxalb, Buet, and the Home Seceetaet on 
the very unsatisfactory subject of Colliery Explosions — for which 
somehow nobody ever seems to get punished — tlie poor ignorant reck- 
less miners, who are to blame for so many of these catastrophes, 
because they are generally the first sufferers ; 'aud the careless pro- 
prietors or managers, who are infinitely less excusable, because of 
the difficulty of getting the deaths laid at the right door. 

Mr. Fawcett wanted more light on the principles that would 
guide the Government in carrying out the Anglo-Tui’kish Conven- 
tion, and the guarantees for the needed reforms. So did Mr. E. 
Jexkixs. 

The Chaxcelloe of the ExcHEquEE replied that 

“ What the Goyemment hoped was to bring about an agreement with the 
Porte by which eertam specific refoims would be introduced into the judicial 
revenue, and police systems, which, it was believed, would give a prospect of 
improvement to the country.” 

Brave hopes I But how about guarantees ? 

Friday {Loi'ds ). — Cattle Diseases Bill back, as amended. The 
Duke of Richmoxb could hardly have Imown his child, yet he wel- 
comed it with every sign of affection, notwithstanding that the 
“ stain of the Cornmons is over it all.” 

[Commons .) — Bishoprics Bill pushed merrily through Committee — 
undamaged by the assault of the Noh-episcoparis, Couetxey and 
Campbell, and Cowex and Jexeixs. 

Final Vote in Supply taken, and — 

‘‘ Last .stage of all. 

That ends this uneventful history ” — 

Appropriation Bill brought in. The Ministerial Fish Dinner 
stands for "Wednesday next. 

Finis Sessionis clear in view, after eight months of more cry 
and ^ess wool than in the memory of the oldest inhabitant of St. 
Stephen’s. 

HOW TO ENJOY A HAPPY DOG-DAY. 

6 A.M. — Rise 
and take a well- 
iced tub. 

7 A.M. — ^Dress 
leisurely in white 
linen. 

8 A.M. — ^Break- 
fast off a cup of 
iced coffee and a 
wafer, 

9 A.M. — Read 
the first line of 
the first Leader 
of the Times. 

10 A.M. — Read 
the last line of 
the last Leader 
of the Times. 

11 A.M. — Calm- 
ly think over 
what you have 
read. 

12 A.M. — Go to 
sleep in a refri- 
gerator. 

1 P.M.— Go to 
sleep again. 

2 P.M. — ^More ice in the refrigerator, and more sleep. 

3 P.M. — Dine off a cut from an ieed quail and a couple of nec- 
tarines. 

4 P.M. — ^Unlimited claret-cup. 

5 P.M. — ^Lie on a sofa and look at another man smoking. 

6 P.M, — Get into an ice-tub and doze. 

7 p.M.—Get out of ;^our ice-tub and rest. 

8 P.M.— Go'to bed in a hammock slung between two bushy trees, 

, if you can, till next morning. 



Caxaba [after the departure of Lord Dufferin ). — For-LoEX. 


iS" To OosBSSVoirssKTs .— Ediior does not hold Mw.KTfbownd to acknowledge, return, or<pavfor Contributions. In no case can these be returned unless accompanied hy cl 
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WHEN THE BILL COMES IN. 

A BAXL-VU FOB JOHN BULL. 

Am— “ W/ien the Tide comes 

^ ^ ^ the Jingos’ 

'‘Friei^ ^0^^^ he 

^ ITfesh claims I see, 

\’..^ j=^ they crowd on 



Like flocks of 
himgiy birds. 

My heart sinks low, cooled down from glow 
Of Beacoxsfield’s big words. 

“ Oh, Ben,” I sigh, “ canst tell me why 
I ’m bled of all this tin ? ” 

“ The ‘ why ’ you ’ll know, and the ‘ wherefore,’ too, 

By the tine the Bill comes in.” 

Ben winks so sly, w^hile piling high 
IKTew burdens on my back, 

With that fine smile of winning guile 
Of which he has the knack, 

I scarce dare groan, so bland his tone, 

Yet midst the Jingos’ din, 

I feel each cheer will have cost me dear — 

By the time the Bill comes in ! 


EEGINA V. EEGINA, 

(JEveryhodt/ intervening ; or, the next Cmeon the List) 

This was a case of some interest arising out of an application on 
the paid: of the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council to the final 
Court of Appeal, to restrain the Q,ueen’s Bench ‘Division of the High 
Court from issuing prohibitions against tbeir monitions. The Parties 
appeared in person. 

The Lord President commenced his opening statement by saying he 
knew a prejudice existed against a plaintiff who insisted on conduetnig 
ids own ease ; hut as he wished particularly to test his own judicial 
status, about whicb so many higbly impleasant things had been 
already said, he was determined at least to find out “ who he was.” 

The Lord Ultimate Justice interposing, said he hoped there would 
not be any attempt at elucidation of any indivividual Judge’s status 
introduced into the argument. The question before the Court was, 
i “ Who on earth are the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council ? ” — 
That at least was the only issue to which he could direct his attention. 

The Lord President. — I think, my Lord, it would he just as well 
if you were to direct your attentiou to the limits of your own juris- 
diction. We shall certainly raise that question at a later stage. 

The Lord Ultimate Justice, — ^That is a very candid announcement, 
my Lord President ; and though I and my learned brother constitute, I 
believe, the highest Court of Appeal in the kingdom, I have no hesi- 
tation in saying that I am disposed to join issue with him on every 
possible aspect of this amusing and contusing case. What, I should 
Hke to know, is the value of a judgment passed by such a tribunal as 
what used to he called the Court of Q,ueen’s Bench ? 

The Lord Chief Justice submitted that that was not the question 
before the Court. The Court of Queen’s Bench had rather a 
more respectable foundation, he hoped, than the Court of Arches. 
{Laughter.) 

The Lord Ultimate Justice. — Or, as no doubt the defendants in 
this cause would add, the House of Lords. {Renewed laughter.) 

The Lord President then proceeded with his case. He said that, 
after aU, the ques ion submitted to the Court was a very simple one. 
It might be broadly stated as follows : Ought a set of Judges, who are 
handsomely paid in order that by their precept and example they 
may exalt the dignity of Justice, to descend to what he must term 


“ procedure’ by practical joking?” It was too bad. He and his 
learned colleagues regarded the late action of two of the Justices 
of the Queen’s Bench Division as nothing short, at least, of tMs. 
He could only say, on behalf of the Judicial Committee of the Privy 
Council, that if the Couit to which they now appealed could give 
them no remedy, and they were to be held up as a laughing-stock 
without any sort of redress, they should know how to take_ their 
revenge, ihe Exchequer Division had had far too quiet a time of 
it latmy ; and he would like to know, for one, what was the present 
market value of a decision of the Lord Chief Baron. ^ 

The Lord Chief J ustiee objected. If this sort of sifting were to go 
on, they should soon get a definite view of their respective jurisdic- 
tions, and he appealed to the Court to say whether this would he 
likely to add to the solemn mystery of justice, or to exalt the public 
respect for that complicated procedure which was, if not its brightest, 
at least its most costly jewel. 

The Lord Supreme Baron here interrupted. He said : I think 
it right, upon hearing that statement, to mention that I have, during 
the progress of this ease, been indulging in some considerable scruples 
as to my own position in this Court. I shall, therefore, now refuse 
to grant any application until I am assured as to the nature of my 
jurisdiction. The rule must be refused. 

The Lord Ultimate Justice. — Nonsense. I don’t concur for an 
instant. I am only too happy to add to the confusion of this cause. 
You may take a rule — or two, if you like. 

The Lord President. — Yes, my Lord, if we can find them. 
{Great laughter.) 

The proceedings then terminated. | 


THE AEMS OE CYPEUS. 

‘‘It is interesting to note tliat the arms of Cyprus are borne on one of 
the shields on Queen Elizabeth’s tomb in Westminster Abbey, viz., 
liuTTif of ten iirg. and az., ovtr all a hon mupant gu., crowned or.*’ — 
Athemv'um. 

■Whebe good Queen Bess’s honoured bones 
Sleep in the Abbey’s gloom, 

The Arms of Cyprus grace the stones 
Of her emblazoned tomb. 

In argent fair and azure bright 
Barry of ten behold ; 

O’er all, a lion rampant, dight 
In gules, and erot\Tiea with gold. 

Pair emblem of the happy fate 
That now on Cyprus shines, 

And in our rich Protectoratej 
Ee-opes her long- closed mines. 

And what if British Lion’s gules 
Be toned to a dun-brown ? 

Besides the crown upon Ms head, 

His inu’se holds many a crown. 

Sharp Cypriotes, who Jews can squeeze, 

Armenians confound, 

That Lion of his crowns to ease, 

And eke half-crowns, are hound. 

With cunning thus in coat eonfest, 

Lunch Heralds’ pardon begs, 

If he with deference suggest 
The Isle’s Arms should he Legs. 


A lyCissing liink. 

John Evans, D.C.L., &c., &c., in Ms Address, as President of 
the Oeological Section or the British Association at Duhlin, refers to 
one member of the group of quaternary as “far more 

abundant in Ireland, than in England or Europe — the Megaceros 
— ^wMch has rightly received the appeEation of JECibernicusL It 
is strange that Mr. Evans should have omitted to notice another 
distinguished member of the same group, wMch ought to be far 
more abundant in Ireland than in any other part of the world, the 
peculiar family of the Bos Taurus winch has also won world- wide 
fame under the epithet JELibernicus. 

If the Irish Elk be so common in a fossil state, surely fossil speci- 
mens of the Irish Bull ought to be forthcoming, if sidfieiently 
looked for. 

Greece Asking for More. 

Gbeece has a past ; who denies or defames it ? 

Greece has a future, ’tis Lord B. proclaims it. 

But besides past and future, Greece asks for a present, 

Epirus, Crete, Thessaly ! Isn’t she unpleasant ? 


TOL, IXXV. 
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“the unkindest cut of all.” 


The Maj(yr, Would you Adyise me to have these eew Hajes in Front cut off ? ” 

SCaircuUer, TJ— m Well, Sir— I should ’esitate before I sacrificed my honly Hornament ! ! ’’ 


Mondai/, August 12. — St. Grouse’s Day, and Parliament still 
sitting ! No wonder the birds are buoyant under their brief respite 
from the Parliamentary great guns. Alas, * ‘ Peine,^ — like ‘ ‘ Plaisir ” 
— ^^differee n^est pas perdue^'^ as the poor grouse will find next 
week, 

{Lords .) — Lord Truro on the Police Force. A quelque chose 
malheur est hon. Freq^uent burglaries on his mansion at Blackheath 
haye given Lord Truro an intelligent interest in the Force that so 
lamentably fails him. He now comes forward as the friendly critic 
of the Bobby, and as the “Parent, Guide, PMoso;^er and Friend” 
of the Commission which is about to sit on him. He suggests inter 
alia that Model Lodgings should be provided for the Police, when 
Metropolitan street improvements are a-making. At present our 
view of the Bobby at home is chiefiy in the character of warming-pan 
of the “House to Let,” or loctmi tenem for the family out of town. 
It would be much if the pubHc could see the Force as the model 
Lodgers of Model Lodging-Houses, A-l’s iu their interiors, and never 
on the beat at home, as but too many males of the married masses 
are apt to be. 

The Duke of Rickmond said the Commissioners should have the 
benefit of Lord Truro’s wise warnings and sagacious suggestions. 

{Commons .) — “ Have the Russians crossed the Oxus, on their way 
to Merv, in dangerous proximity to our North-West Indian fron- 
tier ? ” asks Sir C. Dilke. “ Has a Russian Resident been received 
at Cabul ? ” asks Mr. C. B. Denison. “ Not knowing, cannot say,” 
answers Mr. Bourse, for the Foreign OfS.ee. “ But if they are up 
to any little game on the Oxus, or m Cabul, the Foreign OflS.ce has 
its Eastern gre on them, and will, no doubt, in due tune know all 
about it.” For the moment F. 0. knows nothing about anything, or 
knowing, cannot say. Further questioned, through said Honourable 
Mr. Bourke, F. 0. declares that it has not heard^ that the Porte has 
refused, or means to refuse, Greece any reetiftcation of frontier, for 
aU the recommendations of Congress. Sir Charles means to go on 
asking questions, till he arrives at more satisfactory answers. 

Mr. Gourlet, thus encouraged, has also taken to ask questions, 
about the departure of the British Fleet from Turkish waters. 
“ Britannia will withdraw her chickens,” says the Chancellor of 


the Exchequer, “when Russia calls off her bears ’’—which he 
hopes — and so do the Turks, and so does Jir. Putich — ^will be soon. 
As yet Chickens and Bears confront each other. 

Mr. Forster procured the House the painful pleasure of hearing 
the history of a little BiU, birth-strangled between Lords and Com- 
mons. The tragic tale is beyond the grasp of prose — indignatio 
versiim. 

The Tragedy op the Poor Lavt Amendment Act ( 1876 ) 
Amendment Bill. 


Twice the Lords, too proud to bend 
Their Amendments to amend, 

In the Commons’ face, full smack, 
Their Amendments flung them back ; 
Till, as Lords and Commons crost, 
Mellor’s Bill, behvixt them tost. 
Caught in Lords and Commons strife, 
Yielded up its little life. 

New life for it none may see — 

Dead it is, and dead must be ! ” 


Jtf}'. C. Leiois. 

Mellor had a little Bill ; 

If not dead, ’tis living scill. 

Where is Mellor’s little Bill?” 

Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

“ Twice the House has talked its fill 
Over Mellor’s little Bill. 

Twice the Lords that Bill amended ; 

Twice the Commous-Honse, offended 
Lords should so their work undo, 

In their face the Amendments threw : 

Intermediate Irish Education Commissioners named. A happy 
family — three Catholics, three Episcopalians, and one Presbyterian. 
(“ They don’t want to fight, but, by Jingo, if they do ! ”) 

Mr. C. Lewis for the boys of Londonderry, Mr. Newdegate for 
the High and Dry Protestants of "Warwickshire, Mr. Courtney for 
the Doctrinaires of Devonj non obstantibics, the Bill passed 
triumphantly through Committee — the one “rapid Act” of the 
Session, and that an Irish Act !— amid an unprecedented chorus of 
discordant voices for once harmonious. Well may the poet say, 

‘‘ The sweetest music is from discord bred.” 

The Bill is to secure payment hy results. If its result be to show 
us for once Roman (Catholics and English Protestants working 
together in harmony for the promotion of better Education — ^in the 
schools of both — ^who shall say that any payment can be too high 
for such a result, though it took two millions instead of one of the 
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GRATIFYING, 

Young PeTson [ajg^lging for Kousemaid^s place, where a Footman was Tcep\ objected to 
Children, was engaged to, and visited by, a most ^spectable Young Mam, in the ^Orse Artillery, 
and with a fortnight's Character from her Iasi Place, but who altogether does not exactly 
suit), ‘ I RUALLT HAM SORRY, M'UM, FOR I RATHER LIKE YOUR ApPEARAKCE, M’UM ! ! ” 


Irisli Protestant Clmrcli surplus. But -what a liTeiiaesis! The proceeds of that 
Ctoeh employed to pay the expenses of an Education scheme hy which Irish Eoman 
Catholies will chieny henefit, and that hy the Act of a Conservative G-overnment ! 


r«esc^fl.y."-Lords and Commons at sea— dancing attendance, to the music of wave 
more rough than was agreeable, on BniTAi^ifiA’s Naval Review of Her Coast-Guar( 
brood of chickens, the Particular Service” Sq[uadron, under Admiral Key, a 
bpithead. It was very spiteful of Britaotia not to rule the waves straighter for thi 
oce^n. She and Nettutie and rude Boreas spoilt the show between them. 

While the Comnmns were steaming back sick and tired from Portsmouth, a Hous( 
had been kept, by Black Rod’s summons of a handful of the Commons to the House o 
Lords to hear the Royal Assent given to a batch of belated Bills. And then, to i 
beggarly account of empty benches, Mr. Stanhope rose to disburden him of hi! 

concluding farce of a played-out House and an expiring Session. 

Mr. lAWc^T criticised Mr. Stanhope’s figures, and protested, m the name o: 
economy, against r^ldess expenditure and cooked accounts, with a courage and spirii 
^ better House and a more attentive audience. 

Who cares, for Budget or critic? “All’s well” (says Mx. Stanhope), — “Thai 
ends well,” add Mr. Pawcbtt and iTn P^mc7^, 

languid interest in the entertain- 
iltfn Mance-Sheet, so long as the few who come understand whal 

is not to be governed in England. The thinner the 

England, if she 

about ^ia,^derstands wbat is best for her great depen- 
left, unhampered by House of Commons critics, to the viceroy and 
Indian Secretary of State, and their respective Councils. 

Puplie “Works, and provision for Famines, pasi 
Commons leave.such matters to those whom they concern- 

eiAgitened Empress md a paternal Goverament. “ So it is 
OT “ rAWCEM, that he shordd fldgel 


Wednesday {Lords),— k. Sign of the Time. My 
Lords sat at three o’ clock, [and, after a few minutes’ 
work, ‘ ‘ adj ourned during pleasure. ’ ’ Met again at 
six, and adjourned again (during i)leasure, we pre- 
sume) , at hve minutes past. Yet in this brief time 
they knocked off a Second and a Third Reading 
and three Committees. Only let the Commons go 
and do likewise two or three nights a week, and 
they might “adjourn during pleasure” for the 
rest of the Session. 

(Oo?nmons.) — How about sickness among our 
soldiers at Cyprus? It is hard to reconcile 
Colonel Stanley’s reports, and I)az7y News^ Corre- 
spondent’s. Here is the latter’s hospital return : — 

“The 4:2iid Regiment has 170 on the sick list; the 
101st has 130. Six artillery officers are down. Of 136 
sailors and marines sent to Nicosia 84 are fever-sti'icken. 
One officer and 19 marines tent to Baffo were there for 
three weeks, and are now all in hospital. A detachment 
of sappers sent into the interior was found helpless in a 
farm-house, every man being delirious with fever. In 
all abont 25 per cent, of the white troops are fever-stricken. 
About two-thirds of the medical force are also down. 
The fever is not deadly, but those attacked cannot quite 
recover while they remain in the island.” 

How the Secretary for War can say, in the 
face of these figures, that he cannot say there is 
any cause for anxiety, it is hard to understand 
for those outside “ the Office,” who do not know 
the difficulty^ of disturbing tbe normal serenity of 
the official mind. The poor soldier in Cyprus may 
sing — “Jn me tota ruit Venus — at jfever-lieat, 
too ; and all the calm confidence of Colonel Stanley, 
and the couleic7'-de-rose reports of Sir Garnet will 
neither cool his burning brow, nor moisten his 
parched lips, still less give comfort to his anxious 
friends at home. As Punch said last week,“ Que 
diaUe allaient-^ilsfaire dans cette %le de Cythere 9 ” 

F. 0. knows nothing yet about tbe dispatching 
of a Russian Resident to Cabul. It seems likely 
enough that the reports of Russian movements, 
both Diplomatic and Military, in Central Asia, 
refers to the pre-Peace Congress period. None the 
less our Jingo journals are keen in working them 
up into war-material. 

Mr. ,SAMxrELSON called attention to a painful sub- 
ject, which demands more notice both from the 
Government and the Public, than it has yet re- 
ceived, the murder and mutilation of Mr. Ogle, the 
Correspondent, in Thessaly. Our Govern- 
ment have directed and held an inquiry, but as 
they could not, or, at leastj would not guarantee 
impunity to the witnesses, it seems very doubtful 
if tbeir inquirers have got, or could have got, 
at the truth. They have promised to direct fresh 
inquiry, with powers, it is to lie hoped, to ensure 
due protection to witnesses. The friends of Mr. 
Ogle have good reason to be grateful to Mr. 
Samxtelson for bringing the Government to this 
point. So have aU. British subjects who feel it 
of moment that foreign, and, above all, barbarous 
Governments, should he taught that the life of 
a British subject is a sacred thing. When that 
British subject happens to be a man discharging 
dangerous duty in a heroic spirit, bis life should 
be doubly sacred. As it is, there has been a nasty 
disposition visible to impute blame to Mr, Ogle for 
his very courage and humanity, and to add some- 
thing very uglily like, “Sarve him right!” to 
the vague official verdict of “Found Killed; 
but how, when, or by whom, no evidence is forth- 
f coming.” ^ 

Bishoprics Bill read a Third Time by 63 to 20,— 
Ginx*s Baby protesting to the last, 

Thursday (Zcr^fe).— Last day’s work. Sing “0 
be joyful ! ” Standing Orders dispensed wifli for 
once-^acc even Lord Rehesdaxe. Appropria- 
tion Bill and Expiring Laws Continuance Bill 
rattled merrily through all their stages in a sitting. 

[Commons j ) — ^Notices of Motion — for next Ses- 
sion. Thank the House’s stars, and Punch loose 
points are being “fiemished down,” and ends of 
questions coiled away. Punch, happy in the pros- 
pect of his holiday, bursts into song, like his own 
Kttle bird ; — 
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“ The Goveinmeut don’t mean to find, noi 3et to make, occasions 
To re-establish with the Pope diplomatic— or other — relations ; 

The Turkish troops still hold Batoum, which P. 0. much amazes, 

But England has no intention of taking in the Lazes. 

Sir Austin Layasd will do his best— Herculean operation ! — 

To induce the Grand Tizier to take Crete into consideration. 

There has been a good deal of fever among the^ C\"prus garrison, 

I But, on the whole, it has been drawn mild, and is now “ en proces de guirison^ 

Sir G. Botvyee shot a last shot at the Territorial "Waters Jursidic- 
tiou Bill, but missed his mark ; and the Bill tvas read a Third Time. 
Henceforth, -when a forei^er violates our law within three miles of 
our shores he will be punishable for it, as he ought to be. 

Lord C. Beresfobb gave a full account of the operations for the 
raising of the Burydice, and the difficulties which had retarded 
them. The poor ship is out of the hole at last, and everybody’s wish 
must he that her unfortimate captain and the Dockyard Authorities 
who have had to do with the sinking of her, first, and the raising of 
her afterwards, should be in the same position as the ship. 

So let bell be rung, 

And Le Mortitis sung 1 

The persistent Courtney had a last pitch into the dealings of the 
South African Government with the Transvaal. Bunch can only sing, 
Annexation is vexation, 

Division is as bad — 

Shepstone (Sir T.) he bothers me, 

And the Boors they drive me mad.” 

Xever was a harder BEECH-nut for the industrious Secretary for 
the Colonies to crack. “Of two evils choose the least” is a good 
rule. The difficulty in this case is to say, between annexation 
and independence, which evil is the least, they are both such 
whoppers 't 

Friday. — Parliament Prorogued by Royal Commission. Commons 
whippecf into Lords’ House by Black Rod to hear Oueen’s Message: — 

My Loeds and Commons, 

Par oft' seems the day 

■When, wishing peace, we met to face aftrav. 

To calm the twitteis bred of War’s alarms, “ 

We gladly threw ourselves in India’s arms ; 

But as they ’re happily not wanted, home 

We ’ve packed them, post-haste, o’er the Red Sea foam. 

May the Monsoon and heat no cholera bring, 

And then “ All ’s well that ends well ! ” we may sing. 

The Powers for Congress at Berlin have met; 

High hands have there to protocols been set, 

Whence, let us hope, the flower of peace may bloom — 

Por which, just now, see Bosnia and Batoum. 

Greek h.»s met Turk, but not for tug of War — 

The tug of Peace Hellas finds harder far. 

We Avith the Turk have signed our own Convention, 

Which, like a certain place we never mention, 

Is paved, throughout, with the best good intention. 

By it we ’re bound to guaid the Asian border, 

"Within which he binds to keep order. 

These obligations both alike accept — 

We must ask Time to show how they’ve been kept* 

Meanwhile, to mark the end of Europe’s quarrels, 

A Cyprus wreath we ’ve twined for lack of laurels. 

“ Fax cum honors'^ at Berlin we’ve won ; 

And “ Tax cum oners ” has now begun. 

Gentlemen op the Commons, 

Thanks all round; 

We ’ve asked for money : money you have found. 

My Lohds and Gentlemen, 

Too well one knows 

Queen’s Speech propose,’^ but Parliament “ disposeJ^ 

Of English Bills passed into Acts the amount 
Upon one hand’s four fingers yon can count. 

There’s one for Factory Laws consolidating : 

(Me that provides for Imad-repair and Rating : 

One with what ’s left of Cattle Plagues’ big Bill: 

And one to make four Bishops, if you will — 

But by quite voluntary conmbution — 

The thing to save the Church from dissolution I 
Of the three Acts for Ireland— favoured nation — 

One — that for Intermediate Education — 

Passed, wondrous to relate, with no opposing ; 

JSot so the one for Sunday-shebeen closing. 

That such Acts should pass is a thousand pities — 

True, it leaves out the five chief Irish cities. 

The third Act makes the Public Health its care ; 

Por that there ’s room in Ireland, and to spare. 

For Scotland, — ^happy land of oatmeal-cakes, 

Where no Home-Ruler’s clique disturbance makes, — 

Prom tolls on bridge and road henceforth made free, 

To good account she ’ll turn each saved bawbee. 

Her Education Acts, too, have been bettered, 

Her schools and hospitals firom clogs unfettered. 

Now to home-pleasures, and home-duties fall — 

So, good-bye I Happy holidays to all I 


ANOTHER NAVAL REVIEW. 

T here was one Haval Review 
on the twelfth ; there is 
another before PwwcAatthis 
'' ^ moment, beinga Review by 

^ Henry P. Watt, Master 

' ' II ' Mariner^ ^J_of ^the State^of th| 

; published at ’Liverpool. This 
hook^ of^seven^-one 

: superfluous word in it, deals 

Hi exclusively with our un- 

armoured sffips (^^1000 tons 

"My gives very clearly and calmly 

Hr ' 6>tated reasons for his con- 

elusion, that this portion of 
Navy is not what it 
ought to he, and that a great 
deS of the^mcmey spent^upon 

he goes through the list oi* 
our wooden ships built since 
/mm - 1867, comparing the strength 
speed, power, cost of 
— building, and repairs, and 
actual performances of each, 
with those of first-class 
merchant vessels of the same tonnage. This comparison^ lands the 
Admiralty and its CJonstructors awfully on the wrong side of the 
balance-sheet. 

Another section of the hook, devoted to ^e important QLuestion of 
Naval Education, gives reason for the writer’s conclusion that the 
Admiralty is as much out in its bmlding up of Queen’s officers 
as of Queen’s ships. 

Now, it is no doubt easy to find fault. But it is not easy to give 
such fair and forcible reasons for your fault-finding as H. P. Watt 
seems to Punch to have given in his Naval Review. And not to Punch 
only. A Rear-Admiral of longer and more various sea-service than 
any officer of his rank and standing, after reading Mr. Watt’s 
pamphlet, said in PuncBs hearing, “ He is right, as far as I can 
make out, in every point, except in bis over-insistanoe on lengtbiness 
as a quality in sea-going ships. That, I tbink, he pushes too far. 
Por the rest, I go along with him, from stem to stern.” 

This rather startling, but decidedly well- written and well-reasoned 
brochure Punch wouldL earnestly recommend to his nautical readers 
in general, and to Mr. T. Brassey in particular. Something ought 
to come of it. 


RITUALISTIC RUMOURS. 

The triumph achieved by Mr. Mackonochie over Lord Penzance 
and the Public Worship Act, has of course tended very much to , 
encourage Ritualist Clergymen to set the law at defiance. It is said 
that they have the following steps in contemplation : — , 

To erect in every Church a Roodloft enriched with Images. 

To adopt the use of Holy Water, and to provide every Church 
with a receptacle for that fluid. 

To set up a Confessional Box in all Churches and Chapels. I 

Habitually to wear all the vestments in use amongst the Romish 
Clergy— especially tiaras exactly resemhHng the Triple Hat of the 
Roman Pontifi, by way of symbol that not a man of them cares a 
Benedidte for his Bishop, hut that every one esteems himseH his 
own*Pope. 


Sijrplice and Surplus. 

(C. Lewis and Newdegate loquuntur.) 

The Irish Education Bill 
Can you wonder we run down. — 
Irish Ciiiirch Surplus when it turns 
Into a Jesuit’s gown ? 


Between Advocates and Architects. | 

(/Eigh and Low.^ j 

Surely it would be possible to conduct the controversy between 
high-pitch and low-:pitch roof at St. Alban’s without getfeg into j 
such a high-pitch of tem;per and low-pitch of courtesy ; in short, 
without such a flinging of pitch by the advocates of either style of 
roof at those of the other. 




INDUCTION. 

SyMa, “There go Uncle George, and Aunt Mart, and the Babt! What a fuss they make about that Baby, to be sure! ” 
Daisy, “People always make a Puss about their First-born, and always have ever since the World began.*' 

Sylma. “I don’t suppose Adam and Eve made much Puss about Cain.” Daisy, “Why not?” 

Sylvia. “Well, they’d never seen a Baby before, and must have thought him quite an Idiot 1” 


GLEANING GONE BY. 

(Mr. Hawfinch warbles,) 

I REMEMBERS tte Gleaners wlien I wuz a buoy, 

In a smock-frock and trousers o* striped corduroy ; 

"Wbat the rippers bad left, then tbe farmers could spare ; 

And tbe poor and tbe needy went in for tbeir share. 

I thinks I can zee ’um, when harvest wuz done, 

Afield mongst tbe stubble in evenun’s slant sun, 

The women and children in countree array. 

Or to wboam wi* tbeir bundles o* grist on tneir way. 

Tbe moor mouths by tbe projuice o* gleanun wuz fed, 

Tbe less rates wuz required to supply *um wi* bread. 

0, Bumble, friend Bumble, bear that in thy mind ; 

Tbe moor gleanuns, tbe fewer tbe paupers to grind. 

Then the words wrote by Mozus wuz took for plaain truth, 
likewise aU as we rades on *bout Bhwooaz ana Euth, 

^d to strip the fields bare when tbe harvest was o’er, 

Wuz condemned as no better nor plunderun* tbe poor. 

But tbe times for tbe Farmer wuz different from now 
^ tbe dajs o’ my youth, when I foUer’d tbe plough. 
Competition ’a then hadn’t none for’n to fear. 

And to voorce ’un to rake up and scrape up aitcb ear. 

^wuz by band that they formerly cut all tbe sheaves, 

Too much cam, arter gatb’run, machinery leaves. 

as went to the gleaners, now, therefore, by means 
Of the boss-rake, Iheir own selves now the busbunmen gleans. 

^y^t the fields tbe old hedgerows wi’ flowers once so gay 
Hi^b f armun has purty nigh swep all away. 

To impoveridge his ground a chap can’t let ’um stand ; 

As a needs for to till every strip of his land. ^ 


We that bved in tbe old world now lives in a new, 
Tbe commandment o’ which is to scramble and screw. 
We sims sent into it only Life’s battle to fight. 

For the most that we can, to tbe best of our might. 

’Twuz a fur differ’nt tale as we used to be told ; 

But this here is tbe new world, and that wuz the old. 
And tbe gleaners be gone, and tbeir gospel as well ; 
And Eutbs as goes gleanun now finds it a sell. 


NEWS FEOM CYPEUS. 

The Daily News Correspondent in Cyprus states that in two days 
nearly ten per cent, of a certain detachment of troops were struck 
down with fever. If that rate of sickness continues, it is to be hoped 
that tbe retreat of tbe Ten Thousand may not be long delayed. 
Mr, Forbes goes onto say, “ General Watson is effecting a sweeping 
reformation m tbe sanitary state of Larnaca.” But surely some- 
thing deeper than a mere sweeping reform is necessary. There must 
at least be a thorough draining reform before tbe risk of fever can 
be lessened. Unfortunately, tms Eeform Bill will have to be settled 
by British taxpayers. But if Great Britain is to be allowed the 
distinguished honour of draining Cyprus, she must not grumble at 
being caEed on to pay tbe piper. And, thanks to the An^o-Turkisb 
Convention, it is not at ^ unlikely that Turkey may eventuaEy 
return tbe compliment by draining England. Such are some of tbe 
advantages of a spirited foreign poEoy. 


A Tale and its Boot. 

The Times is ^authorised to give an ** unqualified contradiction” 
to tbe report that Mr. Alexander Bebesford Hope is about to be 
raised to tbe Peerage. Punch is happy to add that it was not Hope 
who “ told tbe flattering tale.” 
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I HAPPY CYPRUS I 

T he following letters 
hare been received 
dxiring the last ten 
_ days at 85, Fleet-Street. 
To save postage-stamps 
“ H! - " ibTr.PimcA publishes them 

~ ■ friend to me, 

ready for a lark or a liquor 
if "" . J z:" np. J nst now I am hipped 

: ' ” —down on my hack, don^t 

- . yon know— and I want 

- > yon to set me np again, 
j Ever since I spent what 
I my father left me, and 
! deteirmined not to be a 
P ^ • burden on my mother and 

^ ^ .7 f ^ 

'^- I A Mend bought me a 

' .<Srg- - 'TllT “ J commission in the Army, 

but I foxmd soldiering an 
awfxxl bore. lJefcido& it was esi)ensive, and so I had to sell out 
to settle xvith the moi^e pressing of my dtms. Then one of my 
Tineles put me into a Government Office. But I got sick of that 
in a week. Fancy being tied to one room and one desk from 
ten to foxxr ! So I threw it up, and somebody did something for me 
in the City, ]5?’eed I say that T hate the City ? You will not be 
sxxrprised to hear that I soon came West again, and wi^ the assist- 
ance of a friend had a go-in at the wdne trade. The wine trade is a 
! mistake from a commercial point of view. How can you make any- 
: thing when all youi* old pals keep dropping in, all day long, for 
nips r To make a long story short, I have had my passage paid to 
Australia, and have come back by the next return boat but two. 

I have been offered a share in a seientiffo farm, and once helped the 
sub-editor of a weekly paper for nearly a fortnight. In fact I have 
had all sorts of openings, hut somehow or other all the openings 
have closed again before I coxild make my way through them. 

And now, my dear Punchy comes the pith of my letter, I know 
you have any amount of interest. I want you to get me an easy 
and lucrative post at Cyprus. You can if you like, so be a good 
chap and do, and ever oblige, Yours cordially, 

{Si^necT} A. Eoxuhgstone, 

3Ir, P,^s Minute.— ’Bud. shillings are not in demand in Cyprus. 
The export trade in ne’er-do-weels may be safely left in the hands 
of the native and neighbouring Greeks. Eeqxxest refused, 

246 , Kensal Green Villas^ Norths Korth Kensington., 

SiH, 

Doh’t you think that the Antiqxxities of Cyprus should be 
looked up, somehow or other ? I am rather hazy about the character 
of these Antiquities, and I don’t quite see what is to be done with 
them when foxmd, beyond making a note of. But I shall be happy 
to serve on a Commission or a Committee, or anything of that sort, 

I don’t quite know what the duties of the Commissioners would be, 
except— "I am tolerably clear on this point— to receive their salaries ; 
but still I feel something ought to be done. At least, don’t you 
think so? Cyprus must he thoroughly gone into— prehistorically 
as well as historically, classically, medisevaliy, and moderaly, don’t 
you agree with me ? If so, do kindly say a word for 
Yonrs sinoerely, 

{ Si ^ d ^ PeterYague. 

3Ir, P.’s 3Emite . — Judging from some recent appointments, Mr. 
Yague seems to be the very man for the post he suggests. If Cyprus 
has no opening for his services, bis name might be added to the list 
of the City Charities Commissioners ; or, Better still, he might he put 
on one of the new Eastern Boundaries’ Commissioins, 

Please address, Post Office, PasinghaU Street., 

Me. Potcjh, Sie, 

Ought we not work together ? Cyprus, that freshest, if not 
finest gem of the British diadem, is quite ready for operations of a 
philanthropic character. We really omist do something for our new 


dependency. So to speak, the Cypriotes are waiting to be done. 
Let us be up and doing at once. Enclosed yoxx wm find a few 
prospectuses of a philanthropic description. I would call your 
attention to the Cyprus Children’s Bank, intended for the savings 
and “Httle alls” of the Cypnote widows and orphans; the Cyprus 
Glove Company, for furnishing Cypriotes moving in society with 
wffite and lavender-eolonred kids ; the Cyprus Wedding Cake, 
Mince Pie, and Hot Gross Bun Association, for extending to onr 
swarthy fellow-subjects the blessings of English Civilisatton and 
the Cypims Anti-Prodigal and Good Samaritan Discount Corporation, 
for lending wealthy Cypriotes (on really good security)^ small sums 
of money, at the rate of, say, two hundred and twenty-five per cent. 

The^ capital for working these excellent institutions will have to 
he raised in England. Will you join me in these and kindred 
plans ? We would halve the proceeds. As to the work, you might 
represent the Companies in London, while I proceed to survey our 
field of enterprise in Cyprus. Is it a bargain r 

(Signed) Yours, respectfully, 

Jeeehiah Didulee. 

Mr . P.’s. 3 £ mute . — ^Proposal declined. Perhaps if Mr, Didulee 
refers to recent advertisements, he will find that some of his bene- 
volent schemes have been anticipated by equally disinterested 
philanthropists. 

THE COYEYT GAEDEN OBSTEUCTIOOTSTS. 

The 3aiig Telegraph lately gave us this information : — 

“ CoxTSNT Gaudex Mahket. — ^I n accordance with an order issued by the 
Duke of B BUFORD a fortnight ago, all Sunday trading is henceforth to be 
prohibited at this market.’* 

If the Duke of Bedeoed can issxxe such an order — which soxxnds 
xmeommonly hard for those whose work only permits them the con- 
venience of an early Sixnday morning for their marketing — ^let him 
go a step farther, not oxxt of Covent Garden, bxit in it, and round it, 
and roxxnd about it. Covent Garden is an unsavoury obstruction, 
the roadway round it is almost impassable, and the “ Odour Covent 
Garden ” is worse than the “ Odour Cologne ” itself in its own native 
place. Let his Grace of Bedford determine to deal with this Dis-graco 
of London, and xintil we can have an entirely new Market (the great 
Hebrew Pace will go in for plenty of entries for such a New Market), 
let him get a new broom and sweep it clean, as also the streets round 
about, which are the Market’s tribxxtaries. Such a state of Stinko- 
malee as Covent Garden now represents ought be an impossibility in 
our Nineteenth CentxuT London. 


Order in the East. 

It has been truly said that ^*one of the difficulties in Eastern 
EoximeHa will be to prevent the rival zealots from attacking one 
another.” The meapres aboxit to be taken, for that pxupose seem 
the reverse of promising. The European Commission is to provide 
a local militia and a police force of Christians and Mussulmans in 
proportion to the number of the sects iu the several districts. Let 
us hope that militia will not lire on militia, nor policemen run in 
policemen. 

High and Eow Water. 

** Alexandria, Aug. 15.--Mr. Livers "Wilson will to-morrow present 
to the Khedive a preliminary statement concerning the labours of the Com- 
mittee of Inquiry into the Egyptian revenues. It refrains from entering into 
any administrative details.” 

Egypt’s financial prospects are spry, 

Though the Nile he low, while Pivees stands high. 


More Power to Him. 

Why is Mr. Foestee like the Czae ? 

Because he declines to be stopped by the Caucusses. 

[See the late Correspondence between, the Eight Hon, W. E. F. and Mr. A. 
Illingworth — ^may be had for a penny, but is really a siullingworth.] 


AESOLUTELT HECESSAEY, 

Sir ERsmrE ATaj/— S ie Eeskloj onust get better, ^ Neither the 
House of Commons nor the Coxmtry can afford to lose him. 

How TO KEEP THE WoLEi EEOM THE DooE. y- Make him a 
G.C.M.G., and send him to organise Eastern Poximelia. 

Bosnians ahd Tueks.— B egs and Beggars. 



OR THK LONDON CHA.EIVARI. —August 24, 1878. 



August 24 , 1878 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


83 


ACROSS THE KEEP-IT-DARK CONTINENT. 

OE, HOW I FOUND STANLEY. 

{By the Author of “ Goomupassie,^^ and “ WotamagdoUar^^ “ My I Phillaloo ! ” <S*c.) 

Paet n — Chaptee IX. 

Sunmiit up — Champagne — Kings — Mutn — Natives — Leaving — Cake — Race — Heads — Too 
Many — Off— Description — McSmugginis Wit — Bowing— Heat — Haven — Old Joke — 
American Visitors — Chief of the Tribe — Who ? — Brigand— Dumcrambo — Terror — 
Hesitation— Ollendor fan— Onwards — Bow^ Brothers^ Boic — The Meeting— End ^pf 
Act— Curtain, 

Feom tlie 
summit of the 
hiUj-wehadnow 
before us, for 
thousands of 
miles and miles, 
a magnificent 
champagne 
country, Trhich, 
in accordance 
-with my own 
feeling at the 
moment, I at 
once christened 
Trayseck, 

The King of 
this country, 
who bears the , , 

name of,‘;EHEO ’ T r r 1'> T - ;‘f r 3 _ 

Boto, caineout • ■t' - 3 i c - 

to meet us with 
his brother, 

Jeeei BotJir— 

no relations, as I subsequently ascer- 
tained, to the gentleman w’ho used to 
have the Cremorao Gardens — and ac- 
companied by the two Prime Ministers 
PuinkCBEi and Geay^to, and all the Mag- 
KUHS of the place, as well as by an 
elderly lady, the Q-ueen Mother, whom 
both the S-oyal Brothers respectfully 
addressed as ‘^Mum.’’ 

They seemed a yery uppish set, with a strong family resemblance among them ; in fact, 
as the Printer’s boy remarked, in his own graphic way, “there seemed to be only one sort of 
‘ phiz ’ among the lot.” 

At first I thought we had met with a most intelligent specimen of the savage ; but, 
though they made a great noise at lirst, they were very soon drunk, and then 1 discovered 
them to be the emptiest set I had ever come across. 

We came away with a few dozen of the wine of the country, and as much more as we 
could conveniently carry. 

Before leaving, I made a sketch of these extraordinary people. 

, It was necessary to press forward, as, up to this time, I had not yet found Stak'LET. 

At this point we came upon the extraordinary Tapcock Falls, above the lower basin. 

Here the natives, a very cleanly race, came out to meet us, and offer us refreshments, of 
which we stood much in need. After helping ourselves freely from the exquiritely scented 
contents of the sope-dishes (the specialite among this people, who are amply provided with the 
material in question), and having regaled ourselves with a few baHhbunz (a sort of rich cake), 
we witnessed a race between tmee of the native TowUosses, who ran a course without any 
jockeys. The first Tow^ loss ivsis much cheered as he passed the Grand Wash-stand, where 
we were seated, but the race being a fiat one— more than usually fiat— did not interest me 
much. Besides, I wanted to get on. When I intimated this, the simple people replied that 
I couldn’t “ get on,” except at a hundred to one. This I coui'teously, but nrm ly, declined, 
adding, with unmistakable irony, as I politely bowed myself out, “Mr. Waleee, I 
presume ! ” 

They were a small, but sharp, tribe ; and, after counting heads, I found that they just 
exceeded my own party by one. This decided me. They were one too many for us ; and so 
I determined on leaving as quickly as possible. 

Their costumes were indescribable. One line will, sportingly, sum up this curious tribe — 
c., A small race^ with nothing on. 

After dipping in the lower basin, with another refresher from the a^pc-dishes, we took, as 
McSanroGUsrs the Yentriloquist said, (quoting from an entertainment of his own), “ our dip 
first, and our dip-arter,” and congratulated ourselves on getting clean away. 

After a few days’ rowing in the Arkadia—vn^Sn myseli seated under the awning, cheering 
my men^ and keeping them up to their work, wHch I must say was none of the lightest, 
considering that the thermometer stood at 120° in the shade (^. a., under the awning)— we 
passed one of the pleasantest-looking islands I have ever seen, offering a vast haven of rest to 
the weary and sun-bumt traveller. 

“Now who wiU o’er the downs so free?” I sang out cheerily to my men, who really 
wanted encouragement — “ I mean, who ’s for shore ? ” 

They all held up their ‘hands, except Tieli Winei, the native Guide, who implored us 
not to attempt a landing on this spot. 

“ Why not ?” I asked^ casting a longing glance towards the cool inlets of water, sheltered 
by umbrageous overhangmg trees. 



“ Because j” {he [replied, as though he 
were answering a^ riddle — “because, Mas- 
ter, that place has a very bad reputation ! 
It is full of shady coves.” 
i lltTiwas with great difficulty that I 
managed to save Wie'KE from the ven- 

S ce of’ the crew, who, having all heard 
oke years before, in their early child- 
, would have torn him to pieces for . 
cruelly reminding them of home and com- 
fort,iby his iU-timed levity. McSkuggins, 
the ^YentriLoquist and JEntertainer, was 
specially indignant, as he had used the joke 
so often in his entertainments, that he had 
come to look upon it, quite iiffectionately, 
as his own. 

Tidli Wnraprotested that he had meant 
what he had said, but promised, at an inti- 
mation from me, not to do so again. 

“ Yes ! ” I murmured, half-unconsciously 
to myself, “ I should hke to do the island 1 
“You must get up very early in the morn- 
ing, Master,” answered the snubbed Tieli, 

“ II is your intention ! ” ^ i 

“I have been there and still would not | 
go,” he presently added, with a sigh, “ for 
they know, only too well, under which thim- 
ble is concealed the little pea ; they are per- 
fectly up to the right card to choose out of 
the three j and they are old hands at the 
Confidence Trick.” 

The fact was that some American Mission- 
aries had been there, and judging from our 
thermometer, had found the place too hot. 
They left early. 

“Who is their Chief ? ” I inquired ; for 
his account of the place awakened my in- 
terest. 

M’Yioirru smiled. 

“ WTio is it ? ” I repeated, sternly, for, 
when I am in my imperative mood, I am not 
to be trified with. 

1 “ You do not know, Master ? ’ ’ asked Tmu, 

in utter astonishment. 

“I do not,” I replied, sternly, from the 
steerage. 

“ I will teH you,” said M’yioisytj, with 
an air of importance. “ It is Dumceambo 
the Brigand ! ” 

At the mention of this redoubtable name, 
the Printer’s Boy gave a whack on the drum, 
Tieli clashed the cymbals, and McSsiug- 
GIKS imitated a chord on the violoncello. All 
the others threw themselves into various 
poses indicating intense terror. It was a 
tableau calculated to strike with awe natures 
less impressionable than my own. 

WTien they had recovered, I asked, 

“ Who will go with me ? ” 

A dogged silence was the only .answer.^ 

On repeating my question, and obtaining 
no reply, I said aloud, as if to myself, in 
my bitingly sarcastic OUendorfian style, 

“ Good. The Sailors will not go with the 
Captain. The Captain will go mthout 
{sans) the Sailors. The good Captain will 
have all the gold, and the silver, and the 
diamonds, and the jewels, and the beauti- 
ful treasures in the mines of this island. 
But the Explorer’s companions (^.e. the 
companions of the Exmorer) will have 
nothing. Let the bad Sailors row to the 
shore. The good Captain commands the 
bad Sailors to row to the shore,” 

They obeyed my order with alacrity. 
“Master,” exclaimed Tieli, suddenly, 
“I will go with you. W'e are here to-day 
and gone to-morrow ; and what was to be, 
and what isn’t to be, won’t be,” he added, 
with true Mahommedan fatalism, “ If we 


lose you, Master, we lose everything,” said 
the grateful fellow, as spokesman for the 
rest. He acted as Spokesman, on account 
of his now being the man at the wheel. 

After half an hour’s hard pulling, I 
leapt ashore, and, my men beiag exhausted. 
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I earned away with, me the oars, mast, sail, &c., and then loosened 
the fastenings of the ArJeadia^ which at once came to pieces. I left 


the tap Cot 1C falls ' 

ir<T0 TIU 














the rudder with them, and, as I had got all the bolts with me, I 
knew they couldn’t make a bolt without me,^and so Mt satisfied. 

Rising early, I went to the top of the hill, and saw a man stritog 
an attitude. Haying always a sympathy for the weak, and noticing 

that the man was 
aboutto strike it again, 
and this without the 


smallest proYocation, I 
interfered. 


S The person, thus in- 
terrupted, in his cruel 
^ sport — for every savage 
* thinks he has a natural 
right to strike his own 
attitude as much as he 
likes — ^was in evening 
dress, andbegan^^ forth- 
with, making signs of ■ 
amity to us. 

‘ ‘ He has been out all ! 
night, said McSmttg- i 
GUTS, suspiciously. i 
I know him,” cried 
M’Tiomru, the Detec- 
tive, “from informa- 
tion IVe received, it 

I asked, 

breathlessly. 

^ He replied in a thril- 

___ * ^^DuMcmAJOo the 

Brigand I ” 

DracnAMBo, the Native Beigand, 

Xn ^ming Dress^ making Signs af Amity to w. 

(SVom a sketch taken on the spot. N.B.-^Notice the eye, which is well 
dotted, and gives a double or treacherous expression to the Brigand’s 
countenance.) 


THE NEXT NAVAL REVIEW. 

{By Telegraph.) 

Portsmouth, 8 a.m. 

The morning is tine, the sea calm, and the leaves are per- 
fectly still. Not a breath of wind, fortunately. The Authorities, 
however, are rather anxious. Some of the sailors of the Omnipotent 
have not learned to walk upon the tight rope, and it is feared that 
they may cause that powerlul Ironclad to lose its finely adjusted 
balance and oapsise in consequence. 

10 A.M. 

The Authorities are in high spirits. The whole of the Ironclad 
Fleet has moved nearly a dozen yards without serious mishap. The 
Thunderbolt, however, very narrowly escaped a terrible accident. 
Some careless Seaman allowed a heavy shot to roll on one side, 
causing the vessel to heel over in a most alarming and dangerous 
manner. A light-weight Midshipman, with the assistance of a small 
balloon, was, however, able to repair the mischief before the ship 
turned turtle. 

12 NOON. 

Another mishap ! Some silly Artillery Yolunteers have just fired 
a gun. The concussion has caused a distinct breath of wind. The 
Ironclads are rocking and rolling in the most violent and perilous 
style. They have had to be anchored ; and now the Authorities are 
talking about using Russian air-bags as a further precaution. 

2 P.M. 

A great diappointment! The Naval Review has had to be 
postponed [ Sumeient wind has sprung up to blow out some of the 
Sags. Besides, it is beginning to rain. 


FAIR GAME. 

Actors v. Authors was played at Lord’s last week. We believe 
there is to he a return match. The following is our list of the two 
Elevens, open to correction : — 

ActOi'S. 

Mr. Benjamin Webster (with a very long innings, and “ not out ”). 
Mr. J. B. Buckstone (also a long innings-stumped). 

Mr. John Hare (“ caught ’’-Theatre), 

M. H. Irving (long leg). 

Mr. S. Bancroft (who will score some splendid runs). 

Mr. J. L. Toole (in two pieces — one being The Cricket on the Hearth), 
Messrs. James and Thorne (one run between them). 

Mr. Phelps (long stop). 

Mr. Henry Neville (point) . 

Mr. Arthur Cecil (Captain). 

Mr. Dion Boucicault (will appear as The Vajfipire, a new version 
of The Umpire). 

For the Authors, Messsrs. Bolton and Savtlle Rowe will go in 
together, and obtain two runs. Mr. Pl^che will be Captain and 
long stop. Mr. Wills will exhibit his well-known play, Mr. 
Albert will also give us a notion of his play, “not out.” Mr. 
Palgrave Simpson wiU “adapt” himself to circumstances. 
Mr. H. J. Byron will make a Mg hit, and Mr, W. S. Gilbert several 
with Ms Harlequin “bat.” Mr. E. L. Blanchard, Umpire. 
Messrs. Farnie and Reece will stand in and make some good 
catches. And should any assistance be wanted, a messenger will 
at once be sent to fetch the Editor of Vanity Fair, T. G. Bowles, 
or Mr. Mortimer of the Figaro, who would provide the players with 
stage-directions for his Little Cricket, 

Buie, Britannia! 

Here is the latest assertiou of our naval supremacy : — 

“ A Yacht run down,— The Lively, one of Her Majesty’s despatch- 
boats, had landed a party at East Cowes yesterday afternoon, and as she was 
‘ slewing ’ round to go away, she carried away the cutwater and other parts 'of 
the Royal yach.t Alberta, Tfie Lively proceeded on her course, and had not 
gone far when she came into collision with a yacht that was ‘ for hire or sale,’ 
and immediately sank her, a portion of her mast only remaining above water. 
This occurred in broad daylight. Fortunately no person was on board at the 
time. The Lively then ran aground,” 

After showing such deadly liveliness, suicide seems quite the 
correct thing. But should not such despatch-boats be called 
“ Happy Despatch” boats ? 

Branding' a" Buck. 

Mr. a. j. Roebuck has been made a Privy Councillor, and in that 
character may write “ Right, Honourable ” before Ms name. But 
both as to the “right” and "the “honour,” under the circumstances, 
opinions are likely to differ. The CIueen is, happily, not the foun- 


tain of “ right,” whatever she may be of 
tional sense of the word. 


‘honour,” in the conven- 


Ta OoaESSPOxrniiHTs .— BdUw does not hold bound to ac/cnoufledpe, return, or fay Jor Contributions, In no case can iliese be returned unless accompanied a ' 

stamped and directed «ivt lope- Copies shoo Id be kept. 
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ST PARTRIDGE^S DAY IN OUR PARISH. 

Sporting Itcctor. SATrp.DAY bpimi the Feast of Sr. 

THERE ’ll be MonxiNO Servict: at Eleven. To-!iloTinow, there’ll 

BE THE IJSrAL BiBLE ^MeET ” 

Ditto Qhyrh {in a loud Whisper), ‘"'Hoed on, Pairson I Thu’s 
FORGETTEN t’ PAIRTTwIDGES ! ” 

Deefor {Jmrrlcdbj). “ Hem !— The rsTiAL Bible Meeting ’will not 

TAKE PLACE. — LeT TS SiNG,” &C. 


DARWIiNHSM AXD DOGMA. 

{Song for the ^^Anthropological Section. 

’Twas tlie Sun tliat stood still, G^alileo declared, 

And the Earth, that aronnd him was moving ; 

And we know how at Pome the Philosopher fared, 

Fact, but heresy likewise, for proving. 

Astronomy threw Mother Church into fits 
^By what seemed to her lore contradiction. 

]S"ow it chimes so with chapter and verse, she admits, 
That ’tis taught free from priestly restriction. 

Then Geology made out this Earth’s age more vast 
Than a Sunday School Teacher supposes ; 

And divines, for the most part, awhile stood aghast 
At apparent discordance ^vith Moses. 

But when Saurians extinct could no more be denied, 

Hor the “ flint in the drift ” ’s proof confuted, 

They found truth scientific and text coincide 
Both chronologies rightly computed. 

By-and-by, if we find our first parents wore apes 
That ’tis proved to each soul’s satisfaction, 

Words received in new senses, things taking new shapes, 
WBl be squared with man’s simious extraction. 

And ’twin then he thought only a bit of bad taste 
To inquire if as apes die so men die ? 

Faith and Science, at odds howaoe’er they seem placed, 
Will aye find out a modus vivenclL 


ON HER majesty’s SERVICE. 


BULL AND THE SCARLET CLOTH; 

OR, THE BADGE OF DISGRACE. 

{An anytliitig-rofhcrdhan-laurjhaUG Farce in aumherless Arts.) 

SpEcniEN Scene — The Coffee-Room of a Countrj/ Inn, Cloaked 
Stranger surroioided hj delighted Diners {who have left their 
otni Tables to listen to his amusing conversation) discovered 
discussing a modest meal. 

First Diner, Ha, ha ! A very capital story, Sir ! You must have 
travelled much ? 

Cloaked Stranger, Av, Sir, indeed have I, I know India by 
heart, the Cape of Good Hope is as familiar to me as the i)latform of 
Clapham Junction is to him y-clept its Station Master ; and as for 
Gibraltar, Malta, Canada, or Aden, why I know them all as well as 
I do mine own shadow. Yes, I have been something of a traveller. 
Second Diner, And have read deeply ? 

Cloaked Stranger, Well — yes — a little. The fact is, I am fond of 
books and papers. Wherever my wanderings may have led me, I 
have always found a library ready to my hand—it has formed a part 
of my dwelling-place. But do not put me down as a dreamer. In 
my leisure I have learned a trade. 

Third Diner. So accomplished a man must have done the State 
some service ? 

Cloaked Stranger (modestlg). They have told me so. When dark 
clouds obscured flie siin of niy country’s futui*e, when tlie eclio of 
the storm came from abroad, when commerce was paralysed, and 
labour found itself a climg in its ovm market — then men have looked 
to me for help, and I have helped them. 

Third Diner, And your reward for this signal service 
Cloaked Stranger [with a smile). Chiefly the approbation of my 
own conscience. Xay, do not let me be ungrateful. In my public 
eaimeity I have been Treated well. My health, as the first of toasts, 
has been drunk with enthusiasm at every subscription dinner, and 
the GuiEN herself has gracefully and graciously acknowledged what 
Her Majesty has been pleased to call my patriotism. 

First Diner {with awe). Pray pardon any unduo familiarity, Sir. 
e had no idea we were honoured with the presence of one with so 
great a claim upon our gratitude— our respect. 

Cloaked Stranger, Hay, say not so. There are thousands and 
thousands who have done what I have done. I only ask for kind- 
ness — ^toleration. 

Chorus of Diners, Indeed, you are too modest— you are, indeed. 
Officious Waiter, gm, let me remove your cloak — ^the room is hot. 
Cloaked Stray^ger {icitJi hesitation), Hay, let it be. I prefer to 
wear it. {Aside!) Dare I trust them ! 

Officious Waiter, You must permit me. I will take no refusal. 

\^Ref)wves cloak^ and staids hack horrified. 
Chorus of Diners. A.^oqiovl%\ Shameful! Disgraceful! 

^ [Ex-Cloaked Stranger cowers before the general indignation. 
Officious Waiter {tuniing to Diners). It has never occurred before, 
Gentlemen. 

First Diner {indignantlg). As I am a tailor in a small way of 
business, this is too 'bad ! 

Second Diner {more indignantly). As I am a petty farmer, who 
can scarcely spell my own name, I was never so insulted before ! 

Third Diner {most indignantly). As I am a quasi bagman, dis- 
missed for dishonesty, things are coming to a pretty pass ! 

Fx- Cloaked Stranger. Hay, hear me. Look at these medals, 
these wounds. I have a wife at home, and children, too. They love 
and respect me. Why should you — 

\^The Diners turn their hacks ujjon hbn. 
Officious Waiter, IN'ow, then, you be off ! 

Fx- Cloaked Stranger, Why should I be treated thus ? If I walk 
into a x^lace of entertainment I am told to leave ; if I ask for a berth 
in a steamer I am refused the boon I crave; if I enter a church to 
pray, before I have time to Icneel I amhimted from the pew. In 
other coimtries the garb I wear secures for its owner hearty welcome 
and sincere respect. But here I am diiven, insulted — I know not 

what {excitedly). Tell me why I am treated thus ? 

Officious Waiter {pointing contemptuously to Ex-Cloaked Stran- 
ger’s unifornn). Because you are a Common Soldier ! How be ofi 1 
[Diners shake their Jists at Ex-Cloaked Stranger, and ash to see 
the Landlord ; and a Hecruiting Sergeant, who has watched 
the scene through the loindoio, gives up his hiisiness as a 
hopeless task as the Ctirtam falls. 


ON A FAIR TARADIDDLER. 

You swear your tresses are home-grown ! What good 
To cover your iaho-hair with a £alsc7ioof7 f 


Q. Why is the Gueen’s livery scarlet ? 

A, Because it has such frequent cause to blush at its treatment. 


The Latest from Afghanistan.— The British Government will 
1 not stand any Shere (AH) nonsense I 
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policeman ! Told off to a new beat, 'Twas thought his tramp and truncheon would have quelled them double quick, 

^ perks, But that awful pickle Hekzy is as slippery as an eel, 

. Bobby finds his task by no means such a treat, And young Bozzy’s far too handy with the unexiiected brick, 

1 the new neighbourhood seem most tremendous Turks. For a Bobby so bewildered every kindly soul must feel. 
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Fine to talk of occupation and serene adminis- 
tratioU) 

But the settlers have been reckoning -without 
a stiS-neck*d host, 

So thinks the would-be guardian of the peace, 
in trepidation, 

Eemembering Bizzx’s benison and Dizzy’s 
little boast. 

Peace with Honour ! Yastly fine, but this sort 
of all-round slme, 

Seems a very curious comment on that opti- 
mistic phrase, 

Peace our pressing invitation appears likely 
to decline, 

And Honour lags confoundedly in bringing 
up the bays. 


POETE-MONNAIE AND PISTOL. 

AT:ra2?'TiON has been attracted by the many 
ingenious Yankee “ notions ” on -new in the 
Exhibition at Paris, especially in the depart- 
ment of firearms, which contains divers highly- 
improved rifies ; contrivances for enablmg 
mankind to shoot one another as expeditiously 
and easily as possible. A “notion” of this 
kind, devised by a German mechanist, is on 
sale at an estabushment in Ludgate Circus. It 
might well be called a sweet thmg in firearms, i 
if it were not equally well deseribable as a 
sweet thing in purses. It is, intact, a com- 
bination of purse and pistol, denominated, in 
a Circular accompanied vith illustrative dia- 
grams — 

T he BEYOLVER-PURSE, patented in the 
principal European Countries and the United 
States of America. 

This truly remarkable “notion” may or 
may not have been derived from the original 
of ItoB Eor’s purse, which also concealed a 
pistol, except that the pistol was not used for 
the purpose of self-defence or assassination by 
Rob Roy, but only caused anybody else than 
Rob Roy who might open the purse, to shoot 
himself. However, as to the “ Revolver- 
Purse,” we are assured that, whether strictly 
original or not — 

“ The Article is quite unique, A purse to all 
appearances in size and manufacture (handy even 
for ladies^ contains hidden within its fiume a fire- 
harrelled !l^volver, which can be loaded with a five- 
milimeter cartridge (Eley), In daily use, as a pui'se, 
it simply answers that purpose ; if, however, to be 
employed for shooting, a pressure with the finger 
upon a certain part of the frame opens a valve. A 
passage is thus prepared for the bullet, and the 
trigger is also ready for action. The Pistol sends a 
bullet a distance of about sixty yards. It thus be- 
comes an excellent weapon of self-defence.’’ 

In the days when Hounslow Heath was in- 
fested by TXJBPIN’, pid other viHains of the 
same turpitude, this “article” might have 
been advantageous to travellers. The sum- 
mons, “ Stand and deliver ! ” might have had a 
twofold and effectual reply. The hand ex- 
tending a purse to the hi^wayman could have 
also extended a pistol ; action perhaps accom- 
panied by appropriate words : — “ Here, take 
this purse. But first receive this shot.” How, 
however, improved police arrangements, in 
this country at least, have superseded pocket- 
pistols, insomuch that another sort of gentle- 
man, moving in another kmd of society than 
the British, must he taken to be referred to in 
the anticipation that— 

“The Revolver-Purse being of solid make and 
elegant finish, scarcely any gentieman, after becom- 
ing familiar with the novelty and its usefulness, will 
he without it.” 

“ ^lid make and elegant finish,” however 
admirable, may not alone, perhaps, sufS.ce to 
induce the majority of gentlemen to provide 
themselves -wim Revolver-Purses. Hor, to be 



SECURITY IN SLUMBER- 

Defmceless CUizeii [afraid of Burglars, to Ivis Eomekce])6r, on retiring for the NighC). 
“ There, Hrs. Bines, if they attempt to come in here, you see, the Bell will 
RING, the Dish-Cover will be thrown down, and the Coal-Scuttle will be upset ; 
so I ’VE NO Doubt we shall hear them, at any rate ! And the Man-Trap I ’ve 
SET just inside THE Drawing-Room Door ! i ” 

sure, could a gentleman in a drawing-room, at a theatre, at a hall, or anywhere else in 
England, ordinarily have occasion to use a pistol of any description, and, in particular, 
Revolver-Purse. Still less could a lady neea a purse wmcb would be also such a protector. 
But the novelty of this ingenious “notion,” if not its utility, may recommeud it, as a 
plaything, to not a few gentlemen and ladies. Porte-monnaies inclosing pistols for the 
use of ladies and gentlemen, have hitherto been generally unknown in any community in 
Europe, uotwithstanding that there may be creatures capable of saying that the purses 
of many people commonly contain pistoles ; which the bearers of them make use of to pay 
their snot with. 

Ministerial Memento. — Ophthalmia, it seems, is prevalent in our new Protectorate. 
So now, you who intend going to Cyprus, mind your eye I 
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ACROSS THE KEEP-iT-DARK CONTINENT; 

OB, HOW I FOUHD STANLEY. 

tki Auilioi' of “ Q-jj.n" ; mh,” aM “ Notamagdollar," “ My ! 
Phillaloo ! ” tOc.) 

Part II. — Chapter X. and Last. 

Old Guide — Xew Om — Kiimlimx — Goqo — Tidli — Winhi — On Aqain 


the supernatural ! — not the had in the_ supernatural world, hut the 
Good Spirits, the pure Spirits, which will do no mortal any harm 1 

“But,” I went on, “ do you absolutely disbelieve in the existence 
of spirits in this country.” 

“ There are none,” he replied. 

“ Then,” I remarked slily, “ some one ‘ does ’ your duties.” 

“No,” he replied simpl 3 r, “what duties there are for me to do, I 
do myself. As a matter of fact there are none to do.” 

I didn’t believe him, the old rascal, for his nose was as red as a 
glowing coal. However, I was in a hurry to be off out of such an 


derjid — Commny---RlikMtiirs---Reuerends—Stmnge--An In- ‘‘yfell, your Eeverenee, you’ll just square up for that last 

terview~-A Discmmon Dryness Sh}/ness^SU/ness~—JJ here ts rubber” — ^it had been double dummy — “ and I’m off.” 

Sfanley ,—T/ie JSute T/ie dSew 'D'lbe Black Mtiu—^3Iislaid couldn’t. He oughtn’t to have played, I knew it, and 

Letter Dach Aq a ui— Accounts ^pii‘osj)&ct-—Disp^'sto}i---As- tiueatened to expose him. He implored for mercy, as exposure 
2^rsi(jn^Dijfieicltius to the last Final Tableau Fiid of the -yvoidd ruin himself and family. “Would I,” he asked, “take it 
Lxpedttion. ^ water ? ” I reflected. I fancied I saw what he meant by the 


OiTR Guide up to this time had been the honest and worthy native twinkle of his old eye. I looked him full in the face, and said with 
WiNEi. He had joined us at Xumkum, but left us at Gogo. Here intention. 


he introduced his young brother, Tidli Winhi, who, he informed 
us, would supply his place. At first I thought they must be twins, 
as Tidli was so like Winki. 

^ This morning we arrived at the Great Ehigattur Country. The 
rivers here are wonderful. The district is mainly inhabited by the 
various Teeto Talla tribes, who live enthely on the water. 


“ I will take it out in water, and I will take it in in water, and if 
you ’ll only give me sufficient, I will promise to leave the country at 
once, and not say a word to a soul on the subject.” 

He put his linger to his nose. 

“ I believe,” he said, “ in the existence of bad spirits ; but there is 
also the Great Water Spirit, who is good and generous, and who is 


The Rhiuatturs include all the different races on the numerous only known to a very few here ; you understand, jolly companions, 
water-eoui’ses. The sources of the rivers can be seen from the every one ! ” 

mountains; and though, being as they are, so beautiful, I had “Exactly so,” I returned, capping his quotation, “ and we won’t 
scarcely the heart to call them names, yet I felt bound to include go home till morning. I ’m fly.” 

them^on my new maps (sixpence, plain ; and a shilling, coloured; He took me to his Water-Kurasee, and showed me in a secret cave 
and ei^hteenpence for the larger size, with more places ih zlf), under some water-kuraso, the knowledge of whose existence is confined 
such titles as would at once remind the future traveller of the old entirely to the superior .clergy. After bargaining with him for a 
home, and the new Continent, while giving him an extra relish for his couple of bottles, he then showed me into another cellar which he 


U./4.C? j.\pw , ii gru-uu. HULLiue, tu oue auu-uu, x umxsotiiieu oupero,” x repueu, iianaing my glass to oe reiuiea. Odevoe 
The Improved JForcesteri and so on. I made McSHuaGiNS undo the for ever ! ” 

labels; wMle the Priater’s Boy, who had wa,nted to desert, and We drank each other’s health. We toasted “absent friends, and 
sneak off, but had been watched by M’yionvd the Detective, was long might they be so I ” 

a few sticks — ^his own not included — to be placed at “This is jolly,” said the Arch-Waterkurit, tossing off his fifth 
different points, with the labels affixed. ^ glass. 

The sources and re-sonroes of this jDark Continent are, I have “Very,” I replied, keeping pace with his movements, “ and so 


orderedto cut a few sticks— his own not included— to be placed at “This is jolly,” said the Arch 
different points, with the labels affixed. glass. 

The sources and re-sonroes of this Dark Continent are, I have “Very,” I replied, keeping pa< 
no hesitation in saying it, something fabulous ! Where are the quiet ! Hot a soul to disturb us.” 


JJJ. acLj XJJ.J 3 J.I/, oul/tctjfbviby jUUllLUtVSi YV JJLerc Ulic UiL( 

enterprising people, who will at once start a Dark Continent Com- 


the Manager ? Here as I sit on the top of one forward a figure, bottle in hand, and at first quite unrecognisable by 
01 tim highest moTintams, I meditate on the elasticity of the country, his best friends, being so completely disguised in liquor, 
which I see ao^fcually stretching awety before me for hundreds of Recovering my self-possession, and uncovering in the presence of 
miles. There it is, stretching and growing, like a young baby of a a visitor, I took off my hat ana said as distinctly as I could, my 
country, as it is. , . accent having become affected by the constant use of outlandish 

As to the mines — close to the rivers— they are absolutely over- languages, “Mishter Shtanley, Ipr’shume.” 
loaea ; ahd in the steams themselves you absolutely seethe shining The man staggered forward. It was M’tionyu the Detective, 
ore on the sunace. But I must be silent. Be still, my heart, until {Frwate Diary, I have made up my mind to get rid of M’yiONYir on 
1 can ioim^ Company. ^ first opportunity. I took him as a detective on purpose to find 

£ have, at some tittie or other, imbibed a sort out Stanley or anybody else, and he is always detecting 9 ne. I re- 

Jr Christianity ; that m, from what^I can gather, Chris- monstrated with him this morning, but he says he can’t help it ; it ’s 

tianity as connected "^th the division of tribes into ijarishes. I in him, and that ’show he makes his money. He got a good round 
iancy thittm v^y early days, ^the days of the very early, bird, I sum out of the Arch-Waterkurit, of whom he threatened to tell, 
mean, a Hutch mis^onary trader went astray [here, lost on the calling as witnesses myself and McSiiua gins, who, as a Ventriloquist, 

I imagine, from their caft always command several voices, and we, in the interests oi 
x Baptist, aoconipained hy his ydfe, Anna, Baptist, morality, backed him up, and then when the Arch-Waterkurit paid 

ine trioes are (uvidea by the rivers into parishes, called Water- over the coin, and surrendered several bottles of Odevee on con- 
tincler charge of a sort of Reverend Overseer, called a dition of our secresy and leaving the country at once, Old M’yionyit 
7 / j thing remarkable in their legends is the wouldn’t divide n-ntil he said “ we had got well away.” How Ac has 
aosenccoj alt that IS henef^^ in the supernatural. ^ got well away, and I can’t find Mm anywhere. The Ventriloquist 

u XI ® notbeheye in the existence of any is still with me. Also the Printer’s Boy. We daren’t >0 hack to the 

are superstitious, and^b^^^^ firmly in RMgattur Country as the Arch-Waterkurit, and all Ms officials 

X ® bat they are all water pMltres — and each have been preaching against us, and the people are tremendously 

stieamhasiis own charms for those who yisit^^^^ incensed— though this, I believe, is an ordinary portion of the 

Ine mm oithe tribe — -including their Reyer end Water- religious rites.) 


I had just gone on to a fresh tap, when, from behind a cask, stopped 

T.«xxi.s -L J ..X A X 'x 


lzurits-—^ve> much addicted to spells on the river. 
And,” I asked of theix Chief Splashur — a 


samo w. Batli smd. WeUs,’ which is much I should have gone on with it myself, but that I was preparing a 

an ouY qmet rubber, which succeeded papm for the British Ass-Sooiation, to he read when oaUed for. It Is 


sort of Fpiscopus in with Stanley, 


incensed — ^though this, I believe, is an ordinary portion of the 
religious rites.) 

I haven’t made much by this journey. Wish I could come up 


stored my circulation, just then getting rather W, 
believe in The Imineasufable Good P ” 

^ i^ead,. 


do you not Sun on the Sterio Seoppico frontier.” The people of tMs tribe are 
known as Eotos. There are bad Potos, good Fotos, and indifferent 
IS have most Fotos— human nature being pretty much alike everywhere. Their 


“IVn* Tinf in T'lirt a x cwxwyyou. udB-c tL x’uw, wiuxiuub payufig lor me pnviiege, X uuugjuu 

Immense ^ Immeasurable Good: but we fully believe in the one. Life is valueless among these strange peomA ana often in a 

I was be^innino- fn -FapI Ar.^ ^ i x morning’s walk have I seen as many as a hundred Fotos hung up in 

Theological argument gene- apuhhcplaee. 

it xmtil the thirrl ^-d never eommence I am informed that their views of marriage are superstitious in 

him. How imiek dmner. Besides, I wanted to convert the extreme ; one of the parents giving her consent with reluctance, as 

‘ man lost through ms utter ignorance of the sacrifice of a mother-in-law is considered an act of heroic tdrtne. 
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I E.draet frum Biary—Thi^ eveiiing sent letter to England Ly Llaek Mail, asldna* lor elictiiiu on 
MJiLut. Exploration niubt come to an end, if cheque doesn't arrive. Mine is an im-ciiL<iiiered txist- 
Lii'*e at x>rcsent. I have dratm for the Editor a touching pictui'e of our Avretelied state ; I Tvish the 
- Ef Litor -svould draw something that would touch me. Then how about the Proiuietors r 1 ’ve got reams 
1 f>f their advertisements to stick all over the Eeep-it-Eark Continent'-jubt to enlighten them— but I 
' can’t use them iclthout paste. How to make paste without the tin? Impossible, if they only knew 
: what they are losing. And how about that friend in the Xorth to whom they telegrajjhed and avIio 
wired back Yes ” ? . i t i 

There are several political water-parties in the Ehigattui* country, but they are included unaer two 
head^, the Torpids and the Eapkh. 

! T 1 4t 4, : — 


(lesiaii he' generally succeeds, but not without considerable i)ersonal risk. 

lUit^Eam exifccting some return, per the Black Mail, who has left this evening for England.* 






rP 









The Black Mail (Startino), 




Le\’tino the Black Mail. 

This explains icin/ he never arrived.^ Prom a drawing 
taken on the spot. The two villains ai*e probably 
M’yioxyr and McSairooiXs in disguise. 


weretuimed to Jamziribar.^ Then came the moment of settung up with my merry men. This 
lasted some time, as I had to go into all the accounts very carefully before I could declare a dividend. 

On the afternoon of the fifth day I published a report, showing'a clear profit to everybody at the rate 
of 12^ per cent, per a.mmm on the takings throughout the including the race with Old Scratchy the 
Dark Horse, and the entertainment at Mossi. 

The total amount I proposed to carry forward as far as England, where, being properly invested, 
the dividend would be considerably increased. 

In order to put this plan into successful "operation as speedily as i)ossible I set to work to pack 
up >11 the coin in bags previous to setting sail. Sad and subdued were the faces of those I saw looking 
in and flattening their noses against the panes of the windows, -whieli were as firmly closed as the doors. 
How could I satisfy all the claims f Except in one way, and on this I decided. 

The Printer’s Boy, who was as amenable to kicks as to halfpence, assisted me in mA' manoeuvre, and 
M’yioyyxr, the Detective, also gave me the greatest possible help, though unconsciously. 

I called M’noNyTT to me, and having thanked him in a set speech, and complimented him on Ids 
personal appearance and his generally meritorious conduct, I presented him with a che(iue on the 
United Alliance Grreeuland Bank Company for double the amount claimed, begging him to get it cashed 
early next moridng, so as to be beforehand with McS3knr<3GiKS. Then I summoned the latter gentle- 
man, and explaining to him that he had merited well of his country, I wrote him a draft on the 
North Bank (Regent’s Park Branch), and rectnesting him not to mention the circumstance to M’tiOjSTYU, 
I gave Mm, as an extra douceur, my best suit of reversible traveUmg clothes, my expanding hat, 
patent umbrella, and all complete. 

As I had expected, he at once set ont to see what could be done with the draft, but, it being late at 
night, there was no chance of his cashing it in JTarnzmbar; so he immediately started to make the 
: best of Ms way back to Mossi, Avhere he thought the soft-headed tribes would cash Ms cheque, or 
^ give him beads, gold, a farm and cattle, iu exchange, 

i Then followed exactly what I had anticipated. AU the people who had been bothering me with 
their claims, and who had been hanging about my camp-office all day, seeing they judged hy my 
clothes^ hat, and iimhrella) me on horseback, galloping ofi in the direction of the far West Mils, at once 
procured every available animal, cart, chaise, ibathing-macMne, anything on wheels, or on fonr legs, 
and gave chase. Away went MoSxciGGXisrs, like Johnny Gilpin, and away went everyone in Jarnziribar 
(who had pretended claims on me) after Mm. M’yioimf was employed to pursue the fugitive, and 
as the job was made worth Ms while, he went for Mm. 

^ In the meantime, I and the Printer’s Boy put the Arhadia together, and in the silent night, 
■With bating hearts full of gratitude, we entered the rowing compartment boat of our tight and trim 
The Arhadia, 

* Note by J^itor . — ^This Messenger never arrived. "We wish he had, as we shoaid then have known what to do. 
Pray accept apologies ; tut this will explain apparent neglect. — ^E d. 


As Ave were launching it into 
the deep, a .small croAvd of braA'e 
fellows rushed doAA’n to render 
some assistance. They pushed us 
oif, and Ave pushed them off." 
Then, as they clung on to the boat 
afieetiouately, we shook their 
hands heartily, detaching them 
from the boat’s sides with a 
A^’allcing-stick and a boat-hook 
as quietly as possible, or, as oui* 
sail was hoisted, and the breeze 
was ah'eady inupelling us at the 
rate of twenty knots an houi\ the 
poor fellow.s might haA'e been 
carried aA\'ay miles to seaAvard, 
and HeaA'eM knows Avhat might 
haA'e happened to them— and, by 
the way, IleaA'en only ^ Ioioavs 
Asffiat did, as, 2}erliaps, like my 
Costa Rica Stock, they may haA'e 
gone doAATL to rise no more. They 
deserved a better fate; I Arish 
they may get it. 

But regrets are useless. TYe 
were aAvay, at last, on the bound- 
ing and hoimdless ocean, and as 
with swelling sails, and bursting 
hearts, Ave went with the gale for 
the Bay of Biscay oh (or some- 
where else), we Avaved a long 
farewell to Jarnzmbar, and at 
me A.ir., with a southerly vind, 
and a cloudy skA' proclaiming a 
wading morning, the AAind blowing 
well from the Coast and out to 
sea, we felt all the joy of a moon- 
light trip Arithout any of the ex- 
pense, and at one A.i. The Off-- 
to-jind^ Stanley Expedition was 
no more. The rest is silence; I 
haA’e no cue for going on, and so, 
as I Avant the rest, I take it. 

L’Esrvoi. 

■Where is Staklet? where is 
he ? G-ood title for comic song, 

Ulster Stanley^ I presume 
and if notMng else comes of my 
traA'els, at least tMs source of 
income is open to me. I think 
I ’ ve got a tune ; something be- 
tween 7ny Cottage near a 
IVoocip and another, — as yet un- 
settled. No good trying to find 
Mm here. I shall come across 
Mm in Paris. 

‘ Grand opening for me in Cy- 

■ pirns. May find Staj!?’ley there ; 

‘ but mind, no cheque, no Stanley, 

; If I do find him, I hope I shall 
f find him very a veil. 

ili- ^ K i' 

Ah, Sir! had you but shoAATi 
, a little more trust and confidence, 

; you Avonld have had a great deal 

■ more for the money. 

Adieu ! Adieu ! 

JEditor^s Note. — Our intrepid con- 
tiibiitor has not yet reappeared. The 
Boy has turned up again, looldng the 
picture of misery, and the victim of a 
settled gloom. He has never been 
repaid for the coffee wTiich he stood 
as a treat to the Explorer, who said he 
was going to find Stanley. When 
cross-examined as to Avhere he had 
been, he commenced along stoiy about 
men with black faces and awful-look- 
ing instruments, and of strange sights 
and sounds, and wild sands and rocks. 
B[e has not yet recovered from the 
effects of traveUmg, and is still wan- 
dering in his mind. His mother is of 
opinion that he has not been farther 
than Margate. This Bby has a future 
before him. — En. 
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CRIME AND CACKLE. 

A Deputation of a some^v^hat mixed cliaracter lately waited upon 
Mr. Flinch^ ostensibly to seek bis opinion but more manifestly to 
Jjtate tbeir own, upon criminal discipline in general, and the new 
Prison Rules in par- 
ticular. The deputa- 
tion was introduced, 
in alengthy andmag- 
niloquent speech, by 
Mr. Commissioner 
Caceie. 

This gentleman 
took occasion — and 
about half-an-hour 
—to say that having 
considered the (lues- 
tion from the psy- 
chological, physio- 
logicm, and {esthetic 

E oints of view, he 
ad embodied his 
opinion in a brief 
essay of forty pages 
or so, which, with 
“)*. Flinches per- 
mission, he would 
proceed to read. Mr. 

Funch hinting that 
precis might be pre- 
ferable to full peru- 
sal, Mr. Cackle 
became learnedly ob- 
scure upon “physio- 
logical rest,” the 
“ struggle for survi- 
val,” the “ golden 
mean,” and the 
comparative efects 
of work and worry 
upon the criminal 
mind, his conclu- 
sions being conveyed 
in language almost 
dithyrambic, and il- 
Instrated with nu- 
merous quotations 
from the Latin 
Grammar and the 
Imperial - Speaker. 

His ophiion, so far 
as it could he 
gathered from a 
rambling rh^sody, 
seemed to be that the 
criminaPs chronic 
malady of “ physio- 
logical rest” should 
he treated with a 
sparse diet of beans 
and fat bacon ; and 
tbat the best cure 
for a too easy con- 
science was an un- 
comfortable couch. 

Mr. Gushington 
Fudge considered 
that a Pharisaical 
brute like the last 
^eaker was more 
deserving of bare 
plank and wooden- 
pillow discipline 
than many a poor 
so-called criminal. 

Criminals were the 
creatures of circum- 
stances and the vic- 
tims of Society. 

Soeie^, like another 
Frankenstem, was driven by^ fear and disgust into taking harsh 
measures against the monster itself had brought into being. Society 
owed a duty of care, and kindness, and delicate consideration to 
the^ c rimin al classes, bnt Mr, Ceoss and his myrmidons were re- 
viving the traditions of ToEaTXEJKADA’s torture chamber. Moral 
suasion was the only panacea for the spiritual eccentricity called 



crime ; the regimen of discomfort and short commons was as futile 
as it was barbarous. . , . , t 

Mr. William Sikes ’ad the ’onour of agreem’ with the party as 
last spoke. He, himself, never felt so inclined to be wirtuous as 
when he was comfortable. Skilly and toke always put bis back up, 

and a ’ard pillow 

sent him on the ram- 
page ^ sooner than 
any think, ’cept a 
nagging woman. A 
poor cove wanted 
leisure and rest to 
repent, work and 
worry only spiled 
his chance of con- 
wersion. 

Mr. Timon Snap 
said that the cordial 
agreement of the last 
two speakers was as 
natural in itself as 
conclusive against 
their view of the 
case. When a fool 
and a scoundrel 
joined in commend- 
ing the same thing, 
it was clear that 
things must beun- 
mitigatedly had. 
Humanitarian deal- 
ing with the criminal 
classes .was perni- 
cious rot. [Groans 
from Mr. Sikes.) 
Make it hot for 
them! That was the 
only way. [Snoi'ts 
fro7n Mtr. Gushing- 
ton Fudge.) Fine 
cookery and cosset- 
ting for criminals 
were an insult to 
common sense and 
a premium upon 
crime. The only 
fault of the New 
Prison Rules was 
that they were not 
half severe enough. 

Mr. Commissioner 
Cackle was about 
to reply, when Mr. 
Funch peremptorily 
cut him short by 
remarking that 
bunkum verbosity 
in the style of an 
amateur essayist, 
might* do for a Par- 
liamentary Blue 
Book, hut not for 
his pages. He [Mr. 
Fu7ich) had pa- 
tiently heard them, 
and he had the 
honour to disagree 
with them aU round. 
Doctrinaire fustian, 
maudlin muddle- 
headedness, cynic 
shallowness, and 
criminal cant had 
all had their turn, 
hut common sense 
seemed not yet to 
have found voice on 
this question. Mr. 
Cackle had talked 
of the “ golden 
mean,” but he had certainly not hit it. It lay somewhere between 
plank piUows, which savoured of brutality, and pious petting, 
which was fml-hlown folly. If Home Secretaries and Comnds- 
sioners could not discover it, and that without high fainting 
rhetoric and Latin quotations, they had better give wbat they 
considered their minds to prize essays, or penny readings, and 


CHERUBIC. 

“ Is THAT GeEAT-GrANDPAPA, AuNTIB DEAR ? “ YbS. ThAT'^ GrEAT-GRANDPAPA ! ” 

“And was Great- Grandpapa Clever 2” — “Yery Clever, indeed 1” 

“And was Great-Grandpapa vert Good 7^^ — “Very, very Good !” 

“ And is that all there was or Great-Grandpapa ? ” 
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leave ciiminal legislatiu’e alone. If lie [Mr. Punch) took | 
the matter in iTand— vrhieh it seemed likely he v'onld 
have to do— they might depend upon it that the results 
would be in accordance 'wdth the carefnlly-balaneed 
claims of common sense and enlightened humanity, and 
therefore profoundly imsatisfactory to the persons com- 
pjosing the deputation, as egregious ti-pcs of the claascs 
of i)lu*a«er^, fanatic^, ''*riniinals, and cynics. 

The rhiuitiiiiuii withdi’ew somewhat hurriedly, 
Toby sharply euttin.^ short a feeble attempt on their 
part to formulate their thanks in the conventional wa 3 '. 


I IXTEPtXATIOXAL ORDEh. 

1 “ General GAiiiBALUi has written to say that he sees nothing 

j in the least alarming in the German Socialistic movement, and 
; that he rcLominends, by way of protest against the recent action 
at Berlin, the immediate holding of an ‘ Anti-Diplomatic Con- 
gress ’ at Paris, under the Pie-ideiicy of ViCTon Hugo.”— 
Morning Pa^D. 

Int the event of the above t-yninc* oif, it understood — 

That, on assembling for The ■':vin''a..'ticn of business, 
the President vill be expected to fight the Members of 
the Standing Committee, one hj' one, for the possession 
of the chair ; 

That the said Committee will be elected by revolver at 
a general meeting of the entix*e Congress, at which one 
black or white ball, well deHvered, wall he considered as 
excluding ; 

That everybody who docs not insult the Chair on rising, 
wall he regarded as “ out of order,” and immediately 
j thro^vn out of window. 

: That as a protest against the ” diplomatic” proceed- 

ings of a recent assembly, all the debates shall he con- 
' diieted in a tongue that the wTiole body of Delegates can 
j imderstand; 

j That no resolution shall he regarded as worth anything 
j that is not carried at the point of the bayonet ; 

I That on the motion being put that, “The Chau* do 
' leave the Speaker,” it he suddenly, hut adroitly, drawn 
, from under him, any appeal on the matter being settled 
forthwith by a decisive show of clenched hands ; and 

That, after the American fashion, all decisions of the 
I Congress be ‘ ‘ tabled ” by a general division of that article 
of furniture on the door of the House. Such Members as 
I are able to secure the legs, being expected, in the absence 
! of sneh officers, to dehver effective “tellers ” all round I 



INS AND OUTS. 

Iriah Liahe:ycr {to cfv.). “H’AVhere^s Biddee ? Our, rs she ? Bad 

Lrcic TO THE Hussy I She ’ll go out Tw'inty Toimes for AVonce she ’ll 

COME IN ! ” 


i 


ThIE SPHI^'X AND THE OBELISK. 

“ Lortl Beaconsfield lately paid a vibit to Cleopatra’s i^eedle.” — Xetvs^ 
paper Announce nicnt. 

Lord B. {soliloquising}. “ "Westward the coiu’se of empire lakes 
its way.” 

So Berkeley sang, right, doubtless, in his day. 

But now ? Well history has its ebbs and flo^vs ; 

The East may take its turn a^ain, who knows ? 

Land of the Eising Sun, my fancy still 
Yearns to thee, and if Time to patient Will 
Lent lengthier tether, I might prove, perchance, 

Tanered not all a dream of mad romance. 

This obelisk, fore-doomed to know no rest, 

Comes as a tribute paid by East to West, 

While I, the Orient’s incarnate soul, 

Win J. B.’s worship — ^many-headed mole I — 

Dull accident on Occident more dull, 

The Juggler’s plaything, and the Sphinx’s gull. 

Memorial of Moses, On-carved stone, 

But that I stand, and still must stand, alone, 

ITriseeonded, unfollowed, I might make 
Thine advent here an augury to shake 
The stolid West’s fat sefl-stdEeient fool 
Out of his dreams of sempiternal rule, 

And guardian silver streak — ^Ha ! who is this ? 

Enter Shades 0/ Antony and Cleopatra, 

Antony. The fool who bartered empire for a kiss, 

Cleopatra. And she, the greater fool, who stooped to ^v6 
That kiss to such an ingrate. 

Lord B. As I live,— 

Though to ofiend such shades I should he loth, — 

It seems to me you might have compassed both — 

Empire and kiss— with management. 

' Antony. Ah, there 


I own 3 ’on heat me. To if can greatly dare 
A'et keep cool head. 

Cleopatra. To swaj’ and manage men, 

Is your prime skill. 

Lord B. ^ ’Twas Cleopatra’s, wffien 

Her living e^^es looked out on life, and I 
Yield her the subtlest form of flattery. 

In imitation. 

Cluupatra. With one man I failed. 

But youi’ suiierior glamour hath prevailed 
With the long stubborn Briton, stolid olf , 

Dull and cold-blooded as the Cjes-Ui’s self. 

He ’s at your feet at last. 

Lord B. {dubiously). Well, yes, — ^hut still 

I find my C'lesars too, whose rigid will 
Bows not before the idol of the day — 

Confound them I Creatures whom I cannot sway — 
Pachyderms proof to pose, and epigram, 

Who'hold me still a great snceessful sham, * 

And whilst the astonished herd are all at gaze 
Stand coldly by, and praise not, hut appraise. 

Cleopatra. How well 1 know the feeling ! 

Antony. But you ’ll own 

Tour CsGsar cannot push you from your throne. 

Cleopatra. Hoi “ All for power J ” or “ The world weU won ! ” „ 
Should be your epigraph. To Cypria’s son, 

The other world-god, you ’ve refused to bow, 

Lord B. Great Gueen, there are no Cleopatras now, 

Or I, perchance, had been an Antony. 

Cleopatra {triumphantly). There, Mark! 

Antonyimoodily), 0 yastly flattering ! Yet, by Thoth, 

He said, but now, a man might win them both — 

Power and Love. 

Lord B. . Ay, if, as in yout case, 

There Hyed a loye worth winning. 

Cleopatra. .Turned with grace ! 

Ah me I Would I were hut on earth again ! 
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Antony, What think yon of this stone ? 

Lord j?. {meditatively), A wndrons chain 

To link far generations. Once in On 
Our great lawgiyer looked this spire upon ; 

Now 1, another alien of his stock, 

In a new Ooshen read the lettered block. 

Joseph the dreamer saw it : Jhave dreamed, 

A Zaphnath-paaneah, whom men deemed 
Like him a madman ; but my dreams take shape. 

I’m dreaming still, and did I dare to drape 
My thoughts in speech, — ^well, if in future days 
An obelisk to my memory men should raise 

Afitotiy, By Thoth, no unlit fancy ! 

Cleopatra, Ah! methinks 

An obelisk to the memory of the Sphinx 
Savours of Asian Mystery to your mind — 

And the inscriptions ? 

Lord JB. {gazing at the hieroglyphs). Well, men still might find 
* ‘ The strong Bull crowned in Thebes ” * as “ Eg3!;pt’s king,” * 
Though John to-day might shrink at such a thing 
Have I not made him “ greatness ” and a name, 

In Eoyalty expanded ? ” * England’s fame 
Is “ power with moderation.” t To become 
Inheritor at once of Ea and Turn, — 

Son of the rising and the setting sun — 

Should tempt the British Horns. I have done 
What one may do. Now like • * the Q-olden Hawk,” * 

Of which these signs in mystic language talk, 

1 ’m of abundant years,’’ * and if I add 
Yery victorious,” * yet it makes one sad 
To know man’s empire of so brief a date, 

And victory, for its farthest ends, too late, 

Antony, Great workers in their work’s far ends have faith. 

Lord jB, My faith is in myself ! 

Antony {gravely) , So ever saith 

The trickster-leader, whose supreme desire 
Is not so much to enlighten, guide, inspire, 

* Phrases from the translation of the hieroglyphs on the Needle. 

t The huh in hieroglyphic language signifies “ power with moderation,” 


As to nose-lead, and hood-mnk, dupe, control, 

And lead men blindfold to an unguessed goal. 

Such work abides not long, nor blesses much. 

When time and truth have put it to the touch, 

It fails, like fable’s towers which ever fell 
With the withdrawal of the sorcerer’s spell, 

Cleopatra {impatiently). Pooh! pooh! you’re jealous, Maek, and 
jealousy ^ 

Prophesies evE. 

Lord B, {grimly). Teste W. G. ! 

Cleopatra. Sophist, than Eulvia’s self more shriU and sour ! 

Antony. We must be getting back ; ’ tis past our hour. 

Glad to have seen you. 

Cleopatra {sighing). Ah! such treats are few. 

Antony. Good-bye! 

Cleopatra, Earewell ! 

Lord B, Imperial Shades, adieu I 

\_Exeunt severally, 

UNPEMININE INTELLIGENCE. 

WoETHY Me. Punch, 

I AM an old sportsman and old bachelor to boot, and perhaps 
some people think me a bit of an old fogy. Anyhow, I own that I 
hate new-fangled ways, and even now indulge myself at times in 
shooting with a muzzle-loader. You may fancy then my feelings 
when I found this in my newspaper : — 

“ In the neighbourhood of Eeeth, in Swaledale, several young Ladies have 
been out shooting, which is rather a novelty in grouseland.’^ 

A novelty, indeed ; and, to my mind, not a pleasant one. What 
business, I wonder, have girls to go a-grousing ? There are quite 
enough bad shots already on the Moors, and there is no need to 
increase the plenitude of Misses there. 

Yours, indignantly, Benjamin Olebuck. 

P.S. — ^In my eyes a young Lady could never look less killing than 
when' armed with a breech-loader. 


Help in Hot Weathee, — ^loed Lemonade. 
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AN UNFORESEEN CONSEQUENCE. 

‘‘What’s yovr Holiday Task, Archy?” 

‘ ‘ Oh, the Geography of the Mediterranean ! This combs op Dizzy finding 
our Cyprus— Bother it ! ” 


MORE SECRET AGREEMENTS. 


nature to embarrass seriously Her Britannic 
Majesty’s Goyernment should its real nature 
become known, it is agreed between the high 
contracting pajrties that His Imperial Majesty 
consents to a Treaty being concluded between 
Her Britannic Majesty and the Sultan, by 
which the former shall guarantee to the latter 
the possession of all that part of Asia Minor 
which His Imperial Majesty the Empeboe of 
all the Bussias has no desire to incorporate 
in Lis dominions ; it being understood — 
Firstly, that Her Majesty’s Government 
shall not oppose the talAg of Batoum, Kars, 
and the country intervening. 

Secondly, that Her Majesty’s Government 
shall neither give itself nor His Imperial Ma- 
jesty’s Government any further trouble about 
that portion of the Turkish Empire which 
lies north of the Bosphorus. 

Thirdly, that Her Majesty’s Government 
shall take possession, with or without the con- 
sent of the Sultan, of any or all the islands in 
the Eastern Mediterranean, and, if necessary, 
any lands in Asia Minor bordering on the 
Mediterranean, and extending inland as far 
as may be requisite, Her Majesty’s Government 
being iavited to come to an understanding 
with the various independent tribes who may 
become involved in the operations arising out 
of the validation of said guarantees. 

Fourthly, that in case the annexation of 
Asia Minor should become in the opinion of 
Her Majesty’s Government necessary or de- 
sirable, His Imperial Majesty declares in ad- 
vance that such step is not in the least opposed 
to any Russian interests or plans, and that 
, His Imperial Majesty will in no maimer, 
secretly or openly, exert any influence in oppo- 
sition to such annexation. And— 

Fifthly, as the knowledge of the existence of 
the foregoing agreement may he dangerous to 
the stability of Her Majesty’s present Govern- 
ment, and prejudicial to the success of the 
Conservative pai^ at the next General Elec- 
tion, His Imperial Majesty pledges himself to 
take every step customary in his dominions to 
secure absolute secresy as to these negotia- 
tions; and both the high contracting parties 
promise to cause the official papers of both 
realms to profess, within moderate limits, a 
determined hostility to the plans of the res- 

? ectively opposing Governments.* And His 
mperial Majesty in particular agrees to give 
orders to his journals to express any desir- 
able degree of indignation at the diplomatic 
victories of Her Majesty’s Government, and at 
the humiliation of Russia, it being understood 
per contra that the tone of the English 
Government journals shall he kept within 
certain respectM limits, and moderated at the 
demand of BGs Imperial Majesty’s Govern- 
ment, should their remarks cause any agita- 
tion in the Governments of Moskow or Yima. 

Finally, His Imperial Majesty solemnly 
agrees to withdraw all subsidy from Mr. 
Gladstone, Mr. E. A. Freeman, the Northern 
Echoy and the -D«^7y NewSj and to exert no 
influence on behalf of the Liberal party at the 
next General Election, it being agreed that 
Her Majesty’s present Government shall con- 
sult the interests of His Imperial Majesty as 
fully as a Liberal Government could in any 
case. 


My dear Mr. Punch, 

I SEND you at the earliest possible moment an important political document which 
has reached me by the last Siberian post, from a friend, late an employe in the Russian 
Foreign Office, who was exiled to Siberia immediately after he had ffioished copying 
the papers relating to the Anglo-Russian Memorandum, under the apprehension, no d^uht, 
that he might disclose the contents of that interesting document if he were left at liberty. 
It never seems to have occurred to the Muscovite authorities that there were channels, 
erea from Siberia, at the command of yoars tnaly, A Lhtiob Bikd. 

Codicil.* The conclusion of the foregoing agreement (Anglo-Russian) being of a 

* The translator (an English Foreign OflSloe writer at tenpence an hour) who has put the above 
into the vernacular, has probably had some difficulty about the terms here used in the original protocol. 


{Signed * # # # 

* Translation seems to me a little obscure here, 
though of course everything must have been ole 
day in the original. 


FROM THE NORTH. 

Q. When did both the candidates for 
Argyleshire And their insular canvas a 
failure? 

At. Why, when fhey found the island a 
Mull, to be sure. 
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OUR AUGUST REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

{In Town — Oid of Season.) 

D uring tlie proceedings 
at tlie Mansion House 
in the L-Ihjbui v. 
TnUh case, d propos of 
certain West End Clubs — 
where play, depending on 
temperature, rises from £>2 
to £1000, when somebody 
“gets it and where, 

it appears, a disbonoiired 
cheque in quittance of a loss 
is not positively unknown — 
Sir WiLLiAiu llosE, by the 
Idnd permission of Mr. 
Gteoege Lewis, made the 
following observation : — 

‘‘ It is my opinion that the 
police ought to make some in- 
quiries respecting these pro- 
prietai’y Clubs, which appear to 
me to be nothing else than 
hells — hells of the worst des- 
cription — in which all sorts of 
gamblingare carried on. The 
police are supposed to protect 
us against such things ; and 
certainly it seems to me that 
such places ought not to be 
allowed to exist in this metro- 
polis.” 

Sir WiLLLUt asked, in effect, “ What are the police about ? How 
is it they allow ISToblemen and Grentlemen to gamble in ‘ hells of the 
worst description’ without interfering and taking the whole lot of 
them into custody ? ” Ah, Sir WiLLiAii, do not be too hard on the 
ipoliee ! You must already have noticed, that, if a triffe remiss in 'a 
fashionable quarter of the down, they can be most rigid in the exe- 
cution of their duty in a less aristocratic neighbourhood, for in the 
very next column of the Dailp Telegra 2 )h, parallel with the report 
from which the above quotation has been made, I find : — 

“ Southwark. — Gambling. — Three youths, named Simmons, Connor, 
and Goodman, living at Bermondsey, were convicted of gambling with cards 
in Cro5s Street, on Sunday. Goodman and Connor were sentenced to six 
days’ and Simmons to three days’ hard labour.** 

^^'ow, Sir WiiiiiAir, let us suppose these names to be Lord Sm- 
]iroNS, the Hon, Mr. Oonnoe, and Colonel Goodhan, substitute the 
Berkeley Club for Bermondsey, and would there have been any 
interference on the jiart of the police ? 


We haven’t many fine summer evenings in the year for al fresco 
entertainments, hut we might make the best use of them when they 
do come. I was at Antwerp the other evening, and from seven to ten 
(they ’re an early people les braves Beiges) the Zoological Hardens were 
thronged by tout ce qu^il y a de plus beau in Anvers, promenading, 
or sitting about, or taking their cool drinks at comfortably-placed 
snaall tables while listening to a first-rate orchestra. Is this impos- 
sible in London ? The animals at Antwerp didn’t appear sad when 
they heard sweet music. There was no howling, or baying the gas, 
when at 8*30 they commenced lighting up. Why can’t our Zoological 
Gardens, Eegent’s Park, step out and do likewise ? The old Surrey- 
Zoological used to'. But that ’s past and gone ; and they never had 
such a prestige to go on -with as the Zoo. La tropical weather 
theatres^ are hothouses where you don’t go loithout being forced: 
and besides, in these days of long runs, the man about town who 
can’t get into the country has “ done ’em all ” long ago. Light up 
the Zoo from 8 ‘30 till 11*30. j^To fireworks: small tables: good 
attendance: cooling drinks, also coffee. Good music, such as is 
played at feeding time at the Holborn Restaurant, hy Mr. Rit-ley’s 
O rwiestra: no dancing: only lu'omenading. Who ’ll object? The 
Sloth ? 

Here is a line, from a couplet, which is frequently quoted : — 

“ Q,’iaiporte le flacou, pourvu qu’on ait Tivresse.” 

The Author is Aleeed Musset : but it strikes me the senti- 
ment is more like what might be expected from an Alpeed be 
Muzzy, Under this nom de plume I sh^ take to writing Bacchana- 
lian songs. 

The eminent Comedian, Mr. Toole, has lately visited Paris. The 
first place he wanted to see was the TooLey-rees, “ where,” he was 
informed, Too’ le 7nonde goes.” Ho more jeux de mots on this 
subject : this bemg the ulima Tooley. 


To those who are pining for sea-air, and who are unable to obtain 


the genuine air-tickle^ I recommend the following process : Steep a 
pocket-handkerchief m Solution of Essence of Marina Brinina ; 
stand in an open space out of doors — anywhere will do ; the centre 
of Regent Circus, or Trafalgar Square, for choice, — face the breeze, 
and apply the handkerchief to the nose, — your own, of course. You 
■will thus obtain aU the exhilarating advantages, without any of the 
attendant expense. In anticipation of all anxious inquiries as to 
where the Solution of Essence of Marina Brinma can be obtained, I 
can only reply that it is my oion Invention^ and that none will be 
genuine unless signed by the Inventor. The solution of the problem 
“where to get it” is just the solution I cannot pro-vide you -with. 
But after this advice all I can say to my readers is, that I recommend 
them to try and get it, and I wish they may. 


The Adelphi ‘ ‘ Proof’’ has been ‘ ‘ corrected ” to advantage. I men- 
tioned the advertisement last week as to the “remounting” and 
Mr. Keville’s performance of Pierre Lorance, which is, in my 
opinion, even better than Dumaine’s rendering of the original at 
the Porte St. Martin. Mr. Heville is^ certainly the right man in the 
right place. Miss Bella. Pateit^an is as excellent as she was on 
the first night, and Mrs. Band:mann is far better, bringing doYm the 
house with the curtain, at the end of the Eifth Act. Mrs. Arthur 
Stirling, as the Directress of the College, denounces the impostor 
with electrical effect ; and so thoroughly villanous is her husband, 
Mr. Arthur Stirling, as Lazare, that when he appears before the 
curtain, the audience is divided between cheering and hooting the 
sham Count, whose ultimate destination is to share the fate of the 
“ unfortunate nobleman now languishing,” &c. — which cause celehre 
in England probably suggested to the Authors, Messrs. D’Ennery 
and CoRHON, the idea of routing out and dramatising some similar 
ease in the French Hewgate Calendar. This is Mr. Seville’s second 
Tichet of Lea ce Man. Good omen. 


Mr. Wren, the well-known private Coach for the Civil Ser^dee 
Examination has lately shown ns in the paj^ers what a good propor- 
tion of his pupils have passed the winning-post, and won the Com- 
petitive Stakes. Let them be henceforth known as “ The Wren 
Boys ” — and with a far more satisfactory claim to the title. His 
Boys will lookback on their “Wren” as the architect of their 
fortunes. He charges Mr. Percival, Head Master of Clifton, with 
playing “ Cuckoo” to the fiedglings of the Wren’s nest. 


There is some excellent acting^ by Mlle. Beatrice’s Company 
(Limited) at the Olympic Theatre, in A Woman of the People^ spe- 
cially on the part, or rather in the parts of Dr. Leblanc (Mr. George 
Warde) and Signor Appiani (Mr. J. Carter Edwahds), who, like 
Mr. Stirling above mentioned, is nightly called before the curtain 
to receive the reward of his villany. The Members of the Company 
play well together under the superintendence of their Manageress, and 
with Benedick I say, “ Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains.” 


Mrs. Crowe (Miss Bateman) has been draiving tiers^ at the 
Lyceum, as Mary Warner. The Moors have made a pretty clean 
sweep 01 the aristocratic Stalls at the Court Theatre, which, uke the 
Great Metropolis itself, more resembles Goldsmith’s Deserted 
Village than his Vicar of Wakefield. 


Life is a riddle. . Yes. The answer to be given “in our next.” 


Quelque chose d hoire during the hot weather in Paris, is “ a ‘ con^ 
sommation ’ devoutly to be wished.” 


“ What ’s the best investment ? ” asked a friend of the Premier’s, 
whose mind was running on Turks and Egyptians. And Lord 
Beaconsfielb replied, “ The best investment is—the Garter.” 


BORING FOR WATER. 

The Municipal Authorities of Manchester are respectfully invited 
to take notice that Messrs. Doowra and Sons, commissioned by the 
Admiralty and instructed hy Professor Ramsay, haye bored a well 
at Chatham, down through the ga-alt to the lower green sand, at a 
depth of 903 feet ; whence the purest of drinking water ascends to 
the surface and bubbles over. Also that a similar well, mnk at 
Loughton, Epping Forest, to the lower green sand likewise, 1093 feet 
deep, yields an ample water-supply. Of course the only reason why 
Manchester is not supplied with water too from an Artesian well, is 
that Geology does not allow it. There we must presume that water 
cannot be got at by boring to any possible len^b, for what would 
that be in comparison with so monstrous a bore as the enormity of 
spoiling, if not abolishing, TMrlmere Lake, by turning it into a 
reservoir ? ’ 


A LiraT Entertainment. — The Electric Illumination at the 
Gaiety. 


AST OosfiW?OK]>sirX9 .— The Editor dofs not hidd hinMdftxwnd to acknowledge^ return^ or pay f<yr Contributions. In no coise can these be returned unless accompanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 
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I y ^LOPv.^TiONS in the Moon, recently 

made, have, it is reported in scien- 
tide circles, proved oeyond a donht 
{^LRA extinct volcanoes found 

* vfi vX} ^ there must have been composed at 

^ entirely of green cheese, 

ji A/" ij'i sSEA^Qji and not of posted sugar, as hither- 

jFiiY 0 >fT' interesting to our 

T^*ThE 'P\iiLic readers to learn that the next 
* D A ! transit of Tenus across the Moon 

^ Neptune, Uranus, 

i r*^r-^^RCv^' Jupiter, viU take place on 

I A 3T ^ the 2-3rd of February, 1984. Those 

nN § 4 . ^sh to see it at its best, 

^ ^ should take apartments in Herne 

. . ^ Bay. If the weather is jSne, the 

phenomenon will he distinctly 
visible through a good telescope. 

We deeply regret to have to 
announce the death of Her Majesty, Q,ueen Ajote, who expired on the 1st of 
August, 1714, greatly lamented by those to whom she was personally unknown. 

The well-authenticated repcorfc that a lady supporter of Woman^s Rights has 
been tom to pieces by wild horses in Cheapside, is contradicted on the most 

relM)le authority. 

Mr. Bnowsr, the popular and well-known Author of Jones— a Momance, is 
engaged upon a new work entitled JRohmson — a Mystery. 

Now that the Session is over, most of our Officials are on the Ving. Mr. 
Henut de Snooks, of the Treasury, is at Ramsgate, and Mr. Teniekeoto, of 
the War Office, will shortly leave Pall Mall for Boulogne. 

We give the following important item of intelligence, which has been going 
the rounds of most of our contemporaries, with all reserve: — There is no 
news. Nothing is moving but stagnation.” 


CAES AND COUNXEBPAKTS. 


'A3Tq 




BIRTHS AND BEGGING-LETTEES. 

IVIe. Punch, Sib, 

Biennially, or thereabouts, an addition is 
usually made to my domestic happiness. I ought to be 
a happy man. Well, I don’t find a birth always so great 
a bore as it is in some households. In my newspaper I 
observe, “A Mother op a Fajuilt” complains that the 
“arrival of a newly-born infant,” announced amongst 
the “Births,” invariably subjects her to a troublesome 
influx of letters and parcels enclosing a variety of goods 
such as babies’ shoes, knitted shawls, embroidered pocket- 
handkerchiefs, and useless articles of fancy-work. Some 
of them purport to come on behalf of churchbuilding 
and charities from “ clergymen’s wives,” others from 
“ ladies in reduced circumstances,” and all reguest a re- 
mittance of stamps, or of business orders, in return. ^ 

I can corroborate all this. My own wife’s experience 
is always exactly the same as “A Mother op a 
Fasolt’s.” But it never annoys either her or myself 
in the least. On the contrary, we make both profit and 
fun out of it. I will tell you what I do with all the 
commodities poured in upon us. 

All of those things that are in anywise useful, I use, 
or keep. 

All that are useless I burn, unless they are postable. 
In that case I carefully return them to their senders, 
without reply, in unstamped envelopes. 

In like manner enclosed I take particular care to post 
back the whole of the begging-letters. 

Applications for payment or return of consignments, 
how frequently soever repeated, I take no notice of. 

This, Sir, is how I, for my part, systematically deal 
with duffers accustomed, of course, cynically to scan tie 
“Births, Marriages, and Deaths” (the “Deaths” as 
well as the “Births” and the “ Manages j” and also 
the Groide-Books and professional Directories), for the 
purpose of getting at people by name and address, pre- 
sumably in positions and circumstances which lay tnem 
open to have a rise taken out of them, and be preyed 
upon by means of playing on their softer feelings, and 
sfiU more soft intellects, such as they have. Let me 
1 recommend those that have any, to try and cope with 
their crafty correspondents in the same way that I tackle 
the like who attempt to put a plant on me. Some people 
may consider it unscrupulous : let them. I myself, mean- 
while, enjoy the sanction of inward self-complacency, 
and remain, serenely, 

Ever your ancient Friend, 

Mens Sibi Conscia Recti. 


TO THE FINEST OF FRUITS. 

{Sv,ng ill Augicst^ hy a Suh-Editor.) 

Let others praise the mellow peach, 

The luscious grape, the golden pine ; 

But oh, within my modest reach, 

I know a fruit that ’s more divine. 

’Mid fragrant groves of orange flower 
Let bridegroom roam ! But weave my crown 
Of gooseberries that, sweet or sour, 

Bloom when the world is out of town ! 

When silence holds the Lady’s Mile, 

And daily sheets, grown empty too, 

Hail, with a glad and greeting smile 
The little earthquake fi*om Peru — 

The avalanoho— the hot pursuit 
Of luggage lost — all things that bore ! 

Say, what can match the cheery fruit 
That blooms tOl Town is full once more ! 


TRe Blue BiRaud of Diplomacy, 


None such are present except now and. tnen certam cads 
whp, tie other day, interrupted Mr. Munhella at Sheffield. 


BITUALIST “reason WHY.” 

Why do “Priests ” of the Established Ghuroh bum incense ? To lead thdr 
dupes by the nosel^ 


Anglo-Turkisb Oonvention,- 
pense.^^ 


~^Soni s(A;t qui mal y 


How TO Procure an EoijrsE or the Son.— C ut him 
off with a Shilling. 
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Pabx I. 

Ik a beautiful old suburb of Loudou, undesecrated, as yet, by 
steam or telegrapb-'wires, aud surrounded by low-l^^g flowery 
meads, tbrougn whicbi tbe Thames would stiU meander occasionally, 
as it had been wont to do in days long gone by, dwelt Jack Spbatt, 
a handsome, genial, and simple-minded young painter. He had; a 
! girl-wife oi lofty stature, and truly transcending loveHness, a gift 
I of which she seemed as yet unconscious. 


! were unto each other even as the apple of the eye. Their i^ted 
ages amounted to thirty-nine brief su m mers. They had twins (a 
I boy and a girl), as beautiful as the day, whom they loved with 
an exceeding love, and who loved them back again with all the 
singleness of their two little child hearts, that beat as one. 

‘"Oh, really oMife too fortunate ! . had they but known” (as YmaiEi 
, would no doubt have exclaimed, had he but been an Englishman, 
and lived to make the acquaintance of Mr. and Mrs. J- Spbatt) ! 

Their house was of red brick, smothered in ivy, and had been bidlt 
about Q,ueen Akne’s time, or before, and never repaired since, nor 
meddled with in any way whatever. It stood by itself in a small 
old-fashioned garden, surrounded by once peach-laden walls that 
crumbled to the touch, and overrun with nettles, thistles, marigolds, 
sunflowers, and poppies ; a trellised arbour of sweet pea half huried a 
sun-dial in its fragrant gloom ; and there was a nice fittle green pond. 
Apple-trees and pear-trees, leafless and long past fruit-hearing, but 
beautifully gnAcIed, grew rank as m an orchard, and on to a luxu- 
riant lawn that had never known the scythe, opened the pretty 
studio, which was full of blue obina, round mirrors, faded tapestry, 
carved* oak-chests, high-backed chairs^ brazen sconces, mediaeval 
arms and armour, an org;^ with beautifully painted pipes but no 
bdlows, and other musical instruments, such as sackbuts and 
psalteries, a harpsichord without any strings, and a dulcimer that 
had been turned into an eight-day dock, but could never be got to 
The dust lay thick on all these pretty things, and toned them 
mtc harmony. Studio, house, and garden were pervaded with a 
subtle fragrance, signincant of old associations, which arose in the 
soft summer twilight from time-honoured, ruined, and all hut for- 
gotten drains. 


Jack Spbatt also gloried in the possession of two beautiful and 
costly lay flgures, representing a mother and a child, only modem j 

objects in the house, whose open countenances and curiously-wrought 
limbs, duly draped, he would never tire of painting, while his lovely 
wife sat by, darning bis socks, may be, or embroidering some quaint 
device, as she read to him aloud old tales of chivalry, to which he 
was extiemely partial, while the twins froHoked at her pretty feet. 
iSds work done, after a frugal meal of bread and honey in the 
parlour, they would hie them to the flowery mead ; and there, in 
the golden sunset, she would ply her spinning-wheel, smd softly sing 
some ancient b^ad in a foreim tongue, while the tmns gambolled 
in lamb-like innocence around. 


nver, bathed m the glories or eventide ; ana in me miast or it an, 
Jack Spbatt would be inspired to close Lis eyes,. and reverently, 
regretfully, recall to mind the grand old sunsets, by the ^and Old 
Masters, in the National Gallery, and the quaint old children and 
mothers by Booopogo, Aktima Cassabo, Yecchio Coccolobo, Eba 
S ioaoiATo Di Yebmxcelii, Sabsapabillq dello Sxi^bo, and other 
painters of that ante-pr»-Raphaelite school : and, in the depths of 
his bliss, a feeling of discouragement would steal over him as he 
thought of those immortal works, showing thereby that he was a 
true artist, ever striding after the light. He little dreamt in his 
modesty, that, young and inexperienced though he might be, his 
pictures were even quainter than theirs;^ for not only could he 
already draw, colour, compose, and put into perspective quite as 
badly as they did, but he had over them the advantage of a real lay 
figure to copy, whereas they had to content themselves with the 
living model. 

The amusements of this happy pair were of the simplest, healthiest, 
and most delightful Mnd ; they never went to the play, nor to balls 
or dances, which they thought immodest— (indeed they were not even 
asked)— nor read such things as novels, magazines, or the newspaper ; 
nor visited exhibitions of modem art, wbicn they held in contempt, as 
they did all things modem ; but they skipped, with single and double 
rope, and played battledore and shuttlecock, and hunt the slipper, 
and puss in the comer, and hide-and-seek, and such like little inno- 
cent old games ; and they were devoted to music, not that of the 
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AN UNCANNY ORDER. 

MysUrimis St;ra7i§er {Mmiiumg himself), Ak — I’ve seobeid a chaeming Site for myself in the new Cemetery, 

Mr. Trestles. And— ah— I wish yoct to Measure me 

[Mrs. T.^ alarmed, rushes affwiih her Children ; and Trebles vemarTced at his Club (fhe Scarf and Trwnckemf'* in EcUchnient Alley), 
the same evening, thai all the years, man and boy, Tie d been in the Trade, he mver was so taken aback. Tan might have knocked 
him down with a tray of fealhers ! 


present day, wMeh. they despised, nor that of the future, of whicli 
they had never heard ; nor iSiglish music, which was not old enough ; 
but music of the early continental school, with nice easy tuneSjWhicli 
they could learn to sing in unison, and early French and Italian 
words, which appealed to their fond hearts with all the hidden 
power of a language they loved but did not understand. Their 
voices were musical and low. They sang even the liveHest ditties 
“to a slow sad measure of their own, and in the sweet but homely 
accent of their native London. The reader can hardly realise the 
^eots that early French or Italian strains of a festive nature, with 
festive words to match, can produce ou a musical Frenchman or 
Italian of the present day, when rendered in this unsophisticated 
manner by such performers as Mr. and Mrs. Jack Spratt. 

They were not without frieuds, carefully chosen on the combiaed 
principles of natural and Hobsonian selection. They were few, but 
true and tr us ty, with remarkably fine heads for a painter ; their 
gait, gestures, grammar, and personal habits were mediseval ; their 


recent domestic bereavement, and they always behaved with the 
solemnity that hedtted them as chief monmers, meaking of the dead 
in hudi^ and reverential whirrs ; not that they conversed very 
freely or veiw often ; they were much given to long periods of 
thoughtful silence, which were held sacred by each other, and only 
broken now and then by flashes of a sad strange merriment, that 
I would have puzzled an outsider immensely. But, buojed up as they 
1 were by brave hopes of the' past and a firm fmth in better days 
gone by, they were £not unhappy. They looked on themsd.ves, and 
each other, and the Jack Spratts, and were looked upon by the 
Jack Spratts in return, as the sole incarnation on this degenerate 
earth of all such good as had still managed to survive there ; and so 
they were always telling each other, and everyone else they met. 
Ana no wonder j for they were marvellously accomplished; beiog 
each of them painter, sculptor, architect, poet, critic, and engraver, 
all in one ; and all this without ever having learnt, but through a 


mere effort of the will, and by mutual consent, as it were ; and if 
you were to mention to them Ihe name of any world-renowned fol- 
I lower of any of those arts in the present da y.fr ey would coldly 
I reply:—** We don’t know any painters! ” or, We don’t know any 
> poets ! ” as the case might be, and walk off in an opposite direction ; 

^ and after that you woxild find it very difficult to continue the con- 
versation. 

As for the Royal Academy, they held it in merely passive contempt, 
and were satisfied with never having heard the names of its most 
celebrated members. Their ei^ecial scorn was reserved for that school 
of Art which finds its home on the walls of the Qxosvenor Gallery ; 
they regarded its disciples as renegades, and its gifted leader as a 
base apostate, who, having once known the better way, had chosen 
to depart from it, and had been branded in consequence with the 
indelible Hall Mark of ineffaceable popular renown. In extenuation 
of such extreme views, it must be admitted that the authorities of 
the Grosvenor Gallery had not invited Jack Spratt and his trusty 
friends to exhibit there ; not through any ill-will, but because they 
had never heard of them. 

Their anpearance in the streets of busy London was in no way 
remarkable, for they walked abroad in shapeless hats, long cloaks, 
and cheap garments of an ordinary reach-me-down description ; but 
often, when they met at the Jack Spratts’ in the gloaming, or at 
evensong, or Curfew time, as they would alternately call it, they 
would doff their ponchos, slip their ready-made trousers, and dis- 
play themselves, regardless of expense, in the outward bravery of 
that early Italian time they held so dear; and all this without ever 
departing from the grave and impressive demeanour that was 
habitual to them. 

Far be it from Mr. Punch, who has a young and mirthful heart, 
to make his mock of such masquerading ; indeed, he is not above 
such masquerading himself, although in a somewhat more frolicsome 
and facetious spirit. It is Ms pleasure to know a certain Artistic 
set (not a mutual admiration sociely. by any means) who have a 
fondness for the early Georgian period, and hve near to each other 
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in mansions ’built about tbat time, and fumisbed acoordin^ly ; tbey 
are young and prosperous, and vpitbout care ; and it sometiines suits 
tbeir mood, of a ■winter’s evening, to meet SLt each other’s bouses m 
tbe ruffles and knee-breecbes, tbe powder and pa'tcbes, of tbat 
frivolous but graceful time, Tbe Ladies of this society happen to 
i be fair "to tbe eye, and, Kke ■fcbe Gentlemen, accomplished musicians, 
and persons of a lively wit ; and 3Ir, launch has occasionally graced 
these parties in bis own person, duly arrayed in a plum-coloured 
suit tbat belonged to bis step-great-grandfather-in-law, with Imee- 
breecbes, black silk stockings, and buckled shoes (be has a well- 
turned leg and ankle, has Jt/r. P, ; what tbe Prencb call lajainoB 
de cour ”) ; and be vows and protests tbat be has never seen or beard 
anything prettier than a stringed quartett of Hi.y:pN’s or Mozart’s 
tastefully performed by these ruffled amateurs, while their patched 
and powdered Ladies sat by, looked on and listened ; after which 
Jfr. "wbo can sing “ Phillida Floxits with genuine taste 

and feeliiLg, has contributed bis share to tbe evening’s amusement ; 
and then &ey have aU joined in a gay minuet, and exchanged snuffl- 
boxes and epigrams, and elegantly worded compliments ; and J!£r. 
punchy who lias also graced the hals costumes at all tbe Courts in 
Europe, including our own, has never beheld anything half so merry 
or charming as these powder parties. 

But to return to tbe Spratts. Sorrow and sickness seldom visit 
those who lead such pure, simple, and innocent Hves. In their hours 
of sorrow, the Speatts and their friends would find comfort in gazing 
at some pretty combination of form and colour ; such as a dead frog 
l3dng on a "blue dhina plate in the sun, or a cracked sackhut mth a 
peacock’s feather sticking out of its bung-hole. Their only abiding 


the friends are fondly lute-playing, or pormg over old myths, and 
musing sadly on the light of other days ; what time Sally the 
Copk is dishing up a cola roast capon (wMch, in her haste, she has 
unfortunately peacocked the wrong way), and her distant police- 
man looks over the wall, with one eye for her, and one for the cold 
roast capon. Say, reader, is not it a fair, glad, gracious picture ? 
How different, alas ! from those (D. Y,) .to come ! 


object, that they never used it, on principle, but even in bad weather 
would walk half a mile to post such few letters as they ever had 
occasion to write. Indeed, most of these had been wri-ften to the 
Yestry, demanding that the pillar-post should he removed, on the 
score of its unsightliness, and ofiermg to replace it by a new s-un- 
dial, designed, fm of charge, by Jaoe Speatt, from the old one in 
Ms arbour, on condition that the parish ^ould bear the expense of 


these appeals. 

In thenr hours of sickness alone tine Spratts were as other people, 
and sent immediately for the nearest medical practitioner (or leech, 
as they preferred to call him) ; their only sickness to speak of had 
arisen 6om once feasting medisevally on an old roast peacock, in 
company with the trusty friends, who had also been taken very bad 
on that occasion ; and they ever afterwards avoided that dish, hut at 
their banquets would have the peacock’s head and what was left 
of its tail tacked on to some more digestible bird, which, duly* 
roasted beforehand, and allowed to cool, would thus adorn their 
board with borrowed plumes before it was carved and eaten, and so 
please tiieir assthetio sense without making them sick afterwards ; 
a ve^ wise precaution ; for they were very much Mven to such old- 
fatibioned hospitality^ these Spratts : although their axjquamtanee 
was by their own choice (so they said) rather limited ; for as staunch 
Ea^als, they hated the aristocracy, whose very existence they 
i^or^ shunned the professional^ class, wMch they scorned, on 
account of its scientific and utilitarian tendency; and loathed the 
middle class, from wMch they had sprung, because it was Philistine ; 

I and although they professed to deeply honour the working man, 

I they very wisely managed to see as little of him as they possibly 
could ; and thus, living for each other, and their chosen mends, 
they naughtily held aloof from the outer world, wMoh, it must 
be owned, betrayed no wish whatever to lure them from their 
seclusion. 

Although the kind of felicity we have tried to depict may not 
commend itself to the taste of the general reader, he cannot fail to 

7- 1 1 - - _ _ a 1 



self-respect, friendship, domestic afiection, the love of Art, innocence i 
of mundane ambition, blameless a^irations and regrets, everything i 
seems oombined to intake their existence happy and blessed ; not to 
mention that ’belief in themselves and each other and ^ that 
belongs to them, which Mr, Punch looks upon as the highest 
condueement {i£ he may for^ a word) to earthly bhss. Indeed, Mr. 
Punch does not think small beer of himself^ as Ms readers should 
know by tMs time, and believes dudy to be quite the first among 
wives, although he has been used to beat her now and then ; and thinks 
Toby the finest dog in the world. He has dwdt at length, and with a 


mr mere are lew sucn nomes m J^fingiana ; nay, that you may grave 
it in your mind the better, Mr. Punch has saDtilely linmed lor you 
a cartoon showing the Spratts at home, in fh^ pretty garden, with 
twins and the trusty friends, all mediasvally arrajedi around 
mem. Jack Spratt and his wife are playing the 

twins are revolving quaint conceits in their eesthetlc minds; 


My name it is Jim Baoster, wMch I’m Keeper to the Sq.tiire — 

(And which the young ’un sartinly a “Keeper” do require)— 

And if that there Inwentor, as the Yankee called Msedf , 

Had corned to me he ’d gottenVhat ’ud laid him on the shelf ! 

He comes, that Yankee, and he says, says he unto the Squir^ 

“ I guess you Britishers are green I How, Mister, jest lewk hvar ! 
Yew pick yewer birds off one by one, and take a heap o’ trouble, 

I ’ve got a kind o’ notion as ’ll make yewer bags just double. 

The name ” (says he) “I calls it by ’s ‘ I owe -a knock to none.’ ” 
Leastways^^ that’s what it sounded like—a queer name for a gun! 
And what it means is Greek to me — never was a scoUard — 

But when I seed the thin^ itself, by gum I I a’most hollered. 

WMch in he wheels a thing just like a trumpet on a harrer, 

And taming of a handle, hang ! he shoots an onld cock sparrer ! 
WrMoh ^arrers is the onV thing as sichlike scum should shoot ; 

And them ’s Jpi Baosters sen-Sments— and youm, I hopes, to boot. 
Hows’ ever, my young Master took a fancy to the tMng, 

And made me wheel it down the moor, to try it on the ling ; 

WMch then they druv a lot o’ grouse across the line o’ fire, 

To where, just like a horgan-mau, sits grinning my young Squire. 

I felt that had you might ha’ brained me wi’ a taller-canaLe, 

As that there youngster blew Ms smoke and turned that blessed 
handle. 

Just then the grouse ■went whirring by, ^d a roar came worse than 
thunder, 

WMoh, when the smoke had cleared away, why, where the birds, 
I Wonder ? 

The birds they wasn’t there, that ’s flat, but just a bit o’ feather, 

A f6W odd claws and mashed-np bits lay there upon the heather. 

The young Squire laughed as 1 whe^d back that ble^d hurdy- 
gnr ay : 

“ I thfik,” says he, “ Jim BAasiEs, We will stick to Mr. -hjAREf ! 


TOO READ A OEQBTAIMTY. 

Why ' does the Friendly Boeieties Act limit the amount of buzIAL 
msuraaee tor childretx u^er five years of age to f Lest burial 
insurance eheuJd too eertaduly insure burial. 
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ANNUAL FELINE FAMINE. 

HE plea for staxyed cats 
c - . ^ seasonaWy reappeared 

OH the prorogation of Par- 
^ r" > /f liament. There exists an 

*“ r] asylim for destitute dogs, 

~ 'v ■ \ 1 DHt the feline race has 

‘ " ^ A ^ \ * ^ hitherto failed to enlist the 

feelings of any of those, if 
^■T' j I / there are^y, vho in these 

^ college or a cat.” The cate 

f /I: * ge not^endowed mth 

^ "" or refuge. Ithasheensug- 

1---- ' gested that to hand oTer 

'= 'T the starving cats to phy- 

"V' siologists for yiyisection 
' would be humane com- 

to dieintJe “ slowa^nies ” 
•?: hunger and thirst ; and 

‘ ^ the Society for the Preyen- 
^ , ' ] tion of Cruelty to Animals 

invoked to undertake 
- ‘ the duty of putting them 

7^ ■ out of their misery. But 

- would not any pOTormer 
^ 0 ' of that dutyhaye to take 
good care how he did it ? 
Or else, might not one of the Society’s own agents yeiy likely 
find himself pulled up before a Police-Magistrate on a charge of 
“ Cruelty to a Cat.” 

It is sad to think that inhabitants of Belgravia should be so incon- 
siderate as to go out of town without leaving some provision for 
their eats eguivalent to board-wages ; and therefore that many cate 
are pining in a state of starvation. VVe may, however, coi^^le o^- 
selves a little hy reflectii^, firstly, that in a district within, which 
the cats are mostly starving, all the rats and mice must have been 
devoured j and, secondly, that cate dying of hunger in a state of 
emaciation, are hardly capable of being utilised by even the most 








qualms in partaking of made dishes, partieulaxly of jugged hare. 

HOW TO MAKE THmOS PLEASAJ^T ABROAD; 

O, tTie Travellirig SnoVs Fade Mecum. 

Oy entering a Railwajr-Carriage, Mek any parcels you may find 
in your way, and, if possible, seat yourself upon a bonnet-box. 

ff Ladies are present, insist upon lighting a short pipe, and close 
i or open the windows at your own sweet vtill, and vtim regard to no 
I one’s comfort but your ovm. 

j On board the Steamboat make yourself a nuisance to your fellow- 
! travellers by iudulging in silly practical jokes and smoking bad 
i tobacco. 

On arrival at a Hotel, force your way out of the omnibus before 
any one else, and in your selection of a room be as unobliging to 
your feUow-travdlers as possible. 

Lounge about the hall, smoking your favourite pipe, and stare at 
every Ihdy who enters or leaves the place. If you find a Lady away 
from her father^ husband, or brother, grin at her. 

Bully the Waiters at the tabie d^h6te, and if you can find a kindred 
spirit, indulge freely in a conversation of a strongly - seasoned 
character. 

On your return to ike Hotel late at night, diout at the top of your 
voice to your companions, to the great disturbance of those wbo have 
retired to rest before you. 

If you are fond of fun, alter aH the boots at the doors, and change 
the numbers and hours on the “ wakin^-up slate.” 

If you have to catch an early train in tiie morning, be careful to 
arouse by your noisy conduct all the other inmates of the hotel. 

Lf you enter a Church to “ do ” it, put your hands in your pockets 
and whistle. Push any one pra^g roughly out of your way, 
and if service is being performed, go up to the altar-rails and mock- 
ingly inspect it. To avoid unpleasantaess, only do this when the 
Suisse is avray. 

Touch eveiything in the Museums and Picture Galleries, and 
declare in broken French, bad German, or imitation Italian (accord- 
ing to the country), that the South Kensington treasures beat all the 
foreign collections hollow. 

La fact behave like a selfish, underbred, ill-conditioned Cad for a 


month or six weeks, and then return to England to lose your indi- 
viduality in some small City office, or post of a kindred character, 
until the tune arrives for your annual outing next year, when com- 
mence de novo, 

ON A MATTER OE TASTE. 

As, to judge from the very spirited correspondence that has 
appeared on the subject, there seems now to be not a shadow of 
doubt but that, in the matter of proper Sunday observance, Great 
Britain leads triumphantly in the van ahead of all rivals, Jfr. 
Punch is, of course, happy to throw his voice in with the chorus of 
universal jubilation. At the same time, since, though no friend to 
unnecessary labour, Mr, Punch is by no means opposed to innocent 
Sunday recreation, and, therefore, anxious to shea what light he can 
upon the better understanding of the subject, he sets aside a corner 
of his space for the following little twin documents, which strike 
him as perhaps not altogether inappropriate reading for those who 
have lately found themselves very much shocked at what goes on 
weekly in and about the Paris Exhibition. 

Sundajf Diary of Mr. William Journal dim Dlmamhe kept hy 

SthbBS, Bricklayer^ of Seven M, Jtties Potih, 07(vrier, re^ 

Dials, London, redding at Belleville, Paris. 

Six A.M, to Twelve Hooh. 

In bed, sleeping off last night’s Up early, putting on best 
drink. things, taking bath in Seine, 

breakfasting, chatting, and mak- 
ing a promenade to the Jardin 
das Tuilenes, 

Hale-past Twelve. 

Wait outside a public, and Recreate EuafeLE, the little 
chew a straw till it opens. ones, and myself by surveying 

the gold-fish for a little quarter 
of an hour. 

Oke. 

Go in with the rush, and 1 Refresh ourselves with liquor- 
drink. I ice water imder the trees. 

Two. 

Drinking hard, and getting [ Enjoying the continuance of 
through as much as I, can finish our promenade, and discussing 
before three. the programme for our amuse- 

ments. 

Three to Six. 

Turned out with a row. Go in Enter the Galleries of the 
for a smoke, and bowl along any- Louvre, and survey the various 
wheres to get through the blessed objects of Art and other interest- 
time tiR six. Looks at the out- ing treasures, feeling proud of 
side of the front door of the our great France, whidi makes 
British Museum, and wonders such enjoyment the common pro- 
when J shall ever get a cbance of perty of the universal people, 
seeing what’s at tne back of it. Turn our steps towards the 
Stops a hit, and curses the nobs Champs Elys^es, and watch the 
coming out of Church. Bowls brilliant equipages with satisfac- 
hack again to the Dials. tion. Continue our enjoyable 

promenade towards the Bois. 

Six. 

Go in again with a rush, and | Refresh ourselves further with 
set to at Ihe liquor steady. 1 plaisirs and syrup of currants, i 

Seveh to Eioht. 

Come across Jim Blewttt, and Met EnouARD Bbischb, and 
wager Mm to get through two arrange a partie with him at 
quarterns hot before he fibmshes a shooting with the crossbow , for 
gallon of four, drinking fair, with sugared buttons, 
a start of a pint and ahalf. 

EiaHT -to Hire, 

Keep up the drink against Jim, I Amuse ourselves in various 


Keep up the drink against Jim, Amuse ourselves in various 
talking politics and tossing him ways in the pleasant evening 
for the lush tiU he calls me a twilight, eventually inviting 
“ bloomin’ Sarcophagus.”^ Make Edottari) and Ms maternal A.unt 
biTTi take Ms measure against the to partake of coffee and iced 
joists. Give Livdy Charlie and water mixed with biscuits of rice 
the Barman one each for inter- in the neighbourhood of a concert 
fering. Smash a gaselier as a in the o^en air. Watch the stars, 
“ parting farewell,” and run for and the illumination of the thou- 
it towards the Lane, chivied by sand street lamps ; and so, home 
bobbies, leisurely with Eun]EHiE and our 

little on^ to our lively quarter. 

Teh. 

Just my luck I Run in %ain l Ah once more arrived at 
at Bow Street I I BelleviRe I 



DISGORGING. 


An AlUffory^ on the BanJcs of the J^ile. 


Theue d\^elt on tlie baiiks of tlie mystical Nile 
An edacious, slirewd, elderly, fat Crocodile ; 

A pachyderm dandy, or Saurian Swell, 

Who wore smart pantaloons cut exceedingly well. 
And with pockets capacious — all tokens which. teU 
Of superior breeding and polish. 

He was lord of the land by common consent, 

Let it out at high figures, and lived on the rent. 
Which he ruthlessly levied and lavishly spent ; 
And bad luck to the tenant who was not content — 
He ’d proceed that poor wretch to demolish 
In true ahigator-like right-divine style. 

WeU, he grew; QLuite ambitious, this ^cute Crocodile, 
A compound, in fact,, of Eing Log and Xing Stork, 
A game which appeared for a season to work. 


So thinks he, “ Like that ’cute Yankee coon, I am treed. 
Mere dodge and delay will no longer succeed. 

The game ’s up, so I ’d better come down-.’^ 

Then he shed many tears, as your Crocodile can, 

And Oh, my poor family ! ” blubbered the brute. 


‘ But I T1 give up the lot, ^tis the honestest plan.” 
(The “ lot ” was his plunder and loot.; 


‘ Ah ! honesty is the best game, after all ! ” 

(He had tried every other, and so ought to know.) 

“ Restitution's the cry. I respond to the call 
With the finest alacrity, Lo ! ” 

Here he turned out each pocket and emptied each bag. 

(So a burglar, when chased, will abandon his ‘^swag,”) 
“ Take the dross and divide it I ” <iuoth King Crocodile. 

The rejoicings were great. Let us hope it ’s aU right ; 

But immense are the Sanrian resources of sleight, 

And it 's just on the cards that the game is not quite 
At an end on the banks of the Nile. 


He led his poor subjects a deuce of a dance, 

And tasked them and taxed them right royally. 
But your Autocrat ever breaks down in finance, 

And this was King Crocodile’s piteous chance. 

He essayed many dodges his funds to enhance : 

He called in the aid 
Of experts at the trade, 

His accounts in their hands ostentatiously laid. 

Took oath to conform to the rules which they made. 
And back up their policy loyaHv. 

Yet the devious devices of Saurian guue 


Q,uite baffled these honest experts for awhile ; 

But such shuffling at last did those gentlemen rile. 


And friend pachyderm found that his wriggle and smile 
Were met with an ominous foown. 


BUNCH’S WEATHER WARNIN(3-S NEXT WEEK. 

Monday . — Sultry heat. Westerly wind, G-et in your ice, and put 
on your suit of white dittos. 

Tuesday . — ^Intense cold. Wind in the East. Light your fires ; 
and do not neglect your Ulster over-coats. 

Wednesday. ^ Wind anywhere. ^ Temperature neither hot 
nor cold. Avoid any risk of oatcmng the influenza. 

Thursday . — ^Yellow fog. Perfect calm. Sultry heat until noon, 
then cold. Draw down the blinds, and light your gas. 

Magnificent spring weather. Wind from the South. 
Wear your great-coat only in the evening, 

Saturday. — Thunderstorms, snow, and intense heat. Lay your 
fires, and keep your wines in ice, prepared for any emergency. 

Da Capo. 
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RAILWAY LUXURJES. 

JSaxu7mo7iisL ** I SAT— ’ere I This IYatbb’s fhiiIi o’ Ckiihbs I ” 

AgitaHus. ‘‘That AiK^T Crumbs! That’s only the Sawdust off the 
Hice ! ” 


PEES AND EEES^ WOETH* 

ScEifE — Inside a Railway Train. Physiciaa and Prierid, 

Friend. Eow tell me, Doctor, TVTierefore this rise ia the Profession of first 
consultation fees to two guineas ? Because the cost of liying has risen for 
Doctors, ha-ve they raised their terms for prolon^g their patients’ lives ? 

Rhysieian. Oh dear no. At that rate every fee would have to he doubled, or 
quadrupled, at least. 

Friend. Is it, then, that a first consultation is a so much more scientific 
and laborious affair than it used to be ? 

Physician. Partly, But you miss the chief reason for the double fee— yet 
how obvious it is ! 

Friend. What ? 

Physician. The immense advance in these days of medical science and 
medical skill, which, in nine-hundred-and-ninety-mne cases out of a thousand, 
renders, or ought to render, one consultation enough— one, the first and the 
last. What is an additional guinea paid for adyiee, which, if only followed, 
may prevent the expense of hundreds r 

Friend. It never struck me in that light. 

Physician. But now you see it, of course, as clear as day. Why, isn’t 
a consultation that saves a lon§ illness, and perhaps a life, worth any money f 
And one consultation would in general suffice, if patients commonly had 
common sense enough to do what their doctor told them. 

Friend. You think, then, you ought to be paid in proportion to the services 
you render? 

^ Physician. If possible— as it would be in surgery, for instance, quite. There 
might be a tariff of surgical operations, from the price of removing a simple 
tumour to that of tying the subclavian artery. To be sure, in medkine it 
could not be so simple j else a physician could charge for items— for the cure 
of lighter complaints so much, for that of graver so much more : as from “ To 
relieving you of Indigestion,” or “To attending you in Q-out,” say two 
guineas, up to an indefinite figure “For curing you of Typhoid Fever.” 
But then, you see, dyspepsia on the one hand^ may be obstinate, and fever, 
on the other; mild; so that nominal gravity of disease is no criterion necessarily 
of work and khour d^ne. 



Friend. Work and labour being medical treatment, 
would there he any possibility of payment for results ? 

Physician. Curative results, you mean. Yes, if tbe 
scale were high enough ; because, of course, in case of 
old age and decay of nature the results may prove fatal. 

Friend. !N'ot to say that the cures are comparatively 
few. And then there are patients who really die of their 
diseases ? 

Physician. Sometimes, 

Ffnend. But that is generally their own fault ? 

Physician. Always ; and the labourer is worthy of his 
hire ; and if you, being the subject of a disease which 
torments or disables you, or threatens to deprive Society 
of your valuable existence, are put in the way to get 
rid of it for two guineas only, what I say is, you have 
a vast deal more than your two guineas’ worth for your 
two guineas. There ! Kow, I am sure you have had 
an amount of medical information out of me ridicu- 
lously cheap at that sum. Hand it over. 

Friend. 1 ’ll owe it you. 

[Tram stops at Station^ and colloquy closes. 


THE LOTOS-EATEE IH THE LEYAYT. 

[Pitched^ icith apologies to 3Ir. Tennyson^ in an Asia~ 
3Iinor key.) 

“ Cyprus ! ” is the last new cry ; 

Money in that cry we see. 

Cash is the end of life ; then, why 
Not draw on kind J. B. ? 

Give us a loan : Creduli^ is vast ; 

And twelve per cent, will strike the cautious dumb. 
Give us a loan. It need not be the last : 

TYe ’ll take all from you, and, unmoved, become 

Insolvent now, as in the cheery past 1 

Give ns a loan. What pleasure can we have 

To live by labour ? Is there any fun 

In sheer hard-working ’gainst the working Slat^e 9 

Give us a loan, the market’s chance we brave 

And ask you for your money ; you may dun, 

And p’raps get back wbat ’s left, — or half, or may be 
none! 


TALE OF THE TEAIN. 

{Specially arranged for the use of Travellers hy the Sea 
Side Eucpress.'*^ 

Is eighteenpence aH that you return me out of my 
ten-pound note ? Surely, then, the charge made by the 
Company for a first-class fare, for a distance of sixty- 
seven nules, is amply sufficient ? Why are we starting 
one hour and thirty-iime minutes late ? 

I do not note that a delay of seventy minutes in this 
retired siding is referred to officially in the Time Table. 

Is this not the twenty-seventh time we have been 
shunted in the last five hours ? 

As we seem to be spending tbe whole afternoon at 
this little country station, will you ask the Guard to 
direct me to a restaurant^ where he can recommend the 
wines, and also to tell me where I can purchase some back 
numbers of an Encyclopaedia, and have my portrait 
taken in oHs ? 

Would it not have been better if we had proceeded by 
the mineral, cattle, or even an ordinary luggage-train ? 

As darkness is profound, and we have come to a 
dead halt in this spot lor the last three hours and a half, 
I should feel extremely glad if one of the officials could 
kindly inform me what is the matter with the engine ? 

If it is quite determined that we are to make a night 
of it at this gloomy junction,^ might I ask you to 
telegraph to my wife and family, and inform tihem of 
the faet, and at the same time furnish me with a bolster, 
and three glasses of brandy-and-water, and the address 
of the Company’s solicitors ?, 


The Products of Peace I 

The Paper Exhibition at Yienna doubtless contains 
many wonderful articles ; but to be complete, should it 
not include the curicms ^eet of the Berlin peace- 
programme, out of which has been made a war in 
Bosnia? 
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Stout Mai.coim to Mac Cuiltjm Mohe 
(A mighty chief ne’er hraTed hefore) 

In haughty accents cried : 

Campbell, look out ! I front thee here, 
E’en in thy place of pride. 

Kay, never feign thy nose to cock, 

And crest-like toss thy ta^my shock ! 

I tell thee thon ’rt defied I 
I game to straggle for the seat, 

And if men say I funk defeat, 

Mac Cullum Mohu, they Ve lied ! ” 
On the Buke’s cheek the Audi of rage 
Overcame the cabn that suits the sage 
Who -wrote The Beign of Law ; ** 
Who in Good Words^ more pious page. 
And on St. Stephen’s -wordy stage 
Can hold Ms o*wn at jaw. 


‘‘And barest thou then 

To BEARD THE LlON IN HIS DEN?” 

Fierce he broke forth: And dar’st thou then 
To heard the Lion in his den. 

The Campbell in Ms hall ? 

Upon my soul it ’s like thy cheek, 

I have a mind thy nose to tweak, 

I won’t, though— not at all. 

I ’ll not so grace thee, graceless dog ; 

JBut here ’s my son, the Callein Oo, 

Wi^ thee -will try a fall.” 

The Calleln Og- was young and slim, 
PoLTALLOCH* tail and stark and grim ; 

It seemed Ms mighty length of limb 
The stripling must defeat. 

Yet was young Colin toughly strung, 

Kimhle of foot as swift of tongue, 

His giant foe he foiled and flung, 

And saved the threatened seat. 

* Kame given to Colonel Malcolm, from Ms estate. 


Brave Malcolm: turned, well was Ms need, 
Yet shook Ms fist, and cried, 

“ A lick— but a close shave indeed ! 
Another day I shall succeed, 

And lower the Campbell’s pride ! ” 
Then loud as victor-Hon’s roar 
The shout of the MacOullum Mohr. 

His targe he spread young Colin o’er. 

And -wildly waved his huge claymore, 
What time the Callein Oe 
Triumphant danced hefore Ms she ^ 

A crossed-sword dance (a thing to tire, 
And make the sturdiest cMel perspire), 
Featly as lad of Lancashire 
Might foot it in the clog ; 

Whilst loudly rang from isle to isle, 

The triumph of the young Arotll, 


The Commander-in-Chiep. — Ceneral Society. 


Worth his Salt {to the Boyal Bolytechnic ), — ^Professor Pepper. 
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The Hardy Horseman’s house of yore ” 

Was, as we know, a glee : 

It could be sung by twelve or more, 

But not alone by me. 

Oh, ne’er shall I forget the choir 
That once there used to be, 

Of course I mean when Paddy GtHEbn 
E uled o’er the harmone^, 

I never paid a shilling then 
To enter,— it was free ; 

The company were only men, 

Who stayed till nearly three. 

Dear Boys,” alas ! are here no more, 

Pear Girls now come to sup ; 

The Hardy Horseman’s House before 
The hour of one’s shut up. 

It would be as well if ingenious young dramatic 
critics fresh to their work, and burning with the 
ardent desire of slaughter, were to restrain their 
ardour awhile for the purpose of obtaining some 
correct information on the subject they Ve un- 
dertaken to criticise. For example, the dramatic 
critic of the Daily Neics, in reviewing Jeames 
at the G-aietyj says, in an airy manner, “With 
the incidents m the ‘ Yellowplush Papers^ proba- 
bly no one is imacc[uainted” — except, as wiU be 
seen, the critic Mmself— “ but it would be difiGlcult 
to recognise them in the exaggerated version 
here presented.” The recognition would be more 
than difficult — it would be impossible — Jeames 
having no more to do with the “Yellowplush 
Papers ” than with Vanity Fair, Fendenms, or 
The Virginians. The play of Jeames is 
from The Diary of Jeames de la JPluche, which 
first "appeared in Punch, with Thackeeat’s own 
grotesque illustrations. The Diary is included 
under the bead of Thackeeay’s “Burlesques,” 
while the Memoirs (f Mr. C. J- Yellowntush — 
there are no “Yellowplusb Papers,” although 
the Daily News critic quotes the title in inverted 
commas— are bound up with the JParis Sketch^ 
Book ; and, except that they are supposed to have 
been written by an uneducated footman, they have 
nothing in common vdtb Jeamesh Diary. The 
story told by Mr, YeUowplmh concerns the JSon. 
Mr. D&uceace, Lord Oraos, Lady Griffin, and her 
poor crooked daughter. Jeames* s Diary is mainly 
caricature, but there is a good honest purpose 
throughout it, and in the characters or Mary 
An 7 ie, Granny, and Uncle Bill, Thackeeay has 
given us that touch of nature which enlists our 
best and truest sympathies. But in the 3Ie7noirs 
of Mr. C. J. Yellowplush, all, except the dupes, 
are villanously bad. There is not a redeemiug 
quality among the whole dranmtis persons, who 
are, I venture to say, impossible on the Stage. 
Their reality would he too hideous. Yet it was 
with this work of Thaceeeay’s, and not with 
Jeames* s Diary— irom which Jeames was pro- 
fessedly taken— that the observant and well-in- 
formed critic compared the story of Jeames at the 
Gaiety. His Editor will, I hope, reward his young 
man’s ingenuity with a well-bound copy of au 
Thackeray’s works, and, at the end of the half- 
year, make him pass an examination in Jeames' s 
Diary and The Memoirs of Mr. C. J, Yellow- 
plmh. 

The Hhedive has given np his revenues. Mr. 
Rivees Wilson has been “spoiling the Egyp- 
tians” to some purpose— I beg his pardon, I should 
We said “improving the Egyptians ” as they’ve 
been going up wonderfully within the last fort- 
night. Montez toujours I as Lord Beacohseield 
says of Mr, Corey. 

Mr. Enos, of Marlborough Street, retires. 
Everyone in the Police Court is sorry. On the de- 
parture of Xnox, there will he mo(u)rnmg in 
Marlborough Street. 


BOEOTTOHS AND BOOZ-MAKEES. 

Hew work, by the Author of On Horsehack 
Through Asia Minor. Over the Birmingham 
Caucus-es, on a Popular Cry. 
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AT IT AGAIN! 

f iTO, Yictob Huao, or ratlier — as 

you were invited and only sent a 
fetter— Y ictob Ugo / But 

a letter you sent! Tlia^youTery 
for the private copy witli wMcn we 
been favoured, and wMoli evidently 
von is the genuine article before it 
was corrected for tbe Ears of 
your Unioni^ Deleg.tes and 

Fictoe !N’ooo to the Trades 
Union Delegates from ex^ery- 
icliere generally assembled in 
the Chateau d^JEau Theatre. 

Mt DEA3, Eueopea 2 T Coxnr- 

I cannot at this mo- 
ment, to my great regret, come 
and preside over you. Ob- 
serve^ I say *^at this moment.” 

Tins” moment is not next 
moment, not that moment, nor 
T t. any moment but this moment. 
U You did not ask me for this 
moment. That is where I am 
evasive. "Who was the Englishman I have always respected? 
Waxebe I My young men from the country ! Hear me. I demand 
what you demand. I want what you want. I wish I may get it. 
I wish you may get it. I mean what you mean. “ Unity ’’ is to be 
joined together. I am with you in heart and soul.^ Hot in body. 
Every Dog has Lis day. These days are the Dogs’ in Paris. Thus 
is it i prefer Guernsey to Paris. Let us be cool. As I am. Here ! 
"Without us Governments attempt something. They all do it. YTho 
leads, fails. To follow is to succeed. Look on without uneasiness, 
always gay, sometimes free! Continue to march, labour, and 
think I I, your brother, your friend, will sit, eat, and drink ! You 
are a single people. I am a singular person. The iirst person sin- 
gular. You, a single people, want a peace, a big peace, a noble 
peace. A peace for one! 1, a singular person, command a peace for 


origin of life be explained. La3Iaeox and Darwin had struck tbe last 
blow at the doctrine of final causes, and modern morphology was irreconcil- 
able not only with the dogma of tbe Creation, but with that of Providence or 
tbe vague idealistic pantheism of Hegel, Schopenhauer, and Hartmann.” 

In spite of the well-known experiments of Professor Ttnpall, 
tending, as far as they go, to disprove “ spontaneous generation,’’ 
Professor Hackel firinly believes in it — as firmly, perhaps, as the 
Archbishop of Cantbebuet does in the dogmas of Creation and of 
Providence, notwithstanding modern “morphology.” 

“Tbe transformation of living organisms under tbe influence of adaptation* 
hereditary selection, and struggle for existence, could not, indeed, be matbe- 
matically demonstrate^ but its existence could not be doubted any more than 
psychology or social science.’* 

Well ; but are there not diversities of opinion concerning social 
science ? and as to psychology, are not its questions as vexed as those 
of theology ? Nevertheless, Professor Hackel is as sure about social 
science and psychology, together with evolution, development, and 
all the rest of it, Darwinism to wit, as M. Yeuillot is of the cer- 
tainty of all the propositions of the late Pope’s Syllabus. The 
articles of our Professor’s scientific creed cannot, certainly, be 
“mathematically demonstrated;” no, but, as M. Yeuillot might 
say, ^^prmtat fides supple7nentu7n ; Budi fides and scientia — ^Pro- 
fessor Hackee’s scientia — do seem very much indeed like one another, 
especially scientia. 

A PASTOEAL SYMPHONY. 

[Mr. Cross, Lord Sand on, and Colonel Stanley have lately been | 
optimising at Liverpool.] I 

Scene — The Lancashire Arcadia. j 

Peepoemees — Cei'tain Shephei'ds^ piping. 


peace. A peace for oi 
I two. That satisfies, 
velvet ! In flannel ! 


That is enough. Behold me! 


JLXLCbU JU/VJJUUXW XU.V • 

velvet ! In flannel ! In a jersey I In Ghiemsey ! 

Your friend, 

PiCTOE Hogo. 

'S^B.'-^ChAteaud^EauI I salute you. Place of Assemblyjdenoe- 
foxth historic. Cold water is a cure for most maladies, For the 
fanatic, the intemperate, the irascible, the violent — au Chateau 
d^Bau I allez I 

A BELIEYEE IN DAEWTN. 

Feom a speech delivered by Professor Hackee of Jena, at a 
dinner given to him a few days since in Paris by some French 
savants, it appears that Science is essentially much more like Faith 
than people commonly suppose ; science, that is, as professed by 
Professor Hackee. According to a telegram whence extraote 
follow — 

“In Ms speech as reported in tbe Temps, be expressed gratification at the 
progress of evolutionist ideas among French men of science, and remarked 
that professors and preachers wbo lidicnled man’s descent from the ape un- 
wittingly furnished tbe best proof of it, their pride and childish vanity being 
foibles which might have been bequeathed by the ape.’* 

The best proof of man’s descent from the ape being, by Professor 
Hackee’s own showing, far short of demonstration, he, Professor 
HAckkl, nevertheless believes it, and that firmly enough to be 
capable of accusing scoffers at it of childish vanity and pride. What 
i is the diffexenoe between such science as that and the faith of any 
' the most dogmalde clergyman ? 

“ Man* however, did not descend firom any known anthropoid, but was a . 
branch of catarbine monkeys of tbe Old World,** 

How does Professor Hackee know that ? From soientfific proof, or 
scientifio inspiration ? 

“The continuity of nature was daily becoming more evident, and super- 
stition, mysticism, and teleology would' give way to reason, causality, and 
mechanism.” 

Is Professor Hackee also among the Prophets ? 


First Shepherd. The libretto and music our leader hath set us 
Both savour most sweetly of pastoral calm 1 • 

Second Shepherd. Aje, dulcet as honey from classic Hymettus, 
The strain and the theme to all bosoms bring balm ! 

Third Shepherd. Since Creation was in its Arcadian nonage 
So peaceful a moment has never been known I 
First Shepherd. Let us pipe of our power, our prestige, and our 
tonnage, 

Which under our fosteringrcare have so grown ! 

Second Shepherd. The nightmare of War which so long had op- 
pressed us, « . -I T j. . 

Has passed, and we ’re free of all friends and all foes ! 

Third Shepherd. The country has fiattered, and praised, and 
caressed us, 

Oh, everything ’s lov ely and couleuT-de'-rose I 
First Shepherd. As to War, oh I it’s reaUy too shocking to 
mention — 

I humbly beg pardon for using its name 1 
; Second She^erd. Universal content has extinguished contention, 
j We ’re all at the height of our well-deserved fame ! 

I Third Shepherd. Our wicked opponents— their leader sophistic — 
All vanished like dim allegorical ghosts I 
First Shepherd. What eloquence ornate, sublime, optimistio 
Enough for expressing our jubilant boasts ? 

Second Shepherd. But great though the present our glory still 
waxes, 

The future shall be one big blaze of success I 
Third Shepherd. We ’U annex all the world, and abolish all taxes, 
The sons of our sons shall brave Bbaconseiele bless ! 

A Voice. Yes, that sounds very nice, and no doubt he ’s a hero. 
But isn’t yours rather a rickety Peace ? 

Taxation at present is not down to zero, 

And how ^out Bosnia, Batoum, and Greece ? 

Shepherds {together). Hush, hush, noisy sceptic I Avaunt, rash 
intruder ! 

Cacophonous creature ! inopportune bore 1 
Our Concert you ’d mar with harsh discords ? Froh pvdor ! 
The themes you refer to are not in our Score I 

iLeft piping. 

LOGHC EOE EEOHSEATOES. 

According to a great living Philosopher, pe^e in this country at 
least are “mostly fools.” Cluery, therefore: What is the greatest 
happiness of the greatest number r A Fool’s Paradise. 


uiUTerse,iinmiitability of spemes, sterihty of (hybnds r), geological cataclysms, 
succaarive Rations, and tiie late appearance of man were dying out. The 
I primitive hfe-organisms were formed chemically by spontaneous generation 
at the bottom of the sea like saline crystals in water, Nohow else could tbe 


NOTE ON RED NOSRS. 

A 3DEGEON has pubhished a treatise on a method of. curing “ Port- 
wine Marks.” In many cases probably port- wiDie marks could be 
efieotually got rid of by simply leaving on port-wine. 


‘ T<>€kiBai9]fOvnxBm««*2K< A£it«r iloct no< "htML hiin»^b<nmd to 9 cleMy>Udgtf retow, or pay for Ctmifibiaions, Jtn, no can these he returned unless aeeompanUd hp 4 

stamped and directed m^elope. Copies should be hxpt. 
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THE WAGES QUESTION. | 

(Overheard at Ironopolis.) 

liiteTligent WorTcing Man. ‘‘ Arbitration I Ca’ that Arbitration I 
Why, tbey've givey it against ds/” 

THE COMIC JOUENEY; 

OR, HO'VV TO SPEND AN TTNUSUAXLY HAPPY* DAT. 

Scene, <&:o. — The Outside of a Baihcat/ Station. Jovial Porters dis- 
covered laughing heartily^ and cutting johes. A Cab drives up 
loaded tcith luggage^ from which emerges Anxious Traveller. 
Jovial Porters one another, and scan Anxious Traveller’s 

cou}ite?ia}ice with atnuseinent. 

Anxious Traveller (having paid his cab-fare). My luggage, "please. 
I am in a hurry to take the parting train. (Jovial Porters ignore 
hhn,^ and give their attention to fly ^catching.) A friend, an invalid, 
awaits my coming eagerly. (Getting angry.) Here you, Sir, attend 
to my luggage at once, or 

First Jovial Porter (icith a tcink to his co7Krfff7e5).^£,WeIL,5I ^am 
attending to it. Where do you want to go to ? 

Anxious Traveller. ToMudbeach. 

First Jorial Porter (with a hurst of ^neyrimenf). To Mudbeach! 
(Aside, to Ooinrades.) Oh, what fun! Did you ever hear the like ? 
And now, my lads,' lend a hand, and we will send his luggage to 
Mudbeach (HaJ! ha ! Mudbeach !) with a will. 

IThe Jovial^ Porters, laughing heartily, tumble the luggage 
roughly into the Station. Anxious Traveller follows them, 
and appears at BooMng-Offi.ee. 

Anxious Traveller. A ticket, please, for Mudheach. 

Inexperienced Clerh. Where did you say? (Anxious Traveller 
repeats his guestion.) Oh, I don’t think this line. goes to Mudbeach. 
Does it, Bill ? 

Bill (in the distance). Does it what ? 

Inexperienced Clerk. Does the line go to Mudbeach ? 

BiU. Oh, come, that is good ! I must teU that to Tommy. 
(Shouting.) I s^, Tommy, Charley wants to know it this line goes 
to Mudbeach! Ha! ha! Ain’t he green ? (Bell rings.) Of course 
it goes, and in two ways, too ! 

Anxious Traveller (impatiently). My ticket, *if you please. 
Inexperienced Clerk (UisureM. Don’t be in a huriw. I can^t 
attend to everybody at once. Besides, you haven’t told me which 
way you wish to go. 

Anxious^ Traveller. By the shortest way, of course. 

Inexperienced Clerk {pf erring to time-icihhi). Well, you can go 
by Talkingwater, changing at Jonesbury. 


Anxious Traveller. Well, give me a ticket. {Bell rings. 

Inexperienced Clerk. Don’t be in a hurry, especially as there ’s no 
train that way for three hours and a quarter. You can go, too, by 
Cook’s Basin. 

Anxious Traveller. And when does a tram start by that route ? 

Inexperienced Clerk. Oh, I don’t know, but perhaps these chaps 
may (with difficulty attracts the serious attention of his confrh'es and 
obtains, after a few minutes, the desired information). On, they say 
there ’s a train due now. So you had better look sharp if you want 
to catch it. First-Class—all right— here ’s your ticket, 

{Gives card and wastes a short tune in finding proper change. 
Anxious Traveller hurries off toicards the Departure Plat- 
form. 

Official in a high Mat (at door). You can’t pass here. You ’re too 
late. 

Anxious Traveller. But I wish to go to Mudbeach. 

' Official in a high Mat. Well, you may go an houi’’s hence by 
another train. You can’t go hy that. 

{Points to a Tram seen through the ^cindow which, apparently, 
has no intention of starting for some little time to come. 

Anxious Traveller. And my luggage ? 

First Jovial Porter (laughing heartily). Oh, we ’ve sent that off. 
(Aside.) Won’t he have a hnnt to catch it up ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

{The other Jovial Porters roar, and the OfB.cial in the high Hat, 
with difficulty suppresses a smile. 

An hour passes, and Anxious Traveller finds himself seated in the 
next Train hound for Mudheach. Me gates for ten 7nimitesor 
so at the faces of the Too-late Voyagers as^ they glare through 
the glazed barriers at the Tram they have 7mssed. 

Anxious Traveller, When are we going to start, G-uard ? 

Chee7ful Guard. Pardon me, Sir, but what a hurry you are in. 
Why, we are only a quarter of an hour late I 

Anxious Traveller. A Mend, an invalid, ^awaits my comingjeagerly 
at Mudbeach. 

Cheerful Guard (smiling). What, Sir, goingto Mudbeach! Well, 
and a very nice place, too, — when you get there I 

Anxious Ti'aveller. I nave ascertained that at Cook’s Basin a 
steamer meets the train and carries travellers to Bull’s Hyde, where 
another tram is in attendance to take them to their destination. 

Cheerful Guayul. Indeed, Sir, and they told you that ! ■ Why, 
what is this ? As I Hve, the s^al for departure I And only twenty 
minutes behind our time! They must be in a merry; mood this 
morning! {TPhistles as the Train moves off^ 

After a tedious Journey, Anxious Traveller arrives at Cookes Basin 
in about two hours after the adve7'tised tune. 

A7ixious Traveller (gettincj out of the train briskly). And now, my 
Mend, the way to the boat ? 

Gloomy Official. What boat ? 

Anxious Traveller. Why the boat to Bull’s Hyde — ^the boat that 
will take us all to catch the train to Mudbeach. 

Gloomy Official. Oh, that boat (pointing to speck on the horizon). 
There she is ! 

A?ixious Traveller. How long will she take coming here ? 

Gloomy Official. She’s not coming here. Why shejeft here more 
than an hour ago. 

A7ixious Traveller (in despair). A Mend, an invalid, awaits my 
coming eagerly at Mudbeach. When is the next boat ? 

Gloomy Official. There shouldh^ one in an hour or so. 

Anxious Traveller. This is very wrong, / 

Glooiny Official. Everything ’s -wrong in this world. Good day^ 
Sir ; I am going to have my tea. [Betires] 

Three Tioxirs are supposed to elapse, a7id Anxious Traveller Imids at 
Bulfs Myde. 

A7\xious T7'aveller. And now for the train to Mudbeach. 

Mardmed Official. Oh, there are no. more trains to-night. The 
last went an hour ago. 

Anxious Traveller. What, no trains ! A Mend, an invalid, awaits 
my coming eagerly at Mudbeach. 

Mardeiied Official. Mudbeach ! Why, Sir, you must be the gent 
whose lu^^age we packed off three hours ago 1 Y'on must have made 
a mess of it, Sir I 

Anxious Traveller (explodmg). A mess! It’s disgraceful, scanda- 
lous ! Ignorant Clerks, siHy Officials ! Time wasted everywhere ! 
Sent to meet boats that are off before we reach them, invited to catch 
trains that never start ! And you dare to laugh. Sir ? 

Hardened Official. And so would you, Sir, if you had the smallest 
sense of the ridieulous ! 

{Scene closes in mon “a Scene in which Anxious Traveller 
and Hardened Official are the chief Actors. 


The Haughtiest Lot in Europe.— T he Eussian “Hibihsts.” 
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Paht II, 

It tiapp^rLed one day that Jace Speatt’s heautifiil lay figure had 
to gobacEto its maker’s, ia order to be cleaned, mended, and re- 
stimed ; and the happy thought occurred to Jack Speatt that he 
might as 'well take a respite from serious Art- work and paint a por- 
trait of his wife, as she sat there darning one of his socks and reading 
aloud from a black-letter edition of Jack and the Bean Stalk, whose 
adventures never seemed to pall on the Speatts and their friends. 

Now Mrs. Speatt’s form and features had not been cast in an 
early Italian mould j her maiden name was Maloney, and her papa 
had kept a leading oil and Italian warehouse in Finsbury; which 
was, indeed, the only Italian fea-ture in the family. Her mother 
had been a lovely Lancashire lass ; and Mrs. Speatt had raven hair, 
violet eyes, ruby hps, an ivory brow, and a skin made of the whitest 
lily and the reddest rose. Her little head was poised on a long thick 
creamy neck, while her tall supple figure erred if at all on tne side 
of a too superabundant exuberance ; but her waist was very small, 
and so were her proudly arched feet ; and her dimpled little white 
hands had not been made for sock-darning, or any such house 
drudgery but to be tight^-gloved in all that Paris can fumish of 
the best in perfumed kid, five and three-quarters, gns perle. 

It is, perhaps, too much to say that Jack Speatt did the same i 
justice to all -these charms as he had always done to those of Ms lay I 
figure ; but he produced something so different from anything he 
had ever produced before, that the tiusty friends, who were scanda- 
lised beyond measure, repeatedly exclaimed that ii that were Art, 
then the Old Masters must be wrong I 

Jack Speatt, however, in spite of the trusty friends, had it 
framed, called it “ Pe Bhayre Sockque^darrenere,^^ and forwarded 
it to the Poyal Academy, much as he scorned that institution ; and 
the Poyal Academician^ who had persistently rejected, year after 
year, the pictures Jack Speatt and his friends had as persisten-fcly 
sent there, accepted this one ; and cwing, perhaps to a fittle differ- 
ence among themselves about one of their own works, hung it on -tiie 
line, ia a place of honour in the large room, No, 3, where it made 
such a sensation that a plucky Baronet bought it at the private 
I view. , I 

j Thus Jack woke up one morning, and found himself famous. ' 


Of 'the’^Art'critics, some proclaimed in him the advent of the long- 


it had fallen ; and -with the generous intolerance of youth, branded 
as snobs and ruffians those -who could not quite agree with them ; 
others with the calm benignity of age, pronounced both Jack and 
Ms admirers to be perfectly harmless, but incurably imbecile; so 
that old friends quarrelled, and united families fell out, and aU the 
world was set by the ears through Jack Speatt’s little sock-darner ; 
dealers came do'wn on Ms studio Hke the wolf on the fold ; and so 
great was the crowd round tMs picture, that the Eoyal Academy 
stationed a couple of mounted Policemen near it, a thing wMch had 
never been done in Burlington House before ; and many a shilling 
they brought to the Eoyal Academy— those two mounted Policemen ; 
and a very happy thought it was to have them there 1 


The upshot oi all this was, that the plucky Baronet, who had 
purchasea the Httle sock-darner, called at Jack’s studio with his 
Lady, and they were much charmed with all they saw. This 
Baronet could not only tell a pretty picture when he was told, but 
also a pretty face when he saw one. Most Baronets are equal to 
that ; and as for my Lady, a good-natured and impulsive person, 
she was quite beside herself with dehght at the notion of Genius 
painting ;[Beauty, while Beauty darned the socks of Genius. She 
immediately looked upon Mr. and Mrs, Jack Speatt as a pet little 
invention of her own ; and before she had been five minutes in -Ihen 
company, invited them to a “ small and early” at her mansion, in 
Belgrave Square. By this time also the Speatts’ life-long prejudice 
agamst the aristocracy had quite evaporated; and they accepted 
this invitation with alacrity. 

Well, the Speatts duly attended that “ small and early ” attired in 
their very best. Mr, Bunch forgets what Mrs. Speatt’s very best 
consisted of at tMs particular period of her career ; but rather thinks 
it must have been a broidered wimple, surciactured with a golden 
hripipe over a welted chaisel-smock of watchet sergedusoy, lined 
with shalloon, and edged with vair, or possibly ennine. 

Jack Speatt so far gave way to the conventionalities of modem 
.life as to wear a gent’s evening suit complete for three- seventeen- 
six (made to order by a suburban tailor for tMs special occasion), 
and put a smart peacock’s feather in his button-hole. At the same 
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in order to show how simple and unworldly he really was, he 
sported a watch-guard made of common pack-thread, and left his 
Inxtiriant locks Tintonched hv the comh. 

They ^ot to the “ small and early” an hour and a half too soon, and 
had to disport themselves alone in those gilded Belgravian Saloons 
nntil the company had done dinner. Presently the great and gay came 
trooping in^ and the Speatts mingled with the glittering throng, 
and liked it very much, especially Mrs. S., who thought it very 
civil and attentive ; it is not too much to say that she attracted far 
more notice than any of the highhom ladies there, even the Papuan 
ambassadress. 

In the course of the evening, Mrs. Spbatt was prevailed upon hy 
her amiable hostess (whom nobody had ever been known to resist) to 
sit on a stool, as she had done in the famous picture, and dam a 
beautiful blue and yellow silk sock of the Baronet’s to a running 
accompaniment on the pianoforte by one of our rising composers, 
who had been cunningly invited on purpose, while Spratt was made 
to stand by in the attitude of an early Italian Master consumed hy 
a pure but wasting passion. 

This impromptu tableau had an immense success, and our simple 
friends were the Hons of the evening, and passed a delightful time, 
and (Quickly, hut firmly, resolved that this outer world they had taken 
such pains to shun had its charms, and that they would certainly 
cease to shun it in future. 

Mrs. SpRiTTs’ deep-rooted dislike to the female dress of the pre- 
sent day did not last much longer than her life-long prejudice 
against the aristocracy. The very next morning after that smaU- 
and early, she discarded the mediaeval garments she had hitherto worn 
with sucn disdain for the eccentricities of modern fashion, and put 
herself into the hands of the best dress-maker in town. She had 


her walks abroad; hut oh! how far lovelier she looked in the latest 
Paris mode, with chamois-leather under clothing, and tightly oHng-. 
ing skirts that showed her as she really was ! The simple-minded 


always to the adyantage of the latter. 


He also bespoke the services of a fashionable West-End Artist ; 
no more suburban evening suits for him ! but a beautiful dress-coat, 
with black velvet collar, and watered-silk facings ; a white waist- 
coat, with three coral buttons to match the shirt-studs, only bigger ; 
trousers cut rather wide ; neat pumps, and black silk socks, with 
white clocks (just such as M?\ Punch wears himself) ; and for his 
button-hole a Ste 2 )ha?totis, in a little glass tube full of water to keep 
it fresh. 

One invitation leads to another, when the invited are as beautiful 
as Mrs, Spritt, and as clever and modest as her husband, and 
especially when they possess sxich unhackneyed social aceompHsh- 
ments ; soon she could scarcely see her lovely face in the Chippendale 
mirror over the front parlour mantelpiece, for the coroneted notes 
and cards of iuvitation she was able to stick there. 

It is true that the plucky Baronet’s Lady had dropped the 
Spratts a week after she had taken them up (in favour of a female 
.^olian harpist, with a blind Albino brother, and a very clever and 
faithful dog), but during that week she had raved about them so 
much, and presented them to so many people, that they were fairly , 
launched on the sea of London Society, and no longer tnought much 
of Baronets and their good ladies. 

As in duty bound, Mrs. Spratt was presented at Court. She 
also purchased a Peerage^ &c., and learnt therein who was connected 
with whom, and all about everybody worth knowing ; and grew to 
talk in sympathetic tones about the dear Marchioness, and poor 1 
Lady Aijka Maria, who was such a martyr to rheumatism ; and such | 
like smart people ; and you couldn’t mention any Lady of decent ; 
fashion before ner hut what she would ask, “ Who was she, hy the j 
bye?” if she didn’t know; or if she did, she would insist on telling 
you, whether you wanted or not. 

Hot the least important result of these genealogical studies was 
that she estabHshed to her own satisfaction that the John Spratts 
must he descended from the same stock as the St. John b’Esperats, 
of Chalkstoneshire, and were consequently entitled to hear the same 
crest, which she forthwith had engraved on her notepaper and 
envelopes ; and on suddenly discovering that the head and last re- 
maining scion of that ancient but impecunious house had recently cut 
Ms throat in a fit of delirium tremens^ after having been pubHoly 
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kieted out of the Eiagston. race-course for -welclimg, she felt the fairrUy dis- 
grace so keenly that it quite upset her ; and although she made Jack Speait 
' yyeav a hat-hand, and went into shght mourning herseU, just tor decency s sake, 
she would not allow the sad event to he mentioned or discussed m her presence. 

As for Jack, he was in the seventh heaven at all this, as well indeed he imgnt 
he ; not that he thought his wife’s beauty had anythmg to do ^th tneu? 
sudden rise in tlie socia.1 scale ; altlioiigli modest to a taiiU;, ne felt tnat bociety 
was only honouring’ itseK in honouring such geniiis as his, hut it.xneasecL and 
touched "him to seehow cordially, for his sake, Society had also welcomed tne 
one he loved best, and his bosom swelled with manly pride, to see how weU sne 
bore herself and held her own. ^ ,,, , , 

How often it happens that the great male Spratts of this world do not acmeye 
faine, and thus become ornaments of Society, and worth its notice^ tUi tneu.’ 
females have tarnished their bright scales and hardened them pretty tins m 
household cares, and the nursing of innumerable Spratlings (or sh^ we call 


which to commend the most, the husband or the wife. . , , . , , . , 

Xor is he at all unsymxiathetic, when he sees some titled lady-radical, who 
rates modest (male) worth higher than Herman blood; or better still, some 
fourth-rate woman of fashion, say some rich contractor’s wife, or some wealthy 
stock-broker’s lion-hnnting widow, who wishes to make her house attractive ; 
pressing her hospitality on some small new rickety lion, with a sprouting mane, 
say an amateur tenor, while she altogether forgets to invite his maneless but 
faithful consort, who can only roar at home ; and if said Hon, such as he is, 


THE SEAMAN AND THE SCRIBE. 

{A Story without an Mncl. ) 


especially such of their womankind, as are neither useful nor ornamental, womd. 
gladly welcome the gifted husband, and leave the thrifty wife out in the cold : 
and giHed husbands are sometimes so snpple-backed, and thrifty wives so meek 


The Scribe ’TwAS a Seaman old and hoary, 
recounteth Hoary as a crusted Oyster, 
how he met Crusted with an ancient glory, 

the Sea- Silvered by the s§a-foam hoar. 

Matted was his b6ard and ropy ; 
Eopy likewise were his features ; 
Shiny as with friction soapy ; 

As he paced the pebbly shore. 

Also he expectorated 
Ereely, as he paced the shore. 

And how Here, I said^ is food for story ; 
he resolved Story full of strange adventure, 
to pump of phantoms, grim and gory, 

him. Brimful of outlandish lore. 

I will (Question this old party ; 

I will probe his inmost nature ; 

I wHl board him, free and hearty ; 
I will search him to the core. 

Then I ’U. write a thrilling story 
Which shall stir men to the core. 


i “ Doff thy lion’s hide, 

And hang a livery on those recreant Hmhs.” 

And he must be uncommon smart at repartee for an amateur tenor if he can 
parry such a home-thrust as -^at. 

Mais, remions d nos By the bye, what is the French for Spratts r 

Perhaps there are no such tish or people in that democratic country, so 
we win return instead to the trusty friends, who^ thank Heaven I are t<5 be 
found in all countries. In this country, alas I which is not democratic, trusty 
friends who are not asked to dine and dance with the Aristocracy, very seldom 
tolerate those who are. They say spiteful things calculated to take one down; 
and Mrs. Spuatt did not like to be taken down. It was especially distasteful to 
her when she happened quite by accident to mention the dear Marchioness, 
and poor Lady Ajstna Maria with her rheumatics, or to bewail Lord G-eou&e’s 
unhappy misalliance with an attorney’s daughter, that these tried and trusty 
friends should yawn, or hum, or whistle but of tune, as they would invariably 
do on such occasions ; moreover, their innocent prattle about the grand Old 
Masters (peace to whose ashes!), had begun very much to pall on Mrs. Speatt; 
and she had grown to disHke the cut of the trusty friends’ clothes, and the 
way they wore their hair, and other mediaeval ways they had, so that a coolness 
gradually made itself felt between them. At last they fell out altogether, sad 
to say, and parted. It happened thus : — ^ 

Jack Spratt and his wife had been driven on a drag to Hurlingham by a 
noble lord of their acquaintance, Mrs. Speatt had sat on the box-seat, and 
with the exception of the two grooms (and of her husband, who had been put 
inside), there had sat nobody behind her hack of humbler rank than the 
younger son of an Earl. After a deHghtful afternoon, they were set down at 
their own door. There was to have been a dress evening with the trusty 
friends at Jack’s house that night ; and one of them., Petee Leoivaedo Pte, 
was to have read a series of ori^al poems, entitled Bank Kisses from 
Mildewed Lips, Mrs. Speatt bade a regretfiil farewell to aU the smart 
young men, and on entering her dwelling with a sigh, she found the trusty 
friends assembled ia the hall. They were austerely pulling off their trousers, 
and revealing themselves in brand new mediseval tights of purple silk, 840 . 






He address- 
eth him in 
moving 
terms. 


Sti’ange 
conduct of 
the Sea- 


forth such peals upon peals of laughter, that these unhappy men were offended 
beyond ^_all hopes of reconciHation, and dragging on their everyday reach-me- 
downs m great haste, they shook the dust off their feet on the door-step, and 
left that hospitable house, never to return there again ! 

This incident led to the first misunderstanding that had ever occurred 
between Jack Speatt and his wife. He upbraided her with the loss of his 
old friends ; whereupon she told him that it was no loss at all, and that they 
were a ‘‘ duffing lot .—-an expression she must have heard at Hurlingham, or on 
the baromal box-seat. 

Mr. and Mrs, Jack Speatt, who had been so closely united in thought, 


The Scribe 
proceedeth 
to prime 
Mm, 


tp eaoii otner, eacn completing the other s being through harmonious dissimilarity 
of taste as thoroughly as old their thrice happy namesakes in the nndying 
nursery rhyme, and like them reaching a common goal by apparently divergent 
ways, were no longer one and indivisible evermore. 


How the 
Story was 
baulked. 


^ Seaman,” said I, “by yonr features, 
You have been in seas tempestnons ; 
You have seen some fearful creatures — 
Great sea-serpents by the score. 

Tell me of the lovely mermaids 
Singing in the coral forests ; 

Tell me of those wondrous fair maids, 
Tell me freely, I implore ! 

Weird and wicked though it may be, 
TeH their story, I implore ! ” 

Hot a word, that Seaman uttered, 
Hothing said he, nothing answered ; 
Save a kind of rumbling, muttered 
Sound, as though he groaned, or swore. 
But he pointed o’er his shoulder, 

Where 1 spied a humble Tavern : 

Then, my courage going bolder, 

Guiok I sought its open door. 

I am what you caU Teetotal, 

Yet I passed that Tavern door. 

There I gave him mm-and- water, 
Whiskey, and Hkewise a giu-sHng ; 
Then he took some bottled porter ; 

Also Brandy-punch galore. 

Still that Seaman, old and wrinkled, 
Did not yet begin his story. 

Only iu Ids eye there twinkled 
Something of the treat in store ; 

For his eye grew moist and gHstening — 
Glistening at the treat in store. 

Sudden, rose he, grim and steady ; 

Stood a moment, glaring at me ; 

Then, in husky accents, said he, 

“ Shipmet ! ” — ^this, and nothing more. 






How the Siidden, slipped he ’neath the table— 
Story was Shpped and rolled ^vith graceful motion, 
baulhed. Till lie ’d reached his length of cable, 
Till he ’d reached the Tavern iloor. 

Great was my surprise to see him 
Stretched so neatly ofi. the door. 



The Scribe Thus I left that Seaman hoary — 

explametb. Thus I lost his wondrous story ; 
andmaketh Pqj. j think he had a story, 
ail apology. ne’er heard before. 

Ought I to have waited longer ? 

Ought I to have primed him farther ? 
P’rhaps my patience had been stronger 
Had he not begun to snore-;- 
I would cheei-fnlly have waited. 

But I could not stand his snore I 

OUE SAYIOUES. 

{A Litth Drama of the Day,) 

SCEISTS I. 

Britannia {to Deserve Man), I am glad to see, my 
fine fellow, that you have responded to youz* Country’s 
eaU with such noble alacrity. 

Deserve Man, Well, Ma’am, duty’s duty, you know. 
Britannia, Exactly I A truly English sentiment, 
which does you infinite honour. Go forth, my friend, 
with the inqiicing consciousness that the eyes of your 
countrymen are upo n you I 

Deserve 3Ian, Well, Ma’am, I dare say it’s all right. 
I ’m rather fidgety about my wife and children, though. 
Perhaps the eyes of my countrymen wouldn’t mmd 
giving a bit of a look to them while they are about it. 

Britannia, Never fear, my friend, never fear! A 
Conservative Government is now in power; imperial 
spirit, proud patriotism, and true Hberality have taken 
the place of pettifogging parochialism and cneese-parinff. 

Deserve Mayi, Thank’ye, Ma’am; that sounds well. 
Quite a pleasure to serve such a Country and such a 
Cabinet ! \Exit^ re-assiired. 

Chorus of Juhilant Jingoes, Splendid spectacle ! Noble 
devotion! British pluck and simple dutifulness once 
more magnificently iHnstrated! Capital move this of 
the Government’s. Complete checkmate to those rascally 
Eussians ! Let ’s go and drink the health of Lord B. 
and oiu' brave Eeserves ? \Left drinhmg, 

SCEXE n. 

Chorus of Juhilant Jingoes, Peace with Honour! 
Precisely! Rascally Russians caved in! Galling out 
of the Reserves did it ! Expense indeed ! Why, that 
move saved us untold millions. Besides, perish ex- 
pense when the national honour’s at stake! England 
can afford to pay for the preservation of her prestige^ \ 
we should hope. Reserves disbanded ? Ah ! so I hear, i 
Grumbling! Oh, nonsense! far too fine fellows for 
that ! Bogus tales. Sir, nothing more * last card played 
by those precious Radicals, Let us drink to their dis- 
comfiture, and the health of our patriotic Government ! 

[Left doing so. 


SCEXE III. 

Britannia {to disbanded Deserve 3Ian) . Well, my good man, what do you want 'f 

Deserve Man, Pretty nearly everji;hing, I ’ni soiry to say, Ma’am. 

Britannia, Pray he more expheit. 

Deserve 3Ian, Well, then, bread for my family, and work for myself. 

Britannia, How is it you are out of work 

Deserve 3Ian. I left my employment at the call of my Country, to help 
fi’ighten the Russians from Constantmople. I wasn’t wanted, after all, except 
for show. You assured me that the eyes of my Countrymen were upon me ; 
they seem now to be in quite another cxuarter. 

Britannia, Well, hut are not yoim old employers sufficiently patriotic to 
take you hack again Y 

Deserve 3ian, I was in Government employ, you see. They teE me that as 
I left at my own wish — ^that ’s their pleasant way of putting it, Ma’am ! — I 
have no claim upon them. As to my countrymen, they ai’e too busy cheering the 
Government, to think of me, or subscribe to the Reserve Relief Society. 

Britannia, Well, really I don’t quite see how I can help you. But there — 
there ’s the Workhouse, you know. 

Deserve Man {indignantly). The Workhouse ? Would ‘‘the eyes of my Coun- 
trymen ” care to see me there ? 

Britannia, Well, well, just for the present, you know, tiR things mend a hit, 
or something turns up. 

I Deserve 3Ian, Still, it doesn’t seem exactly the place for a man who has 
! served his country, as a soldier, for five-and-twenty years, and helped the 
Government to bring home “ Peace mth Honour.” 

Britannia, Ahem ! Perhaps not, but ^^vell, really, you must excuse me 

for the present. I want to run down into Lancashire, to hear my Tuneful Thi’ee 
ia their popular symiffiony on the pleasant theme of “ Peace and plump Pockets.” 

[Bxit hurriedly. 

Deserve Man, Well, really it seems rather hard lines for a saviour of ms 
country to have no choice between starvation and the Workhouse. {To Choi'us 
of Juhilant Jingoes,) Perhaps you, Gentlemen, could help 

Choy'us of Juhilant Jingoes {waving him off). Begone, unfortunate pauper ! 
Quite ashamed of you I Ought to have saved up the fouxpence a day which a 
lavish country aRowed you when on service. {Bxit Deserve Man^ sorrowfully,) 
AR bosh ! Qon’t believe a word of it. Exceptional case anyhow, and even a 
patriotic Government can’t he expected to provide for exceptional eases. Put 
up to it by those precious Radicals, I shouldn’t wonder. ^ Awful sponges, 
these low feRows ! Only did his duty, after aR ; and a ;5atriot should be too 
proud to beg. What ! — ^Russia up to her games in Afghanistan, eh ? Told you 
so ! However, Beakey has his eye on ’em, no doubt. Have out the Reserves 
and the Indian troops again like a shot if it ’s necessary. That ’R bother the 
beggars ! Oh, trust him to trump their best card. Here ’s a toast, Gentlemen : 
“ The PsehieEj Imperial patriotism, and no petty purse-pinching ! ! ! ’’ Let 's 
go and drink it m a bumper ! [-Left liquoring. 


SUNDAY OPENING AT MANCHESTER. 

Aj?- example to most, if not aU, Town CounoRs and Corporations in the 
United Kingdom (particularly in Scotland) has been set by the municipal body 
named in the subjoined quotation f om a newspaper ; — 

** Sunday Opening op Fuee Libearies.— Tbe Meoichester City Coimcil have in- 
stnicted their Free Libraries’ Committee to make aiTongements for the opening of the 
reference and branch libraries of that city on Sunday afternoons. The resolution was 
carried by 28 to 20.” 

Such appears to be the proportion in the Manchester City Council of the wise 
OouncRlors to those who are otherwise. Notwithstanding that the former exceed 
the latter in the above ratio, there is stiR a considerable minority in favour^ of 
refusing to aRow working classes on Sunday a place of resort for moral and m- 
teReotual entertainment to repair to as weR as the public-house. ^ But the in- 
terests of Society have triumphed over the stupidity of Sabbatarianism; and noAV 
that the puhRc Rhraries, as weR as the pubRc-houses, are to he open on Sundays 
at Manchester, and the workpeople can slake their mental as well as their bodUy 
thirst, it may he hoped that a decline wRl soon he visible in the statistics of 
drunkenness* 

Punch.. 

{From an Objective and from a /Subjective Joint of Vieio,) . 

German Deader {Bh, Dr,) to English ditto. Now I wRl ask you, my dear 
young friend, how was you read your Funsch 9 

English Deader, Easy chair ; pipe ; half hour real enjoyment. 

German Deader, Ach, mein arme junge freund, but you English was not 
understand neinmals den hoeh seeligen Funsch, How was I read him ? I wait 
de ni^ht, I wrap one wet towel around mein kopf , I trink in his innermoster 
meaning do^ dree hours, I^ weep, ieh schwitze,^ I get up hetterer, wiserer, 
strongerer. DasistderwirkRehe Funsohgelesenkeit. 

Candid ArUte7\ Both right in their ways. Only the_' golden and the silver 
side oifhQ shield. 


nAILWAY MISMMAGEMENT, 

Poe the unpunetuality of trains it may be observed* that there are other 
parties a great deal more to blame than the JPointsmen* 
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THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE. 

(TJm is the sceoml time that Uadge 1m pricked her finger'-tlie first time it hUd so omich that Mamma felt quite faint, and had to drink a 

glass of Sheny ; — 7mo it *s Jae¥s timi.) 


Mamma. ‘‘"Well, what^s the matter with foh, Jack?” 

Jack. ‘'Oh ! I FEEL rather FAmn, that’s all. Is mms svoea mim as a Bun in the House V 


“THESE AND (NOT) BACK!^^ 

Death sits in Hs ticket-ljox, issuing fortk 

For the east, and the west, and the south, and the north, 

His holiday billets. His task as he phes, 

The Spectre looks gay, and with reason ; 

For Time, his old friend, who so faithfully tries 
To dll the Anatomy’s maw as he flies, 

Has brought back the Holiday Season ! 

The Holiday Season ! A yery grim Jest, 

Which Death may well month with ineffable zest, 

As he reckons £he harvest it brings him. 

But the holiday-maker ? Perhaps he is one 
Who may weU be excused for not seeing the fun, 

E’en although, for the time, he has luckily run 
The cordon of danger that rings him. 

For heajrts must beat low at the hideous tale 
Of multiplied slaughter hy riyer and rail, 

And steadiest nerves at the prospect may fail 
The annual ri^ of renewing, 

H, spi^ of aH science, and lahour, and care, 

He who fronts pl^sure’s fast-growing perils must dare 

*^8 co^s when ^e iemon of War, without check, 

Red fields ydth his victims is strewing. 

“ Weak sentiment! ” smiles the cabn Cynic, and airs 
The time-honoured saw about Accidents.* Well, 

Men who sit safe at home, with an eye to their shares, 
philosophise thus ; but the mind which will dwell 
On the pangs of that awful ten minutes of terror, 
the wide-spreading woe it were hard to o’erstate, 
May inaxiire if the judgment may not be'in error, 

, Which sets it all down to indifferent Fate. 

* “ Accideats mU happen in the best regulated families.” 


Glib talk of per-centage, and average may tire, 

When Grim Death’s the assessor, and lives are his hire ; 
Has Greed never brand in the game, which enhances 
The “ average ” due to the “ doctrine of chances ” ? 

Has callous Inoaution, which heeds not, nor recks. 

No need of stern urgings, and strenuous checks, 

'Which Public Opinion, plus Law, may administer ? 
May means not be tried, and not wholly in vain, 

To lessen the sum of the annual gain, 

Of that spectre so gloating and sinister ? 

Lucre-lust, and impatience of trouble and care 
Are her caterers twain, and the misohievous pair 
Must be countered by Caution and Reason ; 

And then it may prove that, in spite of the saw, 

And of Mgh-sounding talk about Chance and its law. 
Death need not be regarded with panic-struck awe. 
Fated Lord of the Holiday Season ! 


Expert and Tiro. 

Old novelist {he) to Young Ditto {she). Well, my dear, how does 
your book get on ? 

Young ifovelist. Nearly finished my second volume. 

(M novelist. Ah ! then you have married your hero and heroine 
each to the wrong person, and are looking out for new, easy, and 
natural ways of killing off your obstructives. 

Young Novelist {overwhelmed with astonishment. Oh, my dear 
Mx. OLunrED^ how could you possibly toow ? 

J Old Novelist ^wiih calm smile ^ of ripe experience). “ Know,” my 
dear ? Why, it is the regulation pattern. Booksellers will not 
pubhsh anything else. 

The Real “ Bees’ Sell,” — T akin g the honey. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 



OVEXT Garden I^rome- 
n ade Concerts — C 

Minor — News from 
Switzerland^ 

A Stbpeitbous 
M usical Amateur in- 
sisted upon my going- 
'svith. Mm to hear C 
Minor/^ and to make 
a note of it. "We ended making a nigkt of it,^ but that mustn’t 
be laid to tbe score of U Minor,’’ and, in fact, is neither here nor 
there. WeU, -we dined, wisely and well, and then went to the 
“ C Minor.” TVe entered our box at Coyent Garden amid sup- 
pressed cheers from the crowd, and, after scattering largesse to 
the officials (a silver foui’penny to the venerable box-keeper, who 
mistook it for sixpence, and wept with gratitude), we bowed to the 
house, then to Mi’. AnTsm Stjllivax, and seated ourselves. 

Mss Rose Heesee had just finished singing, as my Stupendous 
Friend explained to me, Mer-see Minor” TMs was his fun, 
and I begged Mm not to repeat it. He did, however, several times, 
having, as I subsequently discovered, only two jokes for the evenmg, 
the one leading up to the other. The other came after he had given 
me the first several times, I had Just begged him not to harp on 
tMs one string, when he replied, with a diabolical chuckle, that tMs 
was the part of the concert for wMeh he was engaged, z.e., “ to harp 
on one string.” 

After tMs I sat gloomy and discontented, thinking how poverty 
makes strange hoxlellows—for it was Ms box, not mine, and I was 
in Ms power, — ^when M. Paul Yuepot struck up Scenes de Ballet 
on his vioHn. I should have enjoyed tMs hugely, but for the 
accompaniment of soda-water corks in the distance, which I venture 
to say would spoil “ C Minor” itself. How M. Pavl Yiabpot could 
get on at all with “Pop goes the Soda” going on behind him, I 
don’t know, TMs OureHure cVJBaii de Seitz ought to he restricted 
to the Monday “Pops.” Why can’t there he a few drinking bars’ 
rest during a solo ? 

’Twas ve:^ hard, oh, 

On Monsieur Yiabdot ! 



hut the eminent Conductor, who so ably haK tills the chair at the 
Promenade Concerts, doesn’t seem to mind it, so why should nous 
autres ? 

My stupendous and accomplished musical Friend explained every- 
thing to me, scientifically. M. Yiaebot having retired gracefully 
after being recalled enthusiastically, the orchestra played the Gavotte 
from Mignon^ It only lasted a few minutes, and roused the audi- 
ence to enthusiasm, it was vociferously redemanded. My accom- 
plished Friend applauded until Ms gloves split, Ms spectacles 
dropped into ‘the promenade below (wMch gave him another oppor- 
tunity of reproduemg Ms joke about “ C miuor ” — ^it was sometping 
about being able to “ see minor ” without them), hut Mr. Ajrthtjb 


SrLUTAX would not yield. There he sat with Ms back to the excited 
crowd, stern, passive, impassible. He calmly looked at Ms watch, as 
though m Ms capacity of M.D, — ^Musical Doctor — ^he were feeling the 
pulse of the audience. “You don’t have tMs Gavotte again!” he 
seemed to say. Even the band looked up to Mm with pale, imploring 
faces, hut he wouldn’t give it again, or, as my irrepressible fiiend 
said, he wouldn’t “ gave-votte agam.” The turmoU gradually ceased. 
The soft-hearted hand sighed, hut “the Governor was resolved,” 
and up came Mss] Antoinette SiEULiNa to sing us “ False Friend^ 
?cilt thou smile or tveepf” by J. YT. DAViyoN. Courteously the 
Conductor rose, and piaeing himself at the piano with an aifable 
gentleman by his side, to turn over a new leaf for him, he accompa- 
nied the song, wMch went admirably. Diming tMs, the soda- water- 
cork accompaniment was conspicuous by its absence. 

“ How,” cried my Friend, “ for ‘ C iunor ’ ! ” 

! There was the ufllegro con hrio — ^then the jhidante con moto — then 
the Scherzo allegro, running into (without any accident, thank good- 
ness) the Allegro, 

The gay and careless promenaders stopped to listen to the magic of 
Beethoven, and the waiters and the barmaids were struck motion- 
less during the coji moto. You could have heard a remark drop, had 
any one dared to let one fall. Ho, we all listened in rapt attention, 
my Stupendous^ and accomplished Friend humming the tit-hits sotto 
voce, and materially assisting Mr. Sullivan by heating time with his 
right hand over the ledge of the box. As the Allegro finished, 
my Stupendous Friend rose from Ms seat, and, frowning upon me 
as though challengiag, or defying contradiction, addressed me thus, 

“ The Allegro,” he said, firmly and authoritatively, “ is the point 
where Human Genius has reached its uttermost limits,” — and with 
tMs he strode grandly from the box, in so ethereally transcendental 
a manner that, had any one met me immediately afterwards, and 
told me “Your friend has gone straight up through the roof into 
the sky above, all among the angels,” I should not have been sur- 
prised : indeed, I should rather have expected it. 

In meditative humour I descended and joined the giddy throng. 
Somehow I wandered towards the Gatti bars, where music hath 
charms to soothe the thirsty beast, and I was awoke from my reverie 
by these words fi*om a Johnsonian voice, addressing apparently a 
select circle, Allegro is the point where Human Genius has 
reached its uttermost limits. Waiter, another B. and S., well iced.” 
He was all there, — and I joined Mm. 

On one of the “ Classical ” nights Mr. Sullivan proposes doing 
the Opera of Hohatius Flaccus, a symphony from Cioeeo’s charm- 
ing composition Be Senectute, and the celebrated chorus of Folu- 
pimshoio from Homek Pasha’s J/iW. Solo, with Va^nor^an 

Notes, by Mons. Yiaehot. Everyone in classical dress. Umbrellas 
and sandals left at the door. 

Mrs. Banceoet gave a reading from one of Dici^ens’s works, for 
some charitable purpose, I believe, at some pleasant spot in Switzer- 
land. In return, her enthusiastic admirers there have promised her 
a seat — not in the house, hut out of the house — a countey-seat, on 
wMeh her name is to he painted in large letters. "Will “ Prmce 
of Wales’s, every Hight” be on it? Or, as a really characteristic 
memorial of the talented Manageress, why should not that touching 
appeal to the public be painted on the hack of the seat in letters of 
gold, showing now Mrs. Banchoet earnestly requests the audience 
to be in theic seats by eight o^elodk. punctually, not so much that 
they may have the full value of their money, hut that they may 
not lose one word of the charming play (whatever it may he) at her 
theatre. Madam, I drink to your success, and as many of them in 
the future as you ’ve had ia the past, wnen Aleeed Austin could 
write, in a note tp The Season, a Satire, — “ Miss Maeie WlxroN is 
every way charming, and can act only in those parts wMch are 
written for her ; and it is no fault — ^but rather talent — of hers, that 
she creates a more lively sensation when she is not speaking than 
when she is.” 

If ALvn.ET> Austin was right then, how utterly wrong he is noio ! 
Think of the “Robertsonian Comedies”! Polly Fccles in Caste, 
for example.™ Of course, Saeuou’s Comitess Zicka was out of 
Mrs. Banceoet’s line, hut it was a marvellous clever mistake for 
all that, and it wasn’t everybody who discovered it as soon as did 
the artiste herself, who deserves a rest, and as they ’ve ofiered it in 
Switzerland, I hope it will he accepted. Something resemhliug local 
colour might have beeu given to the entertainment by Mrs. Ban- 
CEOPT reading a scene or two from The Maid and the Magpie, in 
wMeh Miss Maeie Wilton’s Pippo was inimitable. In her first 
song, almost prophetic, Pippo declares — 

“ I was bom to be what Actors term ‘ a leading man,* 

Tiddle de oodle um : 

Or, in common parlance, a tragedi-««. 

As Hamlet of Denmark to pMlosophise, 

Or, as gallant tar William, to shout ‘ My dear eyes ! ’ 

Tiddle deoodlenm.” 

Imagine Countess Zicha, in Saehou’s last Act, when, havMg been 
“foiled” — ^the usual tin-foiled of the stage villain — she is being 
crushed by Mr. Clayton, representative of “aR tbe virtues” — 



1 ^ \ ^\\ - xi -N. 


COMING EVENTS CAST THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE.” 


imagine, I say, Countess Zieka, wlieii reoaUing tie memories of ier 
past career, so as to touch, the callous hearts, suddeuly comiug upon 
that particular remimscenee of Tiddle de oodle um 1 

TJnch Tomh Cabin wou’t do iu its present form. ‘Why “ our hoys 
in the Gallery can do a better break-down than these jNig^rs J and 
then we haye all seen the imitation, which is so much better tup 
the real thing. Little Uva (most intelligently pl^ed by Miss 
Casbie Coote) is a horrid prig of a child, and uncle Tom ^anting 
old nuisance, enough to irritate any master. Mr. ChasIiES Wabnee 
as George Sarris, has a deal of shoutmg and stampmg to go 
through ; and the brayest thing he does, in Hs character of hero and 
deffflMer of the innocent and afflicted, is to stpd on a platform, and 
fixe a reyolyer, shooting the Comic Man six tunes through the 
, ,, * brings down the Comic Man and the curtain with 


umbrdla, 


a roar from the audience; hnt it is 

after all— not, I mean, exactly an act on which he would hte, 
suhseauently, to rest his reputation as a hero. 

MesOTS. JAWraaad Pamoie, ho-wwer, are 
best after BAEsnoi, bar none ; and they ^re safe to make it pay . 
hut they’ye got the« work out out for them 

P.S. There is to he a McainSe at the Gaiety n«t Satinday, in aid 
of the funds of one of ^e most deserving 

may be here recorded that eyery one of^ Mr. Jomr + 1 .:® | 

employes, without exceptip, We fj^n pLjuS ' 

occasion for the benefit of the Sosp^al for Sick ill kindly 

can he sent to the Manager ; and Fnends at a ^ 

aocept this intimation,” and forward the tm, and the good cause. 
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A NEW PANACEA. 

Doctor. “ My bear Sin, yob aee suppemsg peom Nertobs Eshabstiom, the eesblt op Oyer- 

WORK — TOUR ONLY CJEIAKCE IS PERFECT REST FOR SIX MONTHS, COMBINED WITH THE MOST FAULTLESS 
DIET, THE PUREST AIR, AND THE MOST UNEXCEPTIONAL HyGIBNIO CONDITIONS.” 

Patknt. “And how am I to procure them I ” 

Doctor. “I WILL TELL YOU. As YOU LEAA'E MY HOU^SE, TAKE ONE OF MY UMBRELLAS WITH YOU. 
There are several in the Hall. I will have you bun in before you turn the corner of 
THE Street, and in a day or two you will find yourself in the most ideal circumstances 
FOR REGAINING YOUR HEALTH, STRENGTH, AND SPIRITS. "YTHEN THESE ARE RESTORED, I WILL SEE 
THAT YOUR CHARACTER IS DULY CLEARED, AND YOU WILL BE ABLE TO RESUME YOUR INV^'ALUABLE 
LABOURS FOR THE GOOD OF HaNKIND ! ” 


I “ EXCUPtSIOXS : ALAEUMS ! ” 

As soon as the Excursion Sea- 
son begins, the “ ;points ” become 
a fertile cause qt railway acci- 
dents. The points which we 
allude to are principally these : — 

A point or starting trains so 
quickly on the heels— or wheels — 
of one another, that the pointsmen 
grow confused, and can scarce 
tell which is which, and the 
Signalmen get tired, and make 
confusion worse confounded. 

A point of neglecting to provide 
continuous brakes, and thus con- 
tinuously exposing the heads and 
limbs of passengers to the risk of 
breakage. 

A point of penny-wise economy 
in the manning of small Stations 
with a brace or so of boys, who, 
though they labour manfully, are 
utterly incompetent to do the 
work required of them. 

A point of cutting Cheap Fast 
Trains in two, and sendmg off 
one-half without sen(^g off due 
notice all along the Hne that the 
other half is following. 

A point of shunting heavy 
goods^ waggons in the greatest 
haste, and when there is the 
greatest chance of some train 
running- into them. 

A point of perilous pound-fool- 
ishness in keeping Signalmen at 
their posts, until worn-out, they 
fall asleep, and mistake them for 
their bed-posts. 

A point of crowding twenty 
people into a comparfinent, so 
that they cannot make their exit 
safely in the scanty time allowed 
them at hye-stations. 

A point of working Engine 
Drivers so long at a stretch, that 
they well nigh ere the end of it 
are driven from their senses. 


Question for’ Change.— W hen 
is a Joint Stock Company like a 
watch? Always. WTienitis going 
as well as when it is wound up. 


LIFE IN HIM YET, 

As there appears to exist considerable divergence of opinion as to 
the simplest method of speedily and effectually “ re-organising ’’ his 
rather impossible friend, the Turk, Mr, Punchy who has received 
many interesting but connieting suggestions on the subject, takes a 
random handful, and pins them up before him. The general outlook 
being promising, Mr. Punch subjoins a few as -under, to wit: — 

Let the Sultan — say, on and after the fifth of Hoyemher next — 
with a view to the reduction of all superfluous expenditure, 

(1) Hever take part in any State ceremonial that involves the 
use of accessories other than a plain kitchen chair, two 
broomsticks, a couple of boys, a few decorations in coloured 
ribbon, and a newspaper cocked hat, and— on such occasions 
as the Opening of Parliament or the marriage of some 
member of the Hoyal house— perhaps a dark lantern, a 
bundle of matches, and a pair of gilt pantomime spectacles ; 

(2) Have his Civil List cut down to eighty pounds per annum, 
payable quarterly, accept Bosherville as a winter residence, 
and appear on three five shilling Saturdays, during the 
height of the season, at the Crystal Palace ; 

(3) Make up any deficiency in his income, as thus secured, hy 
giving private lessons in etiquette to intendiag British 
Oriental Eesidents. 

Let a spirited Joint Stock Compan^r take over the whole of Con- 
stantinople as it stands, and open it, not later than the 1st of May 
next, as an International Aquarium, and Five o’clock Tea Gardens, 
at which fully paid-up Fellows shall have the privilege — 


(1) Of introducing two friends to the reserved seats ; 

(2) Of being eligible to any posts of emolument that happen to 
fall vacant in Eastern RoumeHa ; 

(3) Of ordering hot dinners on the premises before two p.m. ; and 

U) Of taking the rank and title of Turkish Pashas in England 

and the Channel Islands. 

Let reform commence in the whole of Asia Minor sim-ultaneously, 
by the immediate introduction into all towns, numbering a popula- 
tion of 5,000 souls, of — 

(1) A circulating library ; 

(2) A Policeman; 

(3) A music-hall; and . 

(4) A pubHo-house ; the nnmber^of the latter to be determined 
by the wants of the locality, estimated by the reasonable 
ratio of one to‘ every 215 inhabitants. 

Let capital flow freely to the East, and, hand in hand with enter- 
prise, arrange a complete net- work of railways that shall bring the 
Caspian as flose as Cowes and render the Euphrates as popular for 
water-parties as the Thames ; the whole scheme being hdped on by 
the opening of a cricket-ground at Bagdad, and the establimment of 
a branch of the Pamsgate Marina at the head of the Persian Ghilf ; 

And lastly, let any financial deficiencies, should^ such arise from a 
vigorous prosecution of the above programme, be instantly made up 
from -the teeming gold, silver, copper, diamond,' and other mines that 
are only waiting the arrival of the re(j.uisite Government plant -fco be 
worked at this moment triumphantly in Cyprus. 

Mr. Punch can only add -that if a careful perusal of -the above does 
not make the Turk and Ms Mends happy and hopeful- nothing will. 
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DRACONIAN. 

Scene — Police Oourtj North Highlceiids, 

Accused. ‘^PuT, Pailie, it’s na provit 1 ” 

Batlie. ** Hoot toots, Tonal, and hear me speak ! Aw ’ll only Pine ye 
ha’f-a-Croon tee Day, because et’s no yarra well provit. But if ever 

YE COME BEFORE ME AGAIN, YE ’lL NO GET APF UNDER PiVE ShILLIN’s, WHETHER 
ET ’S PROVIT OR NO ! ! ” 


HA.RD WOEK IN THE WOEKHOUSE. 


Of course my object was to do the work exactly as a casual 
tramp would do who had never done it before, and I know now 
where I wasted my labour ; but I can assure you I can quite 
understand why a weakly man, ignorant of stone-breaking, pre- 
fers to go to gaol rather than to complete such a task. How, 
the result of the present system is that the casual vagrant who 
is really in search of work has inflicted upon him what not only 
amounts to positive punishment, but also more or less incapaci- 
tates him for work ; whilst the habitual vagrant gets thi-ough 
Ids task without difficulty, and the better man of the two gets 
placed in the worst position, which is contrary to all justice.” 

“Ho sitch a thing,” insists Mr. Bumble. “Hone on 
’em better, and none mis than another, all alike, not a 
pin to choose between none on ’em, aU tramps and 
wagrants and wagahones, the ’ole hilin, all ekalLy poor, 
and all to he put together under the ’ed of wicious 
pawpers.” 

Mr. Simpson proceeds to suggest : — 

“ 1. That a copy of instructions on stone-breaking be bung in 
each cell, to be read to those vagrants who cannot read it for 
themselves. 2. That either the extra hard stones are kept 
out of the ‘ task ’ allotted to the casual vagrants, or that they 
have the option of some other labour, such as oakum picking, 
wldch must he made equally remunerative to the ratepayers.” 

The expense of furnishing “these despicable wag- 
rants” with a copy of instructions on stone-breaking 
in each of their cells, is strongly objected to by Mr. 
Bumble. “ Let ’em find it out,” he says, “ as they was 
meant to, and don’t put the beggars to no other labour 
hut what the ratepayers is sure to find remunerative a 
good deal more than ekally.” Yiewing pauper task-work 
as simply a ratepayer’s question, Mr. Bumble, “with all 
due dijSerence to a 'Wurshipful Justis of the Peece,” 
considers the concluding observation^ of Mr. Simpson’s 
letter the only sensible saying it contains : — 

It must be borne in mind that eveiy one of these unfortunate 
men sent to prison entails considerable extra expense on the 
ratepayers.” 

“Yes,” assents Mr. Bumble, “the expense of the rate- 
payers; that’s the pint. Don’t send the willanons 
wagrants to jale by no means ! Compell ’em to break 
stones, weather they can without urtin theirselves or no. 
Let a able-bodied inmate stand over every one on ’em as 
refuses with a good ’osswhip. Stone-brealong is the pro- 
perest tax wot is or can be for them ahandond ontcursts. 
They asks for bread, and they receives stones as well ; 
and if that isn’t gorspel, I don’t know who is.” 

nevertheless, may there not be a degree of doubt in 
some minds, if oalcum-pickingj considered as tax- work, 
is not hard labour, almost, if not quite, sufficiently 
severe for the punishment of merely casual vagrancy, to 
which the vagrant, honest and industrious, has been 
reduced by altogether unmerited misfortune, like, for 
example, a discharged Reserve Man out of employ ? 


Oim friend, Mr. Bumble, has been gi’eatly scandalised by the” perusal, in 
a daily paper, of “A Magistrate’s Experience of Stone-hresiking,” as related 
by his Worship himself, Mr. Albert Simpson, of Elmhurst, near Q-arstang, in a 
letter to the Grarstang Board of Gf^uardians. Mr. Simpson had occasionally had, 
as a duty, to send vagrants to prison for refusing to complete their task of 
stone-breaking in the vagrant cells at the Glarstang "Workhonse ; but, as many 
of them declared they were unable, he, feeling now and then not quite satisfied 
that justice was done them, detemmed to “put the matter to the test by 
breaJmig a ^ task’ of stones ” himself — a proceeding which Mr. Bumble deplores 
as “ weiTy doggeratory and in for a dig.” ^ 

Having, however, formed the resolution to do what seems so derogatory 
to our Beadle, Mr. Simpson heroically did it, as he thus describes : — 

Accordingly I went into a cell, and, without asking any instractions, proceeded to 
break the stones. I found fully three-fourths of the stones such as any man in moderate 
health, and unskilled in ^tone-breaking, could manage, but the remainder were quite 
beyond the power of an unpractised hand. It took me over five hours of incessant labour 
to complete the lot, of which time nearly one-half was consumed in breaking six stones, 
which defied for a long time my utmost strength, although I am not unskilled in the use of 
tlm hammer. ^ The fact w^ that I did not understand the grain of particular stones, 
which a practised hand would have split easily ; and I have no doubt that, through igno- 
rance of the work, I exercised sufficient strength to have broken four times the quantity I 
did, I completed the task thoroughly exhausted, and with my hands raw and in many 
places bleeding.” - 



wiolaliou of poroohisd. economy.’ 

, deprecates any attention on the part of “ porochial ” authoritie 

to any such speeoLious ” representations as ^ese : — 


New Nursery Rhyme. 

Bede the high-horse ! 

Cocky Hanbury’s cross 
To see an old Statesman select his own course. 
He calls him Arch-Traitor, 

Chief friend of our^foes, 

And bullyrags GIladstone wherever he goes. 


Fees and Fares. 

“ A Cabman ” who reads his paper on the seat of his 
box, suggests as to the question about “ Fees and Phy- 
sicians,” that, as a Physician’s fee is really a mere gra- 
tuity, when a patient asks him, how much he is indebted 
to him, the Doctor might answer, “Leave it to you, Sir.” 
Cabby thinks it would succeed. 

“ Another Cabman ” proposes that in ease'a Physician 
is presented with an honorarium of one guinea only, he 
should extend it to the donor in the palm of his hand, 
with a stare of astonishment, and ask, “ What is this ? ” 
And then if he got double fee, what fee could be fairer 
than that ? 


the Wild Waves are Saying.”— “W e 
wish we could he quiet (this hot weather) P 


The Cutlers’ Feast. — A Knife and Fork Tea. 


CkmitBSfOWiiSirxs.— • The SdUor does not hold himself bound to acknoioletl^et return^ or for Contributions, In nd ease can these be returned unless accompanied bp a 

siamped and directed envelope. Copies shmdd be hept. 
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AT LAST I 

’AERY ON POOTY WOMEN. 

Deae Chaelie, 

I send ye tlie photers you arsked me to git, iu your last. 

Tkey ’re a nice little lot, aud no error ; tke pink of the swell and tke 
fast; 

■Wkicli tke two nowadays is so mixed, it ’s no use to try drorin’ the 
line. 

There is parties as don’t like the blend,” but their humbuggin’ 
notions ain’t mine. 


The tip-tops are losing their stifiness ; the grand highty-tighty 
don’t pay ; 

Which is wot, as I ’ye mentioned afore, is the ’opefuUest mark of 
the day : 

I ’m a bit of a bloomin’ feelosopher, Chaelie, my boy, as you know, 

And there ’s lots to be learned from the text of “ One shillin’ a-piece, 
all this row.” 

There ’s the Queen — she ain’t much to be sure— and there ’s Bessie 
Bqlaje of the Cri. ; 

By Jingo, ’er bust is a buster, and hasn’t she jest got an eye ? 

Then comes Mrs. Theeestaes, of Thingummy, one of the horty 
heleet, 

And I ’m blowed if she doesn’t nm Bessie a close ’un in figger and 
feet I 

Mixed pickles,” my hoy, and no kid. Oh, I ’ve got a whole pile at 
my den ; 

They ’d be flattered to hear the remarks when I ’m trottin’ ’em hout 
to our men. 

To git ’em, jest lilce tea and srimps at a shillin’ a ’ead for the lot, 

Is prime ; and it’s kind of ’em, Chaeeie, most kind of ’em, blest if 
it ’s not. 

In course their sole haim’s to oblige hus ; they carn’t care a cuss for 
the cash. 

With the batch as I sends yer per post you ’U be able to cut quite a 
dash, 

And astonish the rurals a few, as they mayn’t be quite up to it yet, 

With the sight of the town’s latest helle tceeze-a-icee with the 
5a//y’slast pet. 

I ’aye heard soapy sneakers protest, and declare the whole thing 
infry dig, 

But I think they ’ad best stow their sermons ; I do ’ate a sport-spiling 
prig! 

If the Swellesses lihes to he looked at in attitoods yum-yum by hus, 

There ’s no gent with a taste ’nd object, though they hogled a ’im- 
dred times wus. 

Which they can cast sheep’s eyes and no error, the profession don’t 
touch ’em at that, 

But a pooty gal, gentle, or simple, as carn’t use her glims is a flat. 

It’s that and the spicey-cut toggery fetches me Chaelie, that’s poz, 

And if you don’t say werry much, ditto, you ain’t arf the ’ot ’un you 
wos. 

“Booty souls! ” When I sits with my halhum, jest like that old 
bloke in the play, 

(A nice cup o’ tea that, old Miwey I) I feel as we ’re on the right lay. 

— ^Bon’t know, as the tuh-thumpers’ spout, that the lion lies down 
with the lamb, 

But Society’s “Hons,” at least, wag their tails on the cheap, and 
tkaVs jam. 

Wot the ’nsbands and brothers thinks on it is more than yours truly 
can tell, 

But I s’pose one must pocket some pride, if one’s game is to smack 
of the Swell. 

It ain’t any use to go sticking up “private ” on all o’ your doors, 

’Cos yer see if the public means twigging, sech posters it jolly soon 
floors. 

I say it’s one more to our side ; shows the tofls give us credit for 
taste ; 

And I flatter myself I’ye a heye for the turn of a hankie or waist : 

Therelis one in your lot jest my sort, ?/Imade up my book for to 
'marry ; 

you"see if you ’re able to spot ’er. Meanwhile, I ’m 

Yours, nohhily, 

’Ajiet. 


EQUIVOCAL AHNOUNCEMENT. 


An Irish contemporary prints and publishes a “Want ” expressed 
I am nuts on nice gals, as you know ; pooty faces, and Aggers, and ^ dubious perspicmty 

that, -iTj x-.-, T OBGINCS. — ^Wanted, in a Christian or Protestant Family, of 

Arethings as I tumble to quick; I m a ot mate, allround my at. JLi sompulonsly clean habits, one Furnished Boom, at £1 per month, about 

And I hold that this photygrali fakement is proper; it gives yer a a quarter «of an hour irom town. — ^Address, “Economy,” office of this paper. 

At a lot afyou couldn’t be fly to no otherways-not on ilie oheap, Bjr ^imetiTe partide “ or » .interooseysetween “ Christiain” 

and Protestant,” it may he surmised^ that the advertiser means to 
That *s it, don’t yer know I Done on canvas these prime ’uns ’ud differentiate “ Protestant” from “ Christian,” and express an idea 
cost, oh I a pile. that Protestants are not Christians. On the contra^, we may take 

But now', tor a bob, yon can twig ’em familiar Hke,. doing a smile, “ or ” in the sense of “ othervnse,” implying the notion that Protest- 
or tipping the wink confidential, as if you wos one of their let, and Christian are convertihle terms, and that Protestants are the 

And ngged out in wot they calls dishaUlhi took, I should say, when only Christians. “ EcoNOiiy ” seems economical in the use of words 
it ’s ’ot. in a degree amounting to parsimony. 
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THE RISE AND FALL OF THE JACK SPRAtTS. 


A Tale of Modern Art and Fashion, 
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Part III. 


Mrs. Spratt had not only learnt how to dress fashionably, 
and to laugh at the peculiarities of old and trusty friends, 
and to use vulgar, modern, slang expressions that would 
have made the fastidious Chaucer turn in his grave ; but 
she had also learnt how to get rid of that unconsciousness, 
which had once been as a sweet frame to her beauty, and 
which had so nobly stood the test of those little round 
mirrors in her husband’s studio. 

(Have our Lady readers ever contemplated themselves in 
one of these ?) 

During the early days of her married life, she had often 
sat by her husband in the National GraUery, reading aloud 
to him, as he copied those singularly seductive types of 
female loveliness which the early Italian Masters^ have 
made so especially their own ; and she had shared in his 
enthusiasm for them, and had often blamed herself for being 
so utterly unlike. 

There had been one picture in particular,^ the “ Martyr^ 
dom of Cupid^"^ by Luca Siohorellt, in which Cupid him- 


through sheer excess of sensuous pleasure^ when they gazed 
at it ; and varied as those nymphs were in form, hue, and 
feature, she could not claim the remotest resemblance to 
any single nymph amongst them, not even when she tried 
in a little round mirror. 

Jack Spratt himself, who had fallen in love, courted and 
married before he had ever seen an old picture, could not 
but also feel at times that his wife was not guite such as 
the early Italian Masters would have chosen for a model ; 
and he had been confirmed in this impression by'' the careless 
remarks of his trusty friends, who had not yet gotten them- 
selves wives of their own (and who, although they would 
speak of each other^s faces as ‘‘beautiful,” “lovely,” 

“ divine,” and so forth, were extremely fastidious in the 
matter of modern female beauty). 

This disenchantment had been the one slight drawback to 
a happiness nearly perfect ; but he had always been too 
much of a Gentleman to reproach his wife with her physical 
shortcomings ; and had found both his consolation and his 
reward in her gentleness, her gratitude, her admiration for 
his genius, and her complete devotion to himself. 

Moreover, although he could not alter her form, features, 
and complexion, he had endeavoured to teach her most of 
the early Italian attitudes, and she had proved a docile and 
intelligent pupil. 

But now all this was changed; for wherever she went 
she was greeted with an admiration sufficient to turn an older 
and wiser head than hers ; Dukes, Bishops, Generals, Ad- 
mirds, even Bight Honourables vied with each other in 
paying pretty compliments to the pretty Mrs. Spratt ; so 
that she grew somewhat vain, and almost seemed at times 
as though she were half inclined to give herself airs ; for in- 
stance, she would innocently blurt out before the wives and 
daughters of these great dignitaries (especially if they hap- 
pened to be rather plain) that she would sooner be dead than 
not be beautiful, and the wives and daughters did not 
always relish these egotistical bursts of confidence. 

Then there were the^ Eoyal Academicians, who also vied 
with each other in spoiling her ; the painters painted her, 
one and all ; and the sculptors sculpted, and the engravers , 
engraved ; while the cantankerous architects looked on with ’ 
smothered envy ; and gay young Associates, fellows of infi- 
nite jest, enlivened the sittings with inimitable song, dance, 
and story. 

Not content with painting her, one famous artist, pos- 
sessed of wide and varied information, and quite an authority 
in such matters, solemnly stated that so beautiful a woman as 
Mrs. JoHDsr Spratt had not been seen for four himdred years ! 

It requires less than this to make a pretty woman The 
Fashioh — which Mrs. Spratt immediately became. 

So that even that lily of lilies, bom of the foam of the sea, 
wafted hither from the Channel Isles by soft propitious 
winds, immortalised by Millais and Poutter, and en- j 
shrined for ever (along with a good many others) in the con- 
stant but capacious heart of Mr. Funch^ was fain to abdicate 
from her throne, in favour of that rose of .roses, Mrs. Jack 
Spratt ; and, to her inexpressible^eHef , was permitted once 
more to mmgle with the gay and fashionable throng with- 
out attracting more notice tnan any other handsome and well- 
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dressed lady : and as handsome and 'W'ell-dressed ladies are by no 
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means the exception in this gifted land, she had a nice easy time of 
it ; (luite a holiday, so to speak. 

fTot only the Fme Arts, as represented by the Eoyal Academy, 


bat poetry, literature, and the exact sciences followed suit, and 
paid nomage to the popular Mrs. Spratt in the persons of their most 


paid nomage to the popular Mrs. Spratt in the persons of their most 
famous representatives— shining lights, whose names are household 
words aH over the habitable globe; and such homage she would 
receive at first with gracious condescension, for she made it her 
queenly "^ast that she honoured true genius irrespective of birth 
or breeding ; which was very good of her, for in her inmost heart ! 
she thought but lightly of these immortals who had worked so hard i 
for their immortality. i 

It must be remmbered that Mrs. Spratt had lived on terms of 
daily and familiar intercourse, with the greatest geniuses of the age ; 
for such, as she had always been given to understand, were her 
husband and the trusty friends ; and this on their own authority ; 
and these were, of all people, m a poation "to ^eak of such matters, 
being, as we have already said, critics as well as everything else, 
and knowing each other well. 

There was Peter Leoitardo Pte, for instance, the author of 


a UiVI.UAl.VX VX 

Dank Kisses from Mildewed Lips, who was quite the greatest poet 
that had sung since Melton, as had been ungrudgingly acknowlesred 


cheeks, contracted his chest, and made his shoulders round and 
sloping, and his legs so weak that he stood over like an old cab- 
horse ; and proud as Lucifer though he was, and highly educated, 
for he had graduated with honours at the London university, he 
was only the son of a hatter ; with whom he had, however, quarrelled 
and parted (which may, perhaps, have accounted for his always 
wearmg such shocking bad hats) ; and his thoughts were so lofty 
and sorrowful that he kept most of them to himself, and those less 
lofty ones he had occasionally imparted to Mrs. Spratt had still 
been too lofty for her to understand, and had made her feel very 
uncomfortable. 

And though he thought her quite the most beautiful woman he 
had ever seen out of an old picture (he never looked at any others,) 
his admiration was expressed in such an abstract way, that she 
could scarcely apprehend it. 

So that she felt not only that Pte’s company gave her no pleasure, 
but that to he seen riding, dxivingj or waltzing with him, even had 
he been capable of such accomplishments, would not have made 
her an object of envy in the eyes of other women ; and it was the 
same with the rest of the trus^ friends, who in genius, sorrow, and 
shabhiness of outward form quite equalled PxE, if they did not indeed 


that had sung since Melton, as nad been ungrudgingly aclmowleged 
by Jack Spratt and the trusty friends, and even adinitted by hun- 
self ; though not without reluctance, for he was the very soul of 
modesty, was young Pie. 

Indeed, so M^h were his aspirations, that he passionately longed 


surpass him. 

Whence she somewhat hastily concluded, that geniuses were care- 
less in dress’, eccentric in manner, very much taken up with them- 
selves, and connected in some way or other with business ; and she 


not to he recognised by the world for many generations to come, and 
lived in constant dread of snddenpopularity— thereby standig on afar 


divided Society into two portions, those who were in Burke, De- 
BRETT & Co., and those who were out of it, and looked upon all the 
latter as though they had been meritorious and more or less gifted 
hatters, worthy of all respect, hut whose attentions conferred no 
social distinotion on a pretty woman. 

Araal, she much preferred tbe ‘gorgeous gilded glittering swells, 
who had been bom to SweEdom, as she had been bom to Beauty, 
without any fuss or bother. 

For Swelldom is like the rose, in that some of its scent will cling 
to those who live with it ; so, at least, thought Mrs. Spratt. 


higher pinnacle than any of the geniuses Mrs. Spra tt met in Soeie^. 
Well, P. L. Pye wore side-spring hoots, an aesthetic neck-tie, 


and trousers that would have been thought ill-conditioned in the 
Hampstead Hoad. 
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And Swelldom is pretty to look at, and wears trousers that never Pye, and wMcL. Mrs. Speatt tkouglit so vague, u nint eresting, and 
bag at tlie knees, and boots and shoes that do not turn up at the toes, slow. ^ ^ i ^ -x i 

nor flatten under the sole of the foot ; and the flowers in its button- And it speaks worlds for her guilelessness and purity that she 
holes are iDoems, and its hats, neckties, and gloves are always new, should have accepted this wholesale tribute of concrete masculine 
and always the very best of theii* kind. incense as frankly as it was offered, and been honestly proud of the 

Swelldom is friends with horses and dogs, and guns and fishing- same, and looked upon it as corL^rring social dignity on herself, and 
rods, which are easier to master than pictures and poems, and the honour and glory on her husband. 

intellectual problems of the day, and do not wrinkle the brow, nor A more worldly and suspicious nature would have taken umbrage 
waste the cheek, nor sap the youthful frame : and its easy flow of at once, and run away with the unhappy idea that homage of this 
talk is generally suited to the capacity of tne greatest number, kind, openly ad^essed to a wife and a mother, was hut an insult in 
and its golden silence does not proceed from unpleasantly lofty disguise, involving moral degradation instead of social dignity, and 
speculation. instead of honour and glory, only ridicule and contempt. 

Xor is there anything at all abstract about that kind of worship So that it was an unmixed pride and joy to her, wherever she 

which male Swelldom of whatever age will always render (unless went, to be surrounded by a crowd of smart male devotees, young 
duly checked) to lovely woman wherever it meets her ; especially and old, in whose tender tones of voice, and eager eyes observant of 
when her sole and exclusive claim to its warm regard lies in the every detail of her face and form, she could hear and see unmis- 
exuberance of her purely physical charms ; as was the case with takeable evidence of a fervour as impassioned as it was direct and 
Mrs. Jacje: Bpeatt, who had neither rank, wealth, accomplish- sincere. 

ments, conversation, nor repartee, and conldn^t even say Bon ! to But this manly devotion to Mrs. Bpeatt was by no means a source 

her husband. ^ of unmixed pride and joy to the wives and daughters, who, to 

Xo, Gentle Eeader, it was not PaUas Athene they worshipped in mark their disapprobation, not only ridiculed that Lady, and every 
Mrs. Bpeatt, these gorgeous, gilded, ghttering Swells, nor Diana, peculiarity of her dress, gait, and manner, hut aotuaJly imitated 
the chaste huntress of the silver bow, nor anyone of the Nine Muses ; these peculiarities in their own persons, weariag their hair, moving 
but Venus Aphrodite, the goddess of visible, tangible love, whose and langhing exactly as Mrs. Spbatt did ; and all this whether 
apparent incarnation in Mrs. Speatt’s beautiful face, smooth white they were young or old, tall or short, dark or fair, lean or fat —and 
skLQ, and ripely-rounded form they openly adored, vdth an adora- so did the sisters, and the cousias, and the aunts, 
tion which Mr, JPunchytm describe as “ concrete,’’ in opposition to Which gave boundless gratiflcation to Mrs. Speatt, and tickled 
that “ abstract” kind of adoration indulged in by Petee Leonaedo 3Ir, Punch immensely. 



^ A CoHMiTTEE of the Irish Licensed Victuallers has addressed in- 
sfeuetions, based on legal opinion, to the trade, respecting the opera- 
tion of that paternal enactment the Irish Sunflay (flosing Act. 
Amongst these occurs the subjoined advice : — 

“ Nobody can be deemed a hon& Jide traveller who travels for the mere 
purpose of getting liquor, simply because that would be an evading of the 
mw, and therefore not honajide j but every one who travels three miles on 
Sunday upon any lawful occasion, is a bond fide traveller, and may lawfully 
be served with reasonable refreshment, whether of food or dimk.” 

Pirstly, how is O’Bonipace— not to say O’Bwg— to 
as^rtam that any one demanding refreshment as a bond fide tra- 
veller has travelled for the mere purpose of getting liquor? The 
postulant might say, or even swear, fliat he had net travelled for 
that purpose at all at all, but for some other, and wanted whiskey 
o^y to quench unpremeditated thirst;^ and these asseverations, 
though made hy an Irishman, might possibly be inexact. 

^ Secondly, what is meant hy * ‘ any lawful occasion ” upon which it 
IS necessary a person should have travelled to be recognisable as a 
^na fide traveller ? Suppose a man — or possibly even a woman — 

purpose of exercise and the sake of 
'^1 T • would he a lawful occasion within the meaning 

01 the msn Sunday Closing Act, and would constitute not only a 
but an traveller. Or else, sure, the Irish Sunday 

Ulosn^ is^ as unconstitutional as it is Irish, and very Irish 

Af Mtii^nblic^^^^ construed by a 

Down on 'Him. 

910 sense of humour I/’' Enwnsr cried, . ! 

AjsroELiNA^ smiled not at his chafSb^, : 

Y<m men are so ridiculous,” she replied ; 

If Iiad mtieh, we should be always laughing.” 


A LIMB OP THE LAW. 

A PIECE of slang v^hich, once thonght extremely sharp, would now 
be voted equally alow, was the street-saying of the period, “ You ’re 
a nice man, 1 don’t think ! ” This expresses a style of man 
exemplified, apparently, in the sender to the Zato Times of the 
notification following : — 

L aw PABTNERSHIP. — ^A Graduate of Oxford, admitted a Solicitor 
this year, capable of forming and managing a good litigious connection, 
WISHES to meet with a Solicitor who has a respectable Conveyancing busi- 
ness, with a view to a PAETNEBSHIP. — ^Apply, &c. 

^ A man capable not only of managing, hut also of forming, a good 
litigious connection — good, of course, in the limited sense of gainful — 
one would imagine to he a most efficient aide-de-camp to tiie Com- 
manding Officer of the Inns of Court Volunteers, and a proportionally 
useful and pleasant member of Society. i 


PULL OP EMPTINESS. 

ANewspapee contains a statement that on the Great Northern 
Railway there is employed a vacuum brake ” liable to fail without 
wamiug, and requiring to be continualLy tested to see whether it is 
in order. This is precisely the vacuum which Nature abhors. It 
appears to be as often as not no vacuum at all in a pneumatic sense, 
but a perfect one morally, being entirely void of utility, and, in that 
respect, a contrivance so empty that there is nothing iu it. Such a 
vacuum is of about as mucb use as that which the Chlmgera buzzed 
in, devouring his second intentions. A brake like that had better 
be called a break-down,^ as it would be likely to prove in time of 
danger ; a brake unserviceable for stopping a train and preventing 
collision and breakage. ^ Tbe stokers call it a ‘‘ vaecum,’’ which is 
a good enough name for it to distinguish it from a vacuum properly 
so called. f 


TTnnecessary Indignation. 

^ Me. Punch has received two or three letters from amiable but ex- 
cited Correspondents, denouncing violently, on sentimental grounds, 
the Cartoon which Mr, JPwwcA published last week, and declaring it 
to have given great offence. In certain quarters, perhaps, it has. 
Parties deeply interested in the various Collision Companies are not 
at all unlikely to be very greatly offended, with a work of Art par- 
ticularly calculated to admonish excursionists to take extremely 
good care how they travel hy land or water. 

Injudicial Astrology. 

It is an old saying that “misfortunes never come single,” and 

xa x„ n . 0 7 


H that causes the accidents, why don’t they preset them ? Gan it 
be that the malefi.c influence is atmospheric, and that a-t certain 
seasons there are criminality and carelessness in the air ? 
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CIRCULAR NOTES. 

Our Itepresentative in Town.) 


premising, that, for scansion, it is necessary to adopt the popular 
I City guantit;^ of “three shorts” in pronouncing file E^emtb’s 
name: lesvoild: 


Ma 

J '7') 
' 1 






0 Miss EinEX Teeet 
joins Mr. Ievinq- at 
the Lyceum, There 
is a talk about Borneo 
and Juliet being 
played there. Miss 
Ellen Tebet Juliet^ 
of course,— and i2o- 
meo, Mr. InviiSrir ? If 
so, Juliet may ask, 
with a new emphasis, 

‘‘ Borneo, Borneo, where- 
fore ait Borneo?'* 


. ' one of last week’s 

- \ ‘ ■ rence approved the 

_ _ ' credit for the maiu- 
^ ‘ ^ ^ tenance of ^e^schods 

nv !i f 7 ^ ' The S^ollopists ! This 

V " •' lo-ust be not a very 

n' austere order — bi^ a 

The_ worthy fathers, 

of course, all wear beards and retire to^restin their' silent shells. As 
to further particulars, apply at Maiden Lane for “ The Rules.” 

Advice to mothers. If you want to make your^ child a first-rate 
story-teller — say romaneist — bring him up on “ Lie-big's Tood.” 

Mr. Holt has got “The Miserahles” at the Duke’s—FicroE 
I^OGo’s Les MisSrableSf I mean— which he calls The Barricade. I 
hear of it as a success. It should have been produced under Miss 
Helen Baeey’s management, and called the Helen BAEEY-cade. 
Where is La Belle Eietem now ? Gone to Paris ? 

Oyster opening and theatre opening come in about the same time 
when there is an “R” in the month. Biapjpy Thought. — “The 
Grotto” wouldn’t be a bad name for a music hall or a theatre. 
The Royal Grotto Theatre. Ho fees to the ouvreuses. “Please 
remember the Grotto.” 

Mr. Toole has been bursting out into literature. He has written 
a gibberish Welsh poem, because, as he intimates, since he has been 
playing Chawles in A Fool and His Money , he has got a Welsh 
wig on the brain, and can’t help it. Jeanies de la Bluche, Fsq., 
appreciated the Welsh as much as Chaicles, as appears by this 
extract from the Diary : — ! 

“ Judy 6,— Dined to-day at the London Tavin with one of the 
Welsh hords of Direction I ’m hon. The G wr wmwrw and Plmwyd- 
dlywm with tunnils through Snowding and Plinliniming. 

“Great nashnality of course. Ap Shtnkin in the Chair, Ap 
Llwide in the vice : Welsh mutton for dinner : Welsh iron kiiives 
and forks : Welsh rabbit after ^ dinner : and a Welsh harper, be 
•hanged to him: he went strummint on his hojous hinstrument, and 
^yed a toon piguliarly disagreeble to me. It was * Bore Mary 
jHannd ” 

The Welsh Harper — “ be hanged to him was probably an an- 
cestor of “ the Bard.” 

Whence comes the term * ‘ W elshers ’ ’ ? From ‘ * W elsh Sharpers ’ ’ ? 
Rather hard on the “ Harp that once but not more than once, 
i thank you, and then “ move on I ” But that was another Harp that 
i once’d in Taea’s HaRs. Taea was probably the proprietor of 
several HaUs, and the Ha^er did so many turns all round, one 
after the other. 

Why do heavily-laden, lumbering Wagons invariably take’ the 
narrowest streets for their route ? And why, knowing tMs, do Cab- 
men persist in selecting those particular streets as their shortest cut 
from one point to another? Why, also, will they choose Covent 
Garden, when you are in agony to catch a train ? There is alw’ays 
a block in Covent Garden, and the place is about the nastiest to be 
compelled h) stop in, for five minutes or more, in aR London, 
■\^en is His Grace of Bebpoed going to “ reform it altogether ” ? 

“ Beauty is only akin deep,” murmured Mr. Eeasstus Wilson, 
as he surveyed thi Needle byjnoonlight and thought of Cleopatra. 
I present the two Egyptian Wilsons with the foRowing lines, only 


Erasmus and Rivers are two able men, 
Both been to Egypt, and both “ bock agen.” 
The Needle Erasmus goes in for, and -wins ; 
While Rivers the Khedivs sets on his pins. 


BETWEEN TWO EIIES. 

(A Cheerful LiitU Asiatic Farce — in Active Rehearsal.) 

Scene. — A retired spot in the wilds of Afghanistan. Fnter a Local 
Ameer out of breathy hotly pursued by two European Envoys. 

First Envoy {seizing fhwi by the collar). Ha! hal It won’t do, 
you know. I have got you now, and don’t mean to let you go. 

^Shakes hi^n, and secures a firmer grip. 

Second Envoy {hitervening and seizing him on the other side). 
Come, don’t be so rough with the old gentleman. Catching hold of i 
him like that ! A pretty friend yoit are ! Here, let him go, can’t * 
you ? [They all three struggle violently for jive minutes. \ 

The Ameer {gasping). ARah is great! But oh, my sons, is there | 
not plenty of room for both of you beyond the rising and the setting | 
of the sun ? Why do you trouble the poor harmless simple-minded 
rahat-lahoum loving Ameer ? 

Both the Envoys {together*). Because we are so friendly ! 

[They let Mm go suddenly, ayid beckon off respectively right' and 
left. 

The Ameer (tciping his forehead with his pocket-^haridkerchief and 
arranging his collar.) ARah be praised ! Allah be praised ! A Rttle 
repose. 1 shaR go to sleep. [Sits down on the ground. 


Both the Envoys {rushing at him simultaneously, followed by 
members their respective suites bearing presents). Never! 

First Envoy. No, never — tiR you have accepted these tokens of 
the condescending mendship of my august master the Great White 
Czar. See: Genuine Caviare; some fuRy paid-up shares— in a 
I State line ; the grand cross and coRar of tne exalted order of the 
Purple Hyiena; and one dozen of dry Vouvray champagne. 

[Empties them all on the ground m a heap before him. 

Second EnvoyiMcking them aside). Nonsense ! OaR these gifts ! 
Look at mine ! Here is something that speaks not of despotism, but 
of progress. Behold I ^ Two tins of corn^ beef ; back nimbers of an 
Encyclopedia ; apubRc-house sign ; and— a double bathing-machine. 
{Bushes them all on to him). It is with such materials as these that 
the mighty civilised emwe I represent 

The Ameer {feebly), les, yes, I know! But why, 0 my vener- 
able little grandfathers, force the poor old Ameer to accept such costly 
gifts ? In Cahul the blessed, we neither speculate, nor driok, nor 
wash ! Let us alone ! Let us alone ! 

Both the Envoys {together). Never! {They each seize one of his 
arms). Thus do we di^lay our Mendship. 

[Alt three again scuffle violently for jive minutes. 

The Aftieer {endeavouring to release himself). An, yes!^ true, very 
true, 0 my importunate Rttle grandfathers I But what if I decline 
it. This, your Mendship ? 

First Envoy {breaking away from Mm with a bound.) Decline it, 
you Modem! Nigger! you can’t! 

Second Envoy {springing away from him with a leap), DeoHne it ? 
Misguided old savage ! You shanH J 

The Ameer {again wiping his forehead, and arranging his collar. 
ARah he praised I I can breathe for a few moments in peace I Fare- 
weR, 0 my amiable Rttle grandfathers ! FareweR ! and forget not 
the poor, weR-meaniug, pacific old Ameer I 

First Envoy. Farewell! Ha! ha! hal IteR you, within three 
months 

[Exit, to order the concentration of a large force at Keliff and 
Balkh, and to prepare for the sudden seizure of Herat and j 
Charkund. 

Second Envoy. “FareweR!” indeed! Ridiculous! You haven’t 
seen the last oi me I ^ ^ \ 

[Exit to arrange for the immediate occupation of JellaMbad and 
Candahar, and the subsequent imamn of Afghanistan by a 
force of sixty thousand men. 

The Ameer {lookmg after them with a hopeless smile). Gone! 
WeR, ARah he praised ! ARah be praised ! 

down, and opens the Corned Beef as the Curtain slowly 
descends. 


WAEEU WET. 

Hs sutor ultra crepidam. Scotch translation. Let not the Souter 
go beyond his last. The Souterts last. Has last joke, which he 
sent to Mr. Burwh, and Mr. Bmch inserted in Ms waste-paper 
basket. 




ACCOMPLISHMENTS. 

Aunt Florence. *‘Akd can you e-ead yet, Euth?” 

Faith, ‘‘I SHOULD THINK SO, INDEED! AND I KNOW GeOGEATHT, AND HiSTOEY, AND SUMS, AND I ^VE GOT TWO SECOND TeETH !” 


NO BUSINESS OE MINE, 


{A Ffew Song to an Old Turn,) 


Lobd Beaconsfield loquitur. 

Peace with Honour.” That summed it up sweetly, I think, 
A neat epi^m 's Talent’s pet tool ; 

"!J^liat a magic there is in its musical chink 
To tickle the ear of a fool ! 

The phrase is well worn : it has furnished my friends 
With a text for their free panegyrics ; 

A happy refrain, what a finish it lends 
To the flow of their jubilant lyrics ! 

And now in retirement, afar from my foes, • 

Anndst rural delights I recline ; 

And if all the world will not share my repose, 

Why of course that ’s no business of mine ! 


I gaye them a"prog:ramme, I gave them a phrase, 
A mot and a mission all round ; 

I diyided the spoil in the fairest of ways,' 

Upon pi:mci;]^es stable and sound. 


Dear me 1 He has muddled his game, I confess ; 

I fancied him rather more clever. 

But still, we must bear it as well as we may ; 

To coerce the dear Turk I decline ; 

And if Austria finds that her bargain won’t pay, 

Why of course that ’s no business of mine I 

Our great Berlin triumph ? Our durable peace ? 

Oh bother I I planned for the best ; 

“ Perks” for Eussia and Austria, patience for Greeee- 
It ought to bring quiet and rest. 

I need them, at least, if the Bosniacs don’t : 

I ’ve no doubt ’twill come rmht iu the end. 

Disturb myself now, Punchy I can’t and I won’t. 

Take a seat and a weed, my good friend. 

We’ve Cyprus, the Turks are our brotbers-in-arms,— 
As to Unredeemed Italy’s whine, 

Or France’s suspicions, or Austria’s alarms, 

These are really no business of mine ! 


upon prmciples stable and sound. 

Each party accepted his task and his tithe, 
And now it remains for each one 


Something Sensational. 


Somebody advertises in the Nottingham Journal the startling 
information that there is 


Possession to take with alacrity blithe, 

As we Britons in Cyprus have done. 

But really, you know, if they cannot agree, 
^d will kick up a general sMne, 


W AI^^TED, a CUTTER for GUILLOTIITE MACHINE. None need 
apply unless practical baud. — ^Applv, , &c. 


It is not the least use coming down upon me, 
For of course it’s no business of mine ! 


Puff ! puff ! This cigar now is just about right. * 

The papers I A plague on the lot I 
, I read nothing hut Punch ; if he ’s caustic he ’s bright. 
Lo! Himself! You are welcome, Sir. "V^at? 
Friend AusMa seems in a deuce of a mess” ? 

War waging as hotly as ever ” ? 


T T apply unless practical baud. — ^Apply, , &c. 

For the reassurance of readers who, with a Conservative prejudice 
iu favour of the time-honoured British constitutional Tree, in alarm 
for the adoption of a Frenchified substitute, may be disposed to cry, 
Nolumus leges Anglice mutarij it may be mentioned that the blank 
left in the foregoing notification was not filled up with the name of 
Marwood. 


‘*MAD, MY MASTERS, MAD ! ” 

A proposed improvements are elfected, the government of , 

Afghanistan wilt he carried on under the title of Shere Axi-enation. 
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REVENGE I 

Korih Coimtr}/ Lalourcr {who fwts hecn engaged to dig), ‘‘ ‘They that Eat 
ALAI^E MAT HOWK ALA^TB \ ’ ThESB AECHI’LOGICAL ChAPS HETER SO MCCH AS 
ASKED ME IF AH’D TAK’ ANYTHING, AND WHILE THEY ^BE HAVIN’ THEIB BeNNERS 
AH Vb found the ‘ Buryin * ” — {Pockets Urn anjd several Mint Arroio-Ticads)-^ 
‘‘AND THEY MAT ^HUSTLE FOB ’T I ! ” 


SUITES TO THE ST\"EET. 

To checkmate ‘‘ Hussian aggression ” a mission of 
rather a formidahle character is on the x)oint of de- 
parture for Afghanistan. Always ready to serve his 
country, 3Ir, Punch hegs to present the British Com- 
missioner with a few phrases suitable to the occasion, 
to be used in an interview with Shere Axi vuth the 
assistance of an interpreter : — 

CoNYEBSATrON WITH A FbIENDLY FoE OE FAITHLESS 

Friend. 

Grood morning Your Highness. I would shake hands 
with you could I put down my sword and revolver. 

Will you permit me to see to my luggage, which 
consists entirely of heavy artillery and ammunition of all 
sorts. 

I shall have much pleasure in conversing with you 
about the weather after I have (Quartered my escort 
(which is made up of an army corps or two) upon the 
inhabitants of your cai^ital. 

Would it amuse you to see me carry your palace hy 
storm? 

In honour of the renewal of our relations, shall we 
have a grand sham hght with real cartridges ? 

Merely as a little practical joke, how would you like 
to he dethroned ? 

I hope you will consider^ it capital fun if I find it 
necessary just to make a slight change in the reigning 
dynasty. 

Shall we have a friendly oup of tea together while 
we arrange a small treaty, binding you and your de- 
scendants hand and foot for two or three thousand 
years ? 

Can I help yon at all in yonr plans hy carrying you 
away in chains to Calcutta ? 

After you have been so kind as to send back the 
Hussian Ambassador in a cage to St. Petersburg, I will 
just tread upon yom* neck as a proof of my good inten- 
tions. 

HeaUy I mnst thank yon very mneh for all your 
courtesy. Pray accept these hooks, the British Arnvj 
and Na'vy Lists, You will find them very useful works 
of reference. And now I will call out my rather 
numerous escort, and hid yon perhaps ait revoir ! 


Miltonic Meditation {by a hoher-^on at laim^tennis), 
— They also serve who only stand and wait.” 


GUIDE FOE THE FRENCH IN LONDON. 

{Translated from the English in Paris.) 

Arbival, — During yonr journey Horn Folkestone or Dover to 
London, if you see any Englishmen present, talk about England and 
its people in the most disparaging terms possible. Utterly ignore 
their nationaJ^rejudices, and lay down the law to their utter con- 
demnation. Wlien you reach the Railway Station, snub the Custom 
House Officers and laugh at the PoHee. Bluster your way into a 
cab, and shout to the driver, in bad English, “ Here, you chap, you ! 
take to me Leicester Squarr— sharp ! quick! cut! he ofifi” 

At the Hotel , — ^If p<^ble, select a Erench one, where they will 
give you a bad imitation of Parisian cooking. Ask for your own 
national periodicals, and i£ you see a picture of Oueen Yictoria 
hanging on the walls, jeer at the English love of Loyalty. If Eng- 
lishmen happen to be staying at your hotel, laugh at their costume, 
and mock their peouIiaTities. Stare at them with the amused wonder 
you bestow on the wild animals in your own Jardin des Plantes. 
Swagger into the coffee-room with your hat on your head, and your 
hands in your pockets, and treat the place as if it belonged to you. 

In the Streets , — ^Walk about London in a costume that would 
surprise by its vulgarity and slovenliness the inhabitants of a fifth- 
rate Erench watering-place. Stand in front of the Sentries guarding 
Buckingham Palace, and grin at their size and their uniforms. 
Should any of the “High lire ” he resident in London at the time of 
your visit, mix with them freely in the Park or at the Flower Shows, 
smoking a short pipe and swinging an ash stick. Stare the Ladies 
out of countenance, and laugh in the faces of the Hentlemen. If the 
English are as patient as your countrymen in Paris, they will bear 
your rudeness with equanimity. Push your way through crowds, 
and elbow the inhabitants of London off their own pavements. If 
you enter a shop, he careful to treat the attendants with marked 
rudeness. It is the custom in England for people to rise and take off 
their hats when they hear the National Anthem. If you ever happen 
to he present on such an occasion, be careful to remain seated and 


covered. It is absurd to pay any regard to EngHsh peculiarities. 
Remember that Englishmen are “Rosbifs” and “ Plum-puddins,” 
and treat them accordingly. 

At the Theatres , — Take care that your costume shaH he an affront 
to the audience. Lounge in yonr Stall, and talk in French to yonr 
friend, to the discomfort of your English neighbours. If you don’t 
imderstand English, let everybody in the house iuto the secret of 
your ignorance. If the audience seem to he amused and to be enjoy- 
ing themselves, stand up in your place and laugh seomfiilLy at them. 
If you get bored, leave your Stall with as much noise as possible, 
and shout ralier louder than the Actors as you quit the auditorium. 

Seeing the -Settle it in your own mind that France is a 

thonsand times fibaer than England, and make odious coinparisons 
everywhere. If you enter a place of worship, treat it as if it were a 
raree-show. Appear on Sundays at St. An^ew’s, or A l l Saints, 
Margaret Street, durmg the sermon, armed with a guide-book, and 
inspect the church with the same nonchalance that you would bestow 
upop the treasures of the South Kensington Museum. Yisit Green- 
wich Hospital, and if the Picture Gallery is full of EngHshmp, be 
careful to roar with laughter at any representation of a defeat of 
your fellow-eountrymen, 1he French. If you fimd yourself near any 
of the educated class of Britons, talk loudly of Fontenoy and the 
failure of the English to take the Redan in the Crimea, Make a 
joke about the Death of Kelson, and seize a suitable opportunity of 
showing your contempt for the Union Jack. 

Departure , — BuRy the porters, and push your way through your 
English fellow-travellers to your own carriage. Until you set your 
foot once more upon Fren^ ground^ behave a savage. On 
reaching France, throw off your offensive Bohemianism, and resume 
your usual condition of quiet respectability. If^ j^ou carry out tbe 
above programme in its entirety without receiving a thrashing, 
congratulate yourself upon your good luck, which, however, wiH 
not be much greater than that enjoyed by some of the English 
who imitate in Paris the deportment you will have made your own 
in London, 
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ASIATIC SPORT— SHERE STALKING. 


douLt, and abundance of game, 
xet the wo arm Sportsmen seem scarcely content. 
Eme q^uames . But wliat if l>otli mark down the same ? 
Ihe chance of collision 'twere hard to present. 

ffronnd ? Yery fine ; hut if one cross the line, 
J.hou§:h he^swear with no notion of trying a shot. 

To reprisal his rival will promptly incline, 

And saspect that his aim is to coUar the lot. 


Th$ quarry seems shy ; hut Johnt Bull has his eye 
On the Russian, who just reconnoitres, no more. 

Eor su]^ose he were tempted a pot-shot to try, 

As JiB. recollects he Was tempted before ! 

enough I Ah ! why cannot these Sportsmen agree 
To tahe the EarPs tipj and steer clear of each other ? 
If either try trespass, ^tis easy to see 

Twill spoil sport, and result in no end of a bother. 
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THE PUBLIC ^THEEL. 

JEoio to preserve it on the Soad : being a few simple Mules arranged 
for the guidance of the accommodating MicycUst, 

Let tlie proprietor of every ‘‘ sixty-four incli” macliine take care, 
in tke first instance, tliat Ms approaeli shnll not fie noiseless ; and to 
effect ^s, let him — 

(1) Attacfii a large hand dinner-fiell to each of his feet ; 

(2) Give a prolonged filast on a full-sized tromfione whenever he i 

turns a corner ; ^ j t ! 

(3) Carry no luggage hut a self-winding fiird-organ and a loose 
Chinese gong : and 

(4) Lrop^ fog-signals immediately he sights an approaching 
omnifius. 

TMs last precaution will profiafily prepare the horses^ for the 
appearance of anything ; hut should they still show a restive spirit 
on maldng out the advancing machine, let the proprietor instantly 
dismount, and, assisting the conductor and passengers to filindfold 
the creatures and take fiiem gently, fiut firmly, out of harness, ghde 
away cautiously, and promise to send a policeman. 

The true Bicyclist fieing, though a pleasure-seeker, above and 
fief ore all things a gentleman, let him never forget that, when passing 
through a town, village, or hamlet, he shah — 

(1) Wear a sOk-faced frock-coat, light pantaloons, lemon- 

coloured kid gloves, and a chimney-pot nat ; 

(2) Bow with finished ton to a costermonger as to a Countess; 

and 

(3) When run over fiy a careless tandem or a well-appointed 
four-in-hand, make some such ^od-humoured remark as, 
“ Oh, don’t mention it I ” or, “ I really am so very clumsy 
tMs morning I ” 

If fiadly hurt and put on a stretcher, let him try even to make a 
joke. An allusion to his being “ a eT-do^wheel^"^ or to the fact 
that the “ bicyclist’s weal doesn’t always follow from the driver’s 
whoa^'^ is sure to tell immensely under such circumstances, and give 
him a character for not being such a had fellow, after all. TMs is 
Mghly desirable. 

Lastly, let Mm do his best on every possible occasion to disarm 


pubic prejudice ; at one moment stopping to argue politely with a 


red railway flags. By these and other artifices, and by the exercise 
of a firm resolution never to be encountered on the high road at all 
except when carrying his machine in hits in a blue bag in the dark, 


tion by a genial, generous, and easily satisfied pubic, 


SNIP AND SNOB. 

It may be generally true that there is no^ accountmg for tastes, 
but here, in the shape of a newspaper advertisement, is an instance 
of taste ref errihle, obviously, to an excess of avarice, and a deficient 
sense of decency : — 

T he AWFFL Thames collision adds another dreadful cata- 

strophe to the already long list of fearful accidents that has lately come 
upon us with startling effect. From such heart-rending scenes it is well we 
can turn away to a subject that affects the comfort and appearance of every 

Gentleman. Snobbins & Co., Street, who are always in the forefront 

with new ideas, have for the Autumn Season a treat in store for their Patrons 
in a new kind of Cloth, called the ** BEAVEESEIH,” very lighi^ moderately 
warm, and perfectly ■wonderful for wear. Suits, in best style, from Two to 
Four Guineas. 

TMs utilsation of such a calamity as the late accident on the 
Eiver for advertising purposes, is almost too cynical to be worthy of 
even sordid and shameless Tailors of the baser sort. In order not to 
give them the notoriety wMch they probably would like,^ a slight 
nominal alteration— of wMch, perhaps, the propriety is visible— has 
been made in the above example of disgusting puffery. 


Domestic Economy. 

' It has been suggested that the way to reduce the butcher’s hill 
lies in managing to make both ends meet ; hut ^ for too many poor 
Curates, and worMng-men almost e(inally poor, that meeting is in- 
compatible with any meat at all, and therefore with any butcher’s • 
bill whatever. 
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CEICKETEES OF mCtLAND 

I. 



Ye Cricketers of England, 

"WTio guard our native stumps, 

It must be owned ye now appear 
In somewhat doleful dumps. 

Ye have not brought your finest form 
To meet a friendly foe, 

But stare and despair. 

While your Wickets are laid low, 

While the Colonists pile up there score. 
And yonr Wickets are laid low. 

n. 

The spirits of your fathers^ 

Might start to see your “ licks,” 

For the turf it was their field of fame, 
Their pride to guard their “ sticks.” 
Where Clarke has bowled and Wari 
has slogged, 

Your manly hearts should glow, 

Not chill and stand still 
While yom’ Wickets are laid low ; 

While the Colonists play u]^ like bricks. 
And your Wickets are laid low. 

III. 

Britannia has no fancy 
To see their sons to-day 
Display bad taste, bad management. 

Bad temper, and bad play. 

Pluck up, Lads, try your level best, 

Less care for lucre show ; 

Nor hufi, and talk stuff, 

While your Wickets are laid low ; 

While a word- war rages loud and long, 
And your Wickets are laid low. 

lY. 

The Cricketers of England ! 

They yet may have their turn. 

When pique, and fuss, and funk depart. 
And good pluck and luck return. 
Meanwhile, ye smart Australian Lads, 
Our parting cup shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 

Who have laid our Wickets low ; 

Who have bowled great G-race,v and scored 
from Shaw, 

And laid all our Wickets low ! 


JL 


FEMININE LOGIC. 


SONGS WITHOUT WORDS. 


BimncBs-liTce Wife , sure you charge too much eor your Pictures, my Love, 

BEAUTIEUL AS THEY ARB. Ib YOU WERE TO ASK A QUAJRTER TRE PRJOE, YOU WOULD SELL 

Twice as many! ” 


For further particulars apply to the 
Amateur Tenors in the modem drawing- 
rooms. 


FASHIONABLE FINERY. 


BIRTHDAYS IN STORE. 


Among the many wonders of the world at the Paris Exhibition 
there is on view a wondrous honnet, of Parisian manufacture, which 
is valued at the modest sum of seven thousand francs. It is difii- 
cult to fancy how a bonnet could be made to cost so much, and its 
eonstractor must resemble a Constructor of the Navy, at least in the 
capacity of matog thiugs that cost a lot of money, and may prove 
of doubtful service when pnt to actual use. Of similar construction, 
in point of costliness and iuutility, is a dress whereof a portion is 
thus elegantly pictured in a fashionable newspaper : — 

The train, which is fiilly two yards in length, is draped in folds by faille 
bows, lined wifii satiu, and draperies of hinge silk and beads, in^ all the 
colours of the embroidery of the dress, are continued on the train, which ends 
at the back in coqoilles of moss-green faille over pink satin.” 

Sx One may form some notion of the dress from 

this descripfion of Ihe train, Satin bows, embroidered fringes, and 
moss-green f mile couaiiles (whatever they may he) — such things are 
I known to MiUinei^ by the generic nemft of trimmings,” and are 
j what the caper- sauce and turnips were to the boiled leg of mutton, 
which was served up at the soiree Mr, Weller was invited to at 
Bath, Such trimmings add but little to the beau"^ of a dress, but 
they very greatly add to its exi>ense ; and when, profusely scattered 
on a train two yards in lens^h,^ they must increase the length of the 
bin which must be paid lor it. As for their utility, they merely 
serve to harbour and collect the dust, and excite the wrath of hns- 
hands who are privileged to pay for them. 


From an announcement in a newspaper, it appears that the Asso- 
ciation for the Promotion of the Unity of Christendom has attained 
its majority. The twenty-first anniversary of its foundation was 
celebrated on Sunday last, and during the week, at the Church of 
All Saints, Lambeth. Many happy returns of the day to it ! But 
are they not likely to he too many ? Should this excellent Society 
continue to exist until it shall have accomplished its desirable 
object, what number of anniversaries do its worthy members expect 
that those who succeed them will have to commemorate ? There 
are some of them who may perhaps he considered to have distin- 
guished themselvesjat times, rather peculiarly by an excess of zeal ; 
but now. that the A. P. U. C. has come of age, let us hope it will prove 
itself to have at the same time arrived at years of discretion. 


A Colonial Question, 

In a certain “ Money Article ” the other day appeared a letter on 
the contemplated, borrowing of the leading Australian colonies,” 
recommending investment in the Funds to Tbe thereby created. It 
bore the signature of *‘An Australian CoLomsT of Forty-Four 
Years’ Standing.” The writer should have described himself 
more fully. ^ Colonist ” and Emigrant ” are not convertible terms. 
An Australian Colonist of forty-four years’ standing may have gone 
out to Australia by a mode or conveyance which has been discon- 
tinued, How did he get there ? 


4Sr To CQjjLBBffPoxivBKns.— Bditor does not hold Mmself bonnd to oxihnovoUdgt^ return, or jiavfor Cimt'njbvtions, In no ease can these be returned unless atxompanuA tup a 

alianiisd and directed envelope. Copies fhottUl he Icept. 
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iTtOil A VALUED COE.KESPO:S"DENT. 

GrxoEiors Apollo pi Pu^'-cho, 

I AM just off to my country residence at Colney 
HatcE, but send you my latest and best. It i«' a 
conundrum to be proud of : — 

Query, "Who historically, the king of aU the 
Dumb-'vraiters ? 

A7isice7\ Lons Trats. 

Hooray ! 1 ^m off ! TThen I return to my senses for 
the season, I am going to set up in business, for myself, 
as a “Simile-Maker.’^ Any Author unable to make a 
simile for himself will send to me. Orders pwich- 
tually attended to.^ Conundrums mended on the shortest 
notice. Ho objection to a butler where one or more is 
kept. Would like to be a bird, but am, yours ever 

Topliokts the Ftest. 

P.S. — ^hlake P.O. Order payable to me for not less 
than £2000, to be drawn at sight, or sketched, — or, stay, 
instead of a P.O. Order, or cheque, send me a Lettre de 
€ash-it. Aha ! Off again ! Bang ! 


Dishing and DisheiJ* 

• The Anutf Navy Gazette relates tfeat a certain 
Groorkha having been waylaid by stsp Greeks — 

The Goorkha managed te kill four of his assailants -with his 

• kookeiie, and was then himself killed.” 

This statement seems calculated to puzzle the pro- 
r-'- pagandists of spelling reform. How, they may ask, 

^ could anyone, even the worst of kooks, kill assailants 

with his kookerie ? And when the Goorkha had killed 

four of those who fell upon him, did the other two 

-.-2 then kill him, or was he himself killed with his own 
kookerie too ? 

Good for Trade, 

The Anti-Tobacco Society, having perhaps learned 
that the Police in some parts of Germany are engaged in 
^ DARWINIAN preventing boys under the age of sixteen from smoking 

* m the streets, may wish that a like measure of repres- 

Our Village Grocer {gimt Floriculturist}, “Most ErrK’on’HART This-g, Sik. sion were adopted here. So may the Tobacconists; for 
Last Teak I had some Bacox in my ^hop that went bad dhein’ that hot lads prevented from smoking openly would smoke all 
Weather, and I buried it in my Garden. You’ll hardly believe it, the more on the sly, to the greatly increased consumption 

BUT ALL MY Asters THIS SEASON COME UP Streaey 1! ” of nicotine, with its attendant e'ms. 


PAMS CONGRESSES. 


importance — national, international, and cosmopolitan, literary, 
seientihc, philanthropic, aesthetic, and politico-economic, significant 
and insignificant, representing different shades of opinion, and 
represented by different coloured tickets — ^have been conducted at 
Paris since the first of May, and their number is by no means 
yet complete, as will be seen by anyone taking a birus-eye view 
of the following list of infiuential gatherings which are confidently 
expected to he held in buildings on the hanks of the Seine before 
the end of the year and the close of the French Exhibition. 

An International Mothers’ Meeting, aU in full evening dress, con- 
vened by circular, bearing a hal:^enny stamp, to discuss (amongst 
others) such momentous questions as the minimum income on which 
daughters ought to he allowed to incur the risks, responsibilities, 
disappointments, and expenses of married fife ; the measures to he 
adopted, without a season’s delay, to induce young men of property 
and position to marry, or, if they will not take that precarious step, 
at least— to dance ; and the formation of a body of paid professional 
lady chaperones with unimpeachable manners and references, inex- 
haustible patience, and nice smiles and nasty frowns, to relieve the 
mothers of marriageable daughters of onerous and nightly duties 
during the fifth or fashionable season of the year. 

A Congress of Bachelors, and, if any of them can he induced to 
join in such a Quixotic enterprise, of widowers, to concert energetic 
measures against female extravagance in dress, ornaments, furni- 
ture, knick-knacks, amusements, and entertainments ; to denounce 
and discourage the application of cosmetics, hair dyes, pearl powder, 
paint, rouge, and otll^r “ toilet requisites ; ” to place some restraint 
on the puhlieation of ladf^s’ phqtpgraphs ; and to protest against the 
heavy and incr^^g ORtlay oh presents, gifts, fees, ^ douceurs, 
hridesmaids’ locket’s,* bouquets, and noneynmon tours, which render 
the rite of matrimony a ruinous and appalling ceremony, and make 


the preliminary season of courtship a term of incessant mental dis- 
quiet and insupportable pecuniary pressure. 

A Congress of Cooks, Epicures, Gourmands, Hotel and Restaurant 
Proprietors, W*aiters, and others interested in the grand culinary 
art, to discuss and settle, and issue in an authorised volume, a series 
of recipes, in all languages, and both in prose and verse, for Salads 
and Mayonnaises. 

A Conference to take into cqnsideration, and, if possible, to deter- 
mine for aU time, a question which has at various periods, and in 
I different countries, caused the mind of man great vexation, doubt, 
discomfort, and expense, not unattended with a considerable amount 
of personal ridicule, and is to this day, amongst many other, 
hut perhaps not more difficult social problems, awaiting its solution 
in the jaws of the future — “What is the most suitable, the most 
becoming, evemng dress for the Male Sex ? ” (N.B.— A Museum 

will be formed of evening costumes of all nations and periods.) 

A Conference of Musicians, Professors of* Dancing, and dancers of 
both sexes, summoned to supply a want and meet a deficiency which 
have long been felt and lamented both in private and public balls, 
assemblies, and parties, alike by the higher, middle, and inferior I 
strata of Society — the invention and adoption (by telegraph) of a new j 
set of quadrille figures. 


the leading journals, grimly bent on effecting rigantic reforms in 
hotel bills, and accommodation all over the world. Channel steam- 
boats, Post Office regulations, culinary economy, domestic serviee, 
the capacities of wine bottles, and the shape and material of men’s 
hats. 

Arrangements for many other Congresses are in active progress 
and may te?rminate at any moment. Due notice will be given of 
their completion, and of the dates pf assembling, the time and place 
of meeting, of luncheon^, dinners, receptions, and exeursions, 
in GaUmani^s Meesfnger^ the London GaziUe^ Uharivari^ and the 
pages of this periodical. 
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Past tv. 

Jack SpEfTT/^ually ^ 


JAnr SPSATT. eaualiy P'ore ana guu«ies&, aA«.v*, «... 

S^ed Ha uBseMsli disposition to think that, aiter 
ail tt ms not eSf A* sake that loeiety had given so warm a 

^ AJl^f -^i^did equal credit to his head and to his . 

Ja(3K STBATT, TO ^ewi* ,, f OX lealousv arise. 


his disgust, and would often drop in of an evening at his grandson’s 

I ^ atse.visits were not so pleasant to Mrs. Spkatx as the old Gentle- 

”^^u^^oumstances had made him a well-to-do aM w^mted 
hoterB^ure had intended Mm for a Jow oome^®, or toy 
man ; and he was never happy unless he made himself the Jxte ana 

^"lltn?vSdTptogtotthetrusfyM^^^^ 

wCe S to he ooSld not sympathise with, and whom ^ ^d | 


SS>=,i:d*f =-rsriiir= tss ™y 

esneciallv Petes LEOKAspo Pye. T,n 


ito attentions, could ever he possible rivals for such an one as he. 

a hurst of laughtoso opportme 
tJ^tSr^ort ^ eaJled’a Woke of g®Mim, had d^red the 
Suse of the trusty, hut not very presentable, old friends, and Jack 

Mind^^r^tiveof the Spyus was 
who kept m old 'estdolidied emporium for hosiery in f • 

a eood-natured and affectionate old n^ who Mved Jack ^wth au a 
srmndfether’s partiality, hut who had been much disgusted at his 
Seh a hegg^VaBd disreputable trade as paintmg pictures 

*'*Hithad only been house painting, he could have Buder^od it ! 

However, as Jack was in mdependent crroumstoces, ^Mre was 
no gainsaying his right to chooM his Imo of Me, and daub 
awy^uDhashe liked; and the old Gentleman had swaUowed 


JULUAUWAAHj/VV^uj — 

ff^d thought it dto 

it veTv oft® iH and as for Ihe trusty friends,. they had loatM 
Speatt Senior Tvitli deep, though silent intensi^^ instead, of doatnio 
on him as he had fondly hna^ned they dicl. , , .v pjiavre 

When Jack Speatt had become famous through tne 

S^ueiarreX- Speatt Senior suddenly 

in<imte a uewlight and became prond of Jus always b^ 
er^dson, as he had Htberto been ashamed of bm; and ^ tooK TO 
^siting at the Jack Speatts’ regularly 

S!speatt’s day “ at home ; ” but bis yisits were more unwelcome 

^^^first^^e^ank and fashion he met there awed 

and discreet behayiour : he had new seen 

Swelldom does not usually buy its drawers and socks in St. MaJT 

"^^d when he held his tongue and did ^ot play "the fool, ^ 
rather ornamental than otherwise, bemg of truly venerable aspect, 

t^Mds to gr^t geniuK, her husband to they had forgot by 
to time thathe was a rawt.gemus, ^^ered 

1 fool, or sometihiug worse), the B^®PressiMe old humto reoOTeMtt 

I his wonted assurance, and became once more the Me and soul oi me 
L party. 
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It must be OTOed that bisbebaTioiu-was very trying, and betrayed 
a g’eat deficiency in social tact. 

For instance he vonld, nnasked, insist on favonring the company 
with long-forgotten comic songs (which had lost all point for the 
present generation), and imitations of the actors of a hundred years 
ago ; and the less Mrs. Spejltt and her guests would laugh, the more 


of him if Sally the Cook were as good-looking as eTer, and stiU 
reciprocated his fond afiection. 

Or else he would hand his business cards to Yiscounts and Gruards- 
men, and ask fine Ladies where they bought their hose, and volun- 
teer to serve them with a superior article at Civil Service prices, to 
be delivered at their own doors, carriage paid, and so forth. 

At last a day came when he went just a little too far. 

The Duke of Ppn!02mLLE was at Mrs. Spbatt’s, alone ; for so 
sti^ndous were his Grace’s rank and fashion, so advanced his age, 
and so respected his character, that it was thought good form for 
Viscounts and Guardsmen and such like humble Swells to make 
themselves scarce when he came — ^nor did they presume to knock at 
Mrs. Spratt’s door when the Pentoitolle hveries were seen to be 
waiting outside. 

Jack’s Grandfather, who was q.xdte wanting in this particular kind 
of deHcaoy, knocked at Mrs. Spkatt’s door without the slightest 
diffidence, and entered the house, and walked straight into the 
drawing-room after the fashion of Listok in Paw? Pry, exclaiming, 
* * I hope I don’t intrude I ’’ 

The Duke stared at him with cold surprise, and immediately 
rose to take his leave. As he stooped, with old-ia^oned courtesy, 
to kiss Mrs. Spkatt’s lily-white hand (into which he had just 
forced a costly trinket), the tail-pockets of his well-fitting green 


circular, wnicn stated tnat, owing to tne sudden break-up oi a well- 
feown w est-hkid Firm, Spbatt & Co. had been able to effect exten- 
ave purchases in underclotbing at an extraordinary advantage, 
wMcE enabled them to supply the ITobility, Gentry, and PUblio 


g enerally, with first-rate articles at an unprecedented low rate — a 
andsome discount allowed for cash. 

Jack Spkatt appeared on the scene as soon as he heard his Grand- 
father’s voice, but it was too late to interfere;^ and the unconscious 
Duke, though much huffed at the untimely interruption, left the 
room with all the stately ease and high-bred self-control of a great 
British nobleman of the old school, ignoring alike old Speatt’s 
respectful obeisances, and young Spratt’s mendly and familiar 
farewell ; while the ends of the two printed circulars stuck symme- 
trically out. 

Buttons, who admired old Spratt more than anybody else in the 
world, fairly exploded at this piece of practical fun. 

But Mrs. Spratt could contain herself no longer, and ^ave her 
Grandfather-in-law such a piece of her mind as at last enlightened 
him about the estimation in which she and her Swell friends held Ms 

t owers of entertaining the company ; so that he left the house bewil- 
ered and aghast, with tears in his poor old eyes, and all the jokes 
crushed out of bis facetious old heart for many a long day to come. 

If or did he ever cross that threshold again, much to the grief of 
the twins, who, although aesthetically reared, coxild not help adoring 
their mirthful and indulgent old Great-Grandpapa, who made them 
laugh so. 

And to Jack’s grief also, for he had a warm heart, and was tenderly 
attached to the old man, in spite of Ms “ larks.” 

But in the exciting whirl of Ms new life, in wMeh the days 
flew by like hours, a very few hours sufficed to obliterate these fond 
regrets. 

And Jack Spratt felt no little elation in the thought that all their 
associates, however frivolous, were at least Ladies and Gentlemen” 
a term which was constantly on his Hps at tMs time, and wMch he 
only applied to those who were alike weB-bom, fasMonably dressed, 
higbly connected, and “in Society.” 

And now that Mrs. Spratt had so effectually di^osed of that in- 
convenient old Grandfather of Ms, he considered himseH as good as 
any of them ; and bore himself accordingly ; being politely distant 
to his inferiors, affable to recognised merit of a Mgh order, free and 
easy with Ms equals, the Swells, and aeknowleo^g no superior 
under Iloyalty. 






PUJSrCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Septembek 28 , 1878 , 


WILLOW! 

{With Apdlcgics to the Immortal Will.) 

“ leara that the ‘ childlike and bland ’ dealers of Poochow agi’eed among 
themselves, some time ago, to make a further experiment 1^ sending in dried 
and prepared Willow leaves instead of the real article .” — JDaily Telegraph. 




1 , 


A 'poob Soul sat 
sighing o’er 
her Clip o’ 
green tea, 
“’Tis all dried 
Willow, 

Pudged up at 
Poochowby that 
Heathen Cmnee, 
Mere Willow, 
Willow, Wil- 
low!” 

The weak wash 
before her was 
tepid and thin, 
Mere cat-lap pre- 
pared by that 
scoundrel Ah 
Six 

Prom Willow, 
Willow, Wil- 
low 1 


“Ton won’t get 
at one^^hil- 

Beshrew them who ’d rob a poor Soul of her tea ; 

And give her, instead of her fragrant Bohea, 

Mere Willow, Willow, Willow ! 




HOW TO MAKE A EORTUNB IN EIVE MINUTES. 

{JVith Mr^ P^nch^s compliments to those it n\ay concern.) 

ScEKB—At respeciahle^hckmg Office, filled with Serious Young Clerks, 
In the ^^nee is seen the Partners^ Poom, in which an Blderly 
. Member of the Firm is discoi^ered leisurely reading the Money 
Article of the “ Times ” through (^inee^nez. Pnter A. Weake 
Bull, Esq., hent on a flutter. A is ushered into the Partners^ 
Poom hy the tnost serioiis of the Serious Young Clerks. 

PIderly Meniber of the Pirm {lookmg up from his paper in a 
leisurely manner). Yes, Sir ? 

^ Mr. Mull. 1 have called because I think I would like to invest a 
little money in United Hottentots. 

Elderly Memher of the Firm {softly). Yes, yes. It is not alto- 
gether an investment we as a rule would recommend. The security 
IS entir^y; composed of the hones that have accumulated for severi 
centuries in the royal tomb. His present Majesty, too, has not alto- 
^ther behaved with candour. We are told, on very fair authority, 
Wt he has surreptitiously hypothecated the remains of his ancestors 
■to other and secret tnmts. On the whole, we would rather recommend 
Consols — ^thay are decidedly safer. I 

Mr. PuU*^ Thanks, yea. But, you see, United Hottentots are 
evidently going up. Yesterday they were at 305 , and to-day they 

are about 43. How, if I bo’^ht in 

Elderly Memh^ of the Mrm {politely). Perhaps we had better 


Elderly 3Ieml}er of the Firm, I am afraid they are a little high. 
I think, perhaps, you had better wait. _ _ , _ 

Mr. Gravestone {putting Ms head into the room slowly). I may add, 
Sir, that since I left, United Hottentots have gone dov^ to 23| to J. 

Mr. Bull {excitedly). Buy in, buy in at once ! I will have five — 
no, ten of them. 

Ifr. Gravestone {on the Elderly Member of the Firm bowing his 
heaSj. Yery well, Sir. [Exit. 

Mr. Bull { 7 iervously). I am sure to make over them, eh ? 

Elderly Member of the Fir7n. Well, they used certainly once to 
pay their coupons. 

3fr. Bull. Oh, but I shall sell out the moment they go up two. 

Elderly Meynber of theFiryn {with g7'ave surprise). Dear me! I 
had no idea that yon intended to speculate in a time bargain. It is 
not at all the sort of thing we like. In fact we do not undertake the 
“ carrying over ” business. 

Mr. Gravesioyie (putting in his head). We have bought Ten Thou- 
sand Hottentots, Sir, at 46J. It was the best price we could obtain. 
There had been a slight rise before we could get over to the house to 
execute your order. 

Mr. Bull (jblankly) . Ten Thousand !^ 

3Ir. Gravestoyie. You said ten, I think, Sir? [Exit. 

3Ir. Bull. But if they go down one I stand to lose a hundred 
pounds ? 

Elderly Meynber of the Ebmi {Uisurely doing a little sum on apiece 
of blotting papey). Bather more, with our commission— we charge 
Half-a-Crown for every £100 of Stock. Time bargains are very 
dangerous things. We usually recommend our clients to leave them 
alone. [Takes up the “ again and recommences its pey'usal. 

Mr. Bull. Oh what will my wife say ! Pray do send over to see if 
they have gone up. 

Elderly 3Iember of the Firm {politely^ relinquishing his pape7'). 
There is no necessity. We have anttle instrument here wMch re- 
cords all the business done on the Stock Exchange. Yon see it marks 
the various prices on a piece of tape. {Points to an electric self- 
actmg prmting machme under a glass case.) Would you like to see 
the mechanism ? 

Mr. Bull {eagerly). I would far sooner examine the tape ! 

Elderly 3Xemher of the Firm. Here you see. {Peading.) “ 12 
: o’clock. Moon Trams. 2 to (Tramways are not bad invest- 
ments.) “Esquimaux Prefs. 103 to 104,” (it is their first loan— 
they have borrowed at sixteen per cent. — ^new to the business— we 
can recommend them.) “ United Hottentots, 47.” 

Mr. Bull {excitedly). They have gone np ! 

Elde7'ly 3Iember of the Firm. So far. {Continues reading.) “ 12.2. 
United flottentots, 49.” 

Mr. Bull (w 2 ore excitedly) . Hur 

Eldeydy MeirJoer of the Firm (interrupting Mr. Bull’s cheer). I 
beg your pardon. “ 12.4. United Hottentots. 46 12.5, Umted 
Hottentots, 45. 12.6. United Hottentots ” 

Mr, Bull {interrupting). Stop I stop! Why, I have lost £150 iu 
three minutes ! 

Elderly Member of the Fi7*m ^Moing another sum on a piece of 
hhtting-paper). A tride over, with our commission. Would you 
like to lose a little more ? 

Mr. Bull {very excitedly). Ho, no ! What shall I do— buy-^seU— 
or what? 

Elderly Member of the Firm (very leisurely). Well, if you wish to 
conclude the transaction, you wuL 

Mr. Bull {impatiently). Yes, yes? 

Elderly Member of the Fmn {playina with his eye-glass). You 
will sell the stock you have already bought. 

Mr. Bull {at his wifs-end). Well, what shall I do ? 

Elderly Member of the Fir7n (calmly). It is difficult to advise. 
(Strokes Ms chin.) Of course, if they go up, you nug ht clear a trifle, 
and, if they went down, you might lose a trine, we do usually 
recommead our clients to have very much to do with time bargains. 
You see 

Mr. BuU {fn despair). And, while you are talking, they are going 
down like wildfire. 

Elderly Member of the Firm [mildly). Well, I dare say they a,re 


are about 43. How, if I bo’^ht in 

El^ly of the Mrm (politely). Perhaps -we had better 

see what the Market has been recently before we decide upon any- 
^hig. bell, when enter the most serious of all the Serious 

Clerks.) Geavestoxe, can you tell us, please, what 
Umted Hottentots have been doing during “the past few days ? 

Mr. Gravestone. Certainly, Sir. On Monday -(hey were at 53i ; 
on Tuesday at 18 ; on Wednesday they toxudiea 45 ; yesterdAy they 


on Tuesday at 18 ; on Wednesday they toxudied 45 ; yesterdAy they 
were at and to-day they are at 53. 

Mr. Bull I beg your pardon. You mean 43. 

JTr. Gray?es^ne. ^ey were 43 when you cajne in, Sir, but they 
I mve a slight rise since you entered the office. For the laA 
I forty-eight hours they have been comparatively ste^y— for them. 

[ [Exit. 


fluctuating a little. If you hke, I will look at the tape. Ah, here 
they are again. ‘ ‘ 12 *9. United. Hottentots, 37 J.” I 

Mr. Bull {jumping up from Ms chair ) . On dear, I shall be ruined I 
{Pushing iivto the outer office.) Here, any one, go and sell five 
thousana United Hottentots at any price you oan-^but mind you get 
rid of them ! [Returns tg Partner^ Boom, panting. 

Elderly Member of the Firm {looking at him vag^^y, and then 
recognising him). Ah to be sure. I -fehink, Sir, you said you wished 
; to buy some United Hottentots. It is not altogether an investment 
we as a rule would recommend, but-^^ 

I Mr. Gravestone {putting m Ms hegd)*. I have sold them, Sir, They 
^actuated a great deal. They went down as low as 14|, hut I caught 
I tiiem on the hop, and got out neatly at 46, 

I Mr. BuU {wiping his for eJwad with his handkerchief). Thauk ypu* 

I And I have lost ? 
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3/r. Gravestone, AlDoiit £650. Then, of eoTirse,^ there mil be our 
eoinmission, Trhich mil brin^ up the total to a trifle more. Shall I 
make out your account, Sir t 

Jfr, Biill. Thank you. ^ \_Froduces cheque-hook^ and settles, 
Blderly Member of the Fmn {vmo has been dozing^ waking up icith 
a start), I really beg your pardon. You mre saying, I think, that 

you 'would like to buy some United Hottentots 

3/r. Bull {putting m his hat, and leaving the office). No, thank 
you. I uron’t hare any more of them to-day ! 

[Ba:it, to explain ^natters to his Wife, Scene closes in as the 
tape marks “ 12T5. United JBlotfentots, 127f 


A SABBATARIAN SUCCESS. 

- y rr^HE Blackpool and Fleet- 

1 wood Gazette narrates at 
large the particulars of a 
muniflcent act of charity 
performed at Black;^! by 
the Managers of the winw 
Gardens at that town, wilh 
the assistance of the EeT. 
C. H. "WAiN'TOioro, Yiear 
of Christ Church. The 
Managers announced that, 
for the benefit of the dis- 
tressed surd-Tors of the 
Thames Collision, they 
would give a concert of 
saered music at the gardens 
on Sunday afternoon— ad- 
mission sixpence a head. 
Mr. threat- 

ened that, if they did so, he 
would prosecute them under 
the Sabbatarian Statute 21 
George III. The Managers 
therefore concluded, as our 
- American Cousins say, to 
■' giye their Ck>noert admission 
^ gratk; a collection to be 

made after the performance, 
or rather^ as a good^ work 
done on a Sunday, it may be called, the Service. By this ex- 
pedient they obtained £157, to be transferred to the Mansion House 
Fund for the charitable purpose abovementioned. I 

Now this sum yery much exceeds the amount which would haye { 
been taken at the doors, and, for the difference — the excess of the 
money they got oyer wnat they expected — they may thank the 
Eeyerend Gentleman ; for if he ‘had let them alone, and not inter- 
fered to preyent them from executing their beneyolent intention in 
their own way, they would have netted so much the less for the 
relief of their suffering feEow-oreatures, and so much the less misery 
would haye been imreueyed. 

If he has duly considered this, Mr. Waikweight must feel highly 
gratified with his attempt to prevent a performance of a devotional 
character with a pious ohjeot, which he, although a Clergyman of 
the Church of England, and not a Scotch Presbyterian Minister or 
old woman, deems a desecration of the “ Sabbath.” 

The Puhuc at large, too^ as weE as the Blackpool people, have 
reason for gratitude to the Eev. Mr. Waieweioht. La a letter 
addressed, in view of the intended Concert, to the Editor of the 
abovenamed Journal, he explains why he objected to saered music, 
designed for the snocour of destitution, on a Sunday afternoon. In 
that beneficent design he beheld only a snake in the grass, otherwise 
our old introductory acquaintance of the lever kind. ** The truth,” 
he says, “is the Inreotors are trying to introduce the thin end of 
the wedge, totesthowlar^Pubfie are prepared to support Sunday 
entertainments.” By eawang tikem to find a legal w^ of giving a 
Sunday Concert, he has not furthered the introduotion of the 
wedge, but hel]^ to drive itwibna end in oonaderably farther. In 
so far he has promoted the cause of iunooent and rational Sunday 
recreation ; and we must; not lo^ a gift horse in the mouth, even 
although religious intcderance may posgibly be found under his 
tongue. 


ADIEU TO THE AUSTEALIANS. 

“ The Australians have cempleted their victorious career among our County 
Clubs- Since their first memorable match at Lord’s, in May, when they 
beat the M.G.C. by ten wickets in a single day, they have played well nigh 
m every part of England, and their hard work has been rewarded by astonish- 
ing success.” — Fewbpapcr Itoport. 

The Australians came down like a wolf on the fold, 

In a trice the M.C.C. were caught, stumped, or bowled : 

Not a batsman ’gainst Spofeoeth “ the demon ” could stay, 

And the match, a rare marvel, was won in a day. 

They have travelled since then many cricketfields through, 
From Swansea to Sheffield, from Cambridge to Crewe ; 

And though here and there scoring a casual “ duck,” 

They have everywhere shown us good play and good pluck. 

They have given us rare proof that the noblest of games 
May be learned near the Murray as well as the Thames : 

That courage, good temper, and patience abound 
TThether commons or “Lord’s” be the cricketing ground. 

So a hearty Godspeed on their homeward-bound way 
To the gallant Eleven whose watchword is “ Play ! ” 

With their comrades we ’ll make ever free of onr soil, 

Captain Gkeqoey, Ban^'eemax, Biackham, and Boyle. 


QUEER FISH AT WESTMINSTER. 

^ Q. What is an Aquarium ? 

^ ’* A, A place^devoted entirely to the 

exhibition of ievery variety of living 
Fish in their native element. 

then, may the Visitor 
expect to see at the Westminster 




Stoke’s Bay — 
which might ^ be | 

bis title were he to turn Ttu'k, «.o. Btoices B®t) ; the Performing 
Fleas (not fish, certainly) ; the Articulating Telephone and Miero- 


Xn the Cellar* 

Lord Bsaeonsjleld (to his ButUr)^ Let the old Port stand. Don’t 
shake it on any account. 

If yen please, my Lord, do you tbink it will be any the 
better for keephlf ? {SmeUinp a JoWfe.) It’s rather gone already. 

iord Put it mto a cradle. If it isn’t worth drink- 

ing, we can use it fm: oooKng purposes. I’ll try the new Cyprus 
to-night. [Exit, to dress for dtnner. 


(.tms sounds as it it nad something to cio with the sea, at auevenxs, 
if not with fish ; and it might be a cabin on board a ■fishing-smack— 
but it isn’t) ; then there are Poole, Zaklo, and Poole (two Pooles 
— ^getting near fish this time) ; Paulo’s Comic Ballet ; the Eolmaz 
Trio (haven’t an idea what this means, but of course it might be 
fish) ; the Skating Troupe ; Wheelee’s Prismatic Fountains ; a 
Vocal and Instrumental Concert : and— with what joy the announce- 
ment is made—* ‘ Z azel. Free ! ! ” 

The notes of admiration are thrown in gratis. She is to he con- 
gratulated on her freedom.^ Where’s Faeiei? In chains? No. 
Here is a line about Mm wMch is a puzzler : — 

“Faeini’s Zazel Twice Daily,” 

Is he, indeed! He’s Zazel twice daily. Odd. He is evidently 
the queerest fish in all this Marvellous Show. Never mind ,* if it 
isn’t fish, at all events the Manager makes it so ; and all’s fish that 
comes just now into the net profits of the Aquarium. 


Ie most countries the field-labourer is the Happy Peasant. 
Kent he is the Hoppy Peasant, 
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CAUTION AND LOVE. 


** Oh, Edwin, love, heee 's the Annodncbment of oxte *Wedding. Listen ! ” { Beads )--*^ * On the 16 th inst., at St. Geoege’r, 
Hanovee Sqhaee, Edwin Goldmoee Tomkyns, Esq., M.P., of Goldmoee Park, Suffolk, and 248, Prince’s Gate, to Lady 
Angelina, Twelfth Daughter of the Earl of Silverlaoke,’ ” 

“Read on, my own sweet Love. There’s another Paragraph— in Brackets, I think.’’ 

“Oh yes,” [Beads on ,) “ *Mb. E. G. Tomkyns takes this opportunity to intimate that he will not be responsible for 
ANY Debts contracted by his Wife, without his Written Authority.’ ” 


"THE BEST OE PEIENDS MUST PART.” 

Zurich to Lord JDufferin, 

Must part ! Bunch protests it seems almost a pity, 
And yet sucli a muster of fairly- won friends 

As bade yon farewell in Q,nebee’s famous city, 

For parting’s sharp pang make most pleasant amends. 

Young Canada g:aTe you a warm-hearth •oale. 

And tribute of praise seldom better deserved 

Than by him who has governed as wisely as gaily, 

In tact never failed and from sense never swerved. 

An Irishman I Yes ; and few Sons of Old Erin 
Show more of the best of that nimble-brained race ; 

And rare is the Saxon who ’ll prove him your peer in 
The right Celtic mixture of gumption and grace. 

With the flow of warm feeling, the skill at me fooling, 
As native as nous to the Sheridan blood, 

You’re a type of the people whose powers of ruling 
You merrily vamth in whimsical mood. 

The man who can graciously brag is a master 


But who would he such au inveterate grumbler 
As chide a good workman who sings at his work ? 

Small wonder that Canada sorrows at losing 
A chief who can rule and not bungle or bore. 

Who, working or playing, is aye found suffusing 
The wisdom of Monck with the fancy of Moore. 

Whilst pinchbeck Imperialism is posing 
As England’s new idol, ’tis pleasant indeed 
To find one who contrives, without gammon or glosing, 

To hind branch with branch of our old Island breed. 
Heart ties, after all, form the only safe tether, 

If we and our stout Western scion agree, 

In fair or foul weather, to foot it together. 

Large thanks will be due to such bricks as Lord D. 

Bunch swells the full chorus that sounds from Ontario, 
He’ll welcome him home, from our Colony far, 

Who, steadfast as Douglas while gay as Lothario, 

Good jest will not muH and tongh task will not mar. 

Let us hope your successor in brain ’s not behind you, — 

He ’H find it no trifle to stand in your shoes, — 

But J ohn Bull a fresh berth must right speedily find you, 
For in faith, my dear Lord, you are too good to lose ! 


The fuss of the proser, the whine of the canter, 

Are foreim as falsehood and fudge to the tongue, 
Which has lent a fine charm e’en to blarney and bant< 
And glamonr of grace o’er formalities flung. 

Yet serious business has foxmd you no fumbler, 

Fun ’s dear at the figure when toil it would shirk ; 


Self-Coronation. 

At a meeting lately held at Savona, in Italy, to celebrate the 
anniversary of the Genevan Alabama Award, Signor Filipanti, a 
Deputy, was loudly applauded on declaring that Germany “would 
cover herseH with riory if she allowed Alsace-Lorraine to elect by 
plebiscite between France and Germany.” Prince Bisiharck, per- 
haps, is of opinion that if he permitted Germany to do any such i 
thing, he would be covering himself with a fool’s cap. 
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“THE BEST OF FRIENDS MUST PART." 

Cis-ABA (fo Ex-Go-raBaroR-GEOTatii.). “ GOOD BYE, MY LORD ! WE >EE VERY SORRY TO LOSE YOU ! ” 

Lord D-it-e-n. “ AH, YES ! MY TIME IS UP ! BUT AT LEAST I CAN PROMISB YOU A RIGHT ROYAL 
SUCCESSOR ! ! ” 





September 28, 1878.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN, 

Oil tliB Weather — Word to the Wise — Genevieve de Srahant at the Alhambra — An Albenan JBallef — A Sigjiature — And a JPostscript. 

AJB StR, 

The summer has gone. I announce it. j 
It is so. By Negeetti and Zambra I but it 
is cold ! ! 

Before proceeding any furiher I 'wish to 
protest. Somebody, no matter -who it was, a 
somebody, and not a nobody, wrote to me, and 
expressed himself thus:—“I send you tnis,^' 
(f.e.,»isome information) “for your behoof.” 



g are they shod on their ‘ * be-hoofs ? ” And are 

f these the Shoddies ? Are certain persons fitted 
up with “ 5e-hoofs,” just as carriages are with 
“ C-springs?” Let these questions be an- 
swered. I do not pause for a reply, or I shall . 
be all behind'— I mean all “ behoof with my 
letter to you, respected Sir. Kow for the I 
Alhambra. 

There is not one of Beaut’s daughters in all 
Opera JBoiiffe to whom x am more deeply 
attached than Genevieve de Brabant; and. 
judging from the absolutely erow'ded state of the Alhambra on the night of 
my iloyal yisit, the public seems to join me in singing “ So say all of us.” 
]iir. Charles Moetok has done well and wisely in produeing Genevieve, and 
weUer and wiselier in securing the services of Jliss Emily Soldeite for -Dro- 
(jitn, Miss CoifSTAS'CE Loseby for the heroine, Messrs. Felix Burt and 
two Gendarmes. “Too many cooks spoil the 
broth,” is a rule 'with its exception here : for Brogan being one cook, and 
one cook — one Ayksley Cook— being Coeorico Duke of Brabant, the flavour 
of the Opera Brotli is certain to be improved. With such a JeNjSY Tayve 

(as “ our friends in the front ” call her), how can we wonder at Brogan being 

- . Led by the nose by 

, Miss UON8TAXCB Loseby ? 

Miss SoLBEXE is the right artiste in the right place. She fills the stage 'with her presence, and, what is still more important, she fills 
the house 'with her voice. Her singing voice I mean, not her speaking voice, hut the talk is really objectless at the Alhambra, and 

I Bxjoeow’s oft-quoted order to “cut the cackle and come to the ’osses,” applies directly here, when the sooner the cackle is out, and 

the quicker we get to the music. sinMg, and dancing, the better the pubHe are pleased, invariably. I should like to hear a 'vdolent duett 
between Miss Soldexe and McOle. xlosE BiaHi, the two Ladies, par excellence for such a stage as that of ».the Alhambra. Couldn^t they 
tear passion, and caps to rags, in a sort of Billingsgate quarreUing scene like that in La Fille de Madame Angot J 

As to the story of Jexny Tayve. Heavens ! 1 Ve seen it many a time and oft in Paris and London, and if I can make head or tail of 
it I ^m what— according to the authority of Mr, Weller^ s legal adviser— the Lord Chancellor said he was in confidence — and, of course, 
in a Tickwickian sense. 

But who cares for the details of a story in an Oph'a Botiffe where all goes briskly, brightly, and merrily, and where all ends 
happily? "Who drilled those young Ladies in Scene 2, Act 1. ? They’re as nearly satisfactory as any I’ve ever seen on the EngKah 
Opera Bouffe stage ; for somehow, no matter who has them' in hand, “ Our Girls,” like true Britoi^ never, never, never will be slaves ; 
and the etisemhle cannot be obtained, wMeh in Paris is the result of tyrannic rehearsal. Mr. H. B. Farnie, librettist, and Stage 
Director, ought to be able to do it, if any one can ; but even for bim it is a Farniese Herculean Task. Sufidce it that at the Alhambra — 

“ Like Bon Fermnanpo, 

They do what they can do,” — 

which isn^t exactly the quotation. But no matter. As for the young Ladies themselvea, not even the Alhambra Co. Limited, could expect 
their cherea to be doing better. First Act went admirably. The Serenade, sung by MUe. SoLpnifH, and Lqsbby 'winning a double emore> 
The Second Act. X suppose the words of Charles Martel’s song are not intended to be a aeeret ? If they axe> Mr. ke^ 

close to his instruotious, as all I could catch, listening -with rapt attention, was something about “Madame Tusaipp” (whieh I 
applauded— I always do when I hear anything about Madame Tussaud— ), and “ The Great Crusadersk^’ The business of the scmg, 
executed by Our Girls, with rapiers, is very efieetive. 

As the Automaton Hermit— or Jack in a Box-tree— Mr. J. Dallas was very funny ; but Brogan^ s song^ however well given, is a. trifle 
tedious ; and it musti be, when one feels that a sneeze from Miss Cohstahce Loseby is quite a rdiet to the audience, as weU as to 
herself bless her ! 

How many encores the two Gendarmes obtained I ceased to count. Messrs. Marshal and Felix Bury are admirable, the only fault 
being that the latter^ Full Private is inchned to overdo the huriness by just so much of a.hair* 5 breadth,,as endangers the crisp- 
ness of -^em^kedtsme on wlfieh the success of the duett ^greatly d^ends.^ Of all his burlesque duetothia is Oe^hbach’s master- 


which I have no doubt he seen for many a long night to come. 
By the way, Miss Kosa’s spirited dauciog,^ and her leap into tl 
Then followed about 10 A5 (too late) a I 


mciog, and her leap into the Bohemian Boy’s anns, are things to be seen and applauded, 
a BaJlet of Action, the story of which was writtoi, or danced, by Mr. James Albert, the Author 
^et, though the name sounds like it. I suppose the lateness of the hour prevented my being able 
i any number of legs, and I did not feel inohned to pursue it. 

a elegant Spanish Princess— who never app^ed less at her ease than when seated in a large 
xr dancing, seemed to incenvenience her mnchly— was, somehow or o&er, ilL-treated by an elderly 


Then followed about 10 A5 (too late) a Bmlet of Action, the story of which was "v 
of The Two Moses, which was not a Ballet, though the name sounds lik© it. I sup|i 
to follow the story, which went away on any number of leg^ and I did not feel inS 
I gathered from what I saw that an elegant Spanish rrincess— who never ap] 
chair, for her legs, except when used for dancing, seemed to incenvenience her muc 
and apparently inebriated Turkish Gentleman^ 'whom, at fir^J took to be her father, 
for how shoulc « • - - • 


ana apparently meDnatea xurJasn VsenmemaUt whom, at hrst, I took to be her rather. Further consideration caused me to alter my opinion, 
for how should a Spanish Princess be the daught^ of a Turk— whether inebriated or not ia no matter ? So I eoncludea he was 
some relation : imcle perhaps. He was always attracting Ms niece’s attention to one of his fingers. ‘Why ? Had he hurt it.? Did he 
want sticking-plaster ? For the life of me I cannot make out why that disreputable old Tuck bothered the Danish Prinoess about such 
a trihe. Well— then a Gentleman in blue took a spear and a shield from the Princess, and made a great fuss about joing to do some- 
thing, hut did nothing. Well— then vague people brought in gilded oGul-souttles for the Princess’s inspection, but r fancy didn’t 
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BUSINESS IS BUSINESS. 

“°®’ “*• Assistant, ivho has such a vhet nice Tenoe Yoioe, in the 

^ Gentlemen gettins theie Supplies 

^atd7,^w’oOT«W^*St“feis° drink TMs is tie iSt we(k of Messrs. Gatti’s Concerts at Covent 

saKi^“.‘s. tS'a'srs^vKL. & t^»Sift.sfivsg 
s&'raSi“rf‘s 3 '.S,Fi‘Z?i sIrS 4 s^’iS s 

Turkisk Guards, wio^&d trloSr ’at thTTcrf^’o-t dehgkt, Miss CramiNGs’ rendering of The Lost Chord, murio iy 

i Stangits of tie Palace “ -wings.” ^ tie violent I bowed my ackno-wiedgments from my Private Box, and witidrew. 


i a»ngiteof t£e P*5^“^^.?> 

®^°y?d ter sea legs, and as the scene 
T ^°^’ \^^ted at my watch, and finding it was 11 '30, and tie 
no ft^er ad-^ced, I said, FarewSl unhappy Princess! 
^d&^ ^ iipipi I Good-bye, Man in Blue and Drunken Gncle, I 
A® -^Wiean lemon Muasi, and a fuU-flavourk 
thajptog you muA, M. Jacobi, for tie capital 
dance mtiaic, I am., Ladies and Gentlemen, ^ 

Very truly, 

Tour E-epresentative. 
yawned tlirougli the play of 
+wi ^ “ wwe^nd^t m Amenca to the Jfm. Tie f^t is 

.tbing,” . Tie reieaxsaS 


Was it really? 


and going ont—will more than balance it. 
lo be seen— Bpojr's new piece. Conscience Monet/ His last 
still stiefebg to tie Jfjme/lsoaM 
pflJ^ted — ^bnt now oonseientionslv. On the vero- hpsf 
mv 0^)1 bear it is a sueoeL. Crede BtS. \ 
pon’tiudgeiyP!iV«< Appearances.” Of 
tie popularity of stering melodrama, you can judge^by visiting 2%e j 


as IS dai^ done at Heme Hill Station, L. C. & D. line, when tie 
guaid aM tie portes sing out stentorianly, “ Tietoria Forward !” 
Wno «s YiCTOEiA. ]^B.wi^ ? There was a Lady came oyer here, 
some lame smce, victoria something — American sbe was — who 
on Woman’s Bights. Was she Yictoeia 
± OEWARD ? But anyhow, why shout out her name at Herne Hill ? 


A BEA20) KEW ONE. * ' 

find the true “poetry of motion” ? 
tS-®-d^ “■ Tennyson^ of course ! 

• elfeot on the One Man now left 

in JKotten Kow. 

^ T:^ Modeen ^ox of Wbjstles {early edition,) — k. railway 
junction at three o’clock in the morning. 
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What, Bogey-seared, 0 Man of Blood and Iron ? 

Yon ’d try Be^ression’s bad old recipe ? 

The Spectres which your strong-reared State enTiron 
Yon ’d bind and box ? An endless task, yon ’ll see ! 
Down with the lid ! the ngly inmate throttle ! 

It win not do— yonr system wiU not work : 

Yon ’ll find that, like the Geni in the bottle, 

’Twill ont at last, in spite of tightest oork. 

Jaok-in-the-Boxis sure to play yon tricks, Sir, 

ITnless yon have the force to break the spring. 
Egression ever acts as an elixir 
To human yearnings for a freer whig. 


To lay the Social Spectre is yonr duty, 

Yon doubtless think ; but tyrant 'mD. in terror, 
Because its Bogey does not look a Beauty, 

O’erlooks its heart of truth — a fatal error ! 

The incnhns of iron Militarism, 

Cram|)ed freedom, stided thought, and crippled trade,- 
These will breed discontent and Social schism, 

Dread forces ’gainst Autocracy arrayed. ^ 

The plan of Mrs. Partihgton won’t pay, Sir. 

Your Measure, like her mop, yon ’ll friutless find. 

Box up the Bogey for to-day you may, Sir ; 

’Twill out to-morrow. Will can’t bag the Wind ! 


The Proper People to Deal with Orangemen.— Peelers. 


A Musical Eun.— Handel and Bach for half-a-crown. 
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AN APPETITE FOR INFORMATION, 

Arthur [who has hesn, listening v>Ub hreedhless interest to one of Qrandpama's Bible Stories). 
weeb rou m thb Ark, Grj^dpa, along o* Koah and alIiTee rbst of ’em?’' 
Sir, o^ES'ALvi.r not !” 

Arthur. **Thbn ^qw is it Tocr wasn^t Deownded?” 


Blit 0, my Steel Horse never jibs, my Steel 
Horse never shies ; 

He ne’er takes fright and bolts -with me— at 
the worst can but capsize. 

Through the ’pikes we roll exempt from 
toU, as befits a Centaur free. 

There is nought to pay on the Q,ueen’s high- 
way for my Bicycle and me I 


RULES IN RHYME. 

(To the Editor.) 

SlE, 

In the letters that have appeared in 
the Times relative to the Unles ot Naviga- 
tion, the poetical regulations of the Board 
of Trade have been quoted. As for 
example : — 

“ When on your starboard red appear. 

It is your duty to keep clear — 

To act as judgment says is proper, 

To port, or starboard, back her, stop her.” 

The Poet is, of course, kept on the pre- 
mises. Who is the Bard of Trade? Is 
there a Trade Laiu’eate ? Is the place open 
to competition? If so, “Here stands a 
post that I ’ll go in for. But in what 
direction ? W'hy not for Cab-drivers ? or 
for Police .P Why not all regulations in 
verse, and the verse to music? Here’s a 
specimen : — 

When you want to reach the Bank, 

Hail a Cabman from the rank. 

It it is u shilling fare 

Bo not pay him till j on ’re there. 

And, if you ’ve got an} sense, 

Bo not give him eighteenpence. 

Here ^s another : — 

Give a Cabman lust his fare, 

My ! how he will cuss and swear ! 

Give him half-a-crown too much, 

And Ms hat, perhaps, he ’ll touch. 

Rule for Cabmen, in another measxire ; — 
IsTo matter where you ’re going, any day, 

Through Covent Garden is the shortest way. 

** Wait for the Waggon” you can sing, sans doute, 
Tou’U wait for lots of waggons on this route. 

Rule for Impecunious Passenger : — 

Order the Cabman whom you cannot pay 
Without the Burlington Arcade to stay. 

Say, “ Wait for me in Piccadilly, friend ! ” 
Then you ’ll retire by the other end. 


THE STEEL HOUSE. 


Rule for ordinary driving : — 


The Iron Horse a good one is, as the saying is, to go 
Behind him whilst he fiies full speed as ye travel to apd fro. 

Great wonders for mankind ’tis true that Iron Horse hag done. 

But you talk about the Iron Horse as though there ■^vere but one. 

And yet there is another Horse, in kind of iron frame ; 

For I bestride a steed of steel whose mettle ’s full as game ; 

My roadster : when I ’m on his back, few things we go not by, 

Whether on wheels, or legs, or both, my Bicycle and I. 

Stel Horse ne’er in stable or stall stands eating off Ms head ; 

He neither craves for com nor hay— nor asks he coal instead. 

Hot doth he more to drink require than he demandeth feed. 

jXo water he lacks ; and I pay no tax on aecount o£my cheap Steel Steed. 

My Steel Horse can convey but one, when he takes me up and down : 

He turas ^ lovmy rural TOd to close and sultry town. 

A o ugly stuccoed settlements uprise upon his track ; 

He bears no trav^ers to the bourne wherefrom they ne’er come back. 


To the right you want to go, 

You must puli the right, you know ; 
Por you’d be of sense bereft, 

If, for right, you pulled the left. 

Or you must be very tight. 

When you think the left is right. 

Advice to “ Crawlers ” unoccupied : — 

Crawl along until you-see 
Some one crossing cautiousW. 

Almost knock him down, then cry, 

** How then, stoopid, mind your eye ! ” 

As to Excuses, here ’s the rule : — 

When you have a jibbing horse, 

Say he ’s rather fresh, of course. 

If he kicks like mad, you ’ll say, 

** Bless you, Sir, tfiat ’s only play ! ” 

If each step *s a dangerous tnp, 

Say) “ jECs never makes a slip.” 


urems, can"c geu at mm or i 
A 0 slinking knaves ^vuun Mm, sad dog his ins and outs ; 
jockeys, ostlers, gtabl6-*boyS| no Hpsters, and no touts. 


or me. 



These are some few suggestions, wMch 
may be taken up by your numerous Poetical 
CorriBspondents, gaod applied all round. In 
the meantime, pleas0 remember, 

YouE Pooh Poet. 


Q^uestioh. — I s the Hative 'Widow of a 
deceased Habob an India- vidual ? 


^ To Co»aasro3nmaL-~>7Ze Sdtior dots not hold him^d/bo,ind to o^rltnmoltdfre. r^tvr^ or pov/nr CoyitHJhutionB. 

staniptd and airect^ envflopt. Utyptrst tko^dd bt ktjd. 


In nut ease can these he returned unless aeeompaniei « 



! 
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AN UNWIELDY CAB-FARE. 


THE LA.MEOT OF THE VASE. 

{Lately echoed from the Louvre.) 

Fashioned by heroic bands, 

Graced I once old Priam’s table, 

Saw the rage of Argive bands, 

Watched sweet Helen fade in fable : 
Till fair Athens rose, and I, 

’Mid her cherished treasures numbered, 
Told her of the times gone by, 

Of the dead that with them slumbered. 
And as cycles sank awa^r, 

Home, the mighty spoiler, found me 
Witness of her splendid sway, 

While her triumph rang around me : 
Witness—tili her sand was run, 

And, in whirl of JN'orthem thunder, 
Trampling Yandal, Goth, and Hun 
Bent her giant strength in sunder ! 

Yet intact was I, and whole, 

Destined for the joy of sages 
Thankful for this scanty dole 
Wrested from the grasping ages. 

And they gently took me hence, 

Pondered o’er my mist-Teiled story ; 
Honoured me with throne and fence, 

Set me up in single glory. 

Yet in vain they marked my grace, 
Marshalled savans round about me — 
Where I stood an empty space, 

Says the world must live without me I 
Yes I — for spite cost, care, — each boon, — 
Tenderness that quite abashed me, — 
Suddenly, this afternoon. 

Came a British Moh — and smashed me ! 


A Juvenile Attempt. 

The Porte is itself again. A telegram 
from Constantinople announces that 

** The Turkish authorities are re-established at 
i Sis.” 

So they are once more in the Imperatiye 
Mood, Present Tense. Or thePotential Mood, 
Present Tense, Second Person Singular — 
wldchever you please, Sir. 


HOW TO ENJOY A HOLIDAY IN PARIS, 

{By a Cynic^ tcho has Attempted 

Taee with you twice as much luggage as you can possibly 
require, to get lost on the railway, and to cause ULConvenienoe and 
waste of time at the Custom House. 

Depart by a train that entails getting np in the middle of the 
ni^t, and breakfasting hurriedly in the early morning. 

Cross over the sea in a ridiculously small steamer, which, over- 
crowded with passengers and luggage, rolls at the approach of every 
wavelet ; or s^eet a larger vessel icuested with pickpockets. 

Still suffering from the effects of a disagreeable voyage, hm^ into 
a stuffy railway carriage, and spend half a dozen hours or so in it on 
your road to Paris. 

Arrived in the gay Capital, select a large and comfortless Hotel, 
where you will be known as a number and treated as a cypher. 

Dine at a bad and expensive ixihh where you will he invited 
to partake of a morsel of four-and-twenty dishes in half as many 
minutes. 

Hurry away to an overcrowded Theatre, and sit out for five hours 
a play either painfully finvolous, grossly immoral, absurdly sensa- 
tion^, or a combination of all three. 

Rise early the next morning, and visit your favourite haunt in 
search of breakfast. Spend a couple of hours in the midst of a 
hungry throng, all attempting in vain to attract the notice of a few 
overworked waiters, vaguely carrying about Some under-cooked 
dishes. Eat what you can secure, pay what you are forced to gave, 
and come out half-starved and grumblmg. 

Lounge on the Boulevards, and submit to be elbowed off the pave- 
ment by the brazen youth ” of Dalston, Brixton, and other equally 
fashionable suburbs, and a few scores of thousands of persondly- 
conducted Tourists. 

Look into the shops, and notice that they are filled with English 
goods. 

Leave the streets, and, for the first time for many years, “do” 


the sights. Discover when it is too late to retrace your steps, that 
the “Monuments of Paris” are in the hands of a gigantic crew of 
plebeian, uncultivated, and unappreciative excursionists. 

As a last resource, visit the Exhibition and renew your acquaint- 
ance with the wonders of the Rue de Rivoli, Regent Street, Friedrich 
Strasse, Broadway, and several foreign imitations of the Tottenham 
Court Road. 

Weary of the well-known triumphs of commerce, as displayed in 
chocolate drops, writing desks, easy chairs, and other equally inter- 
esting articles, walk into the Machinery Department, and secure a 
headache by watching the rather clumsy manufacture of a hat, a 
pill-box, or a pair of braces. 

To regain your habitual calm, visit the Fine Art Galleries, and 
inspect the tarnished glories (?) of past and forgotten R^al Academy 
Exhibitions, Salons, and other Annual Collections of Pictures held 
in different parts of Europe. 

Still in search of composure, stroll into the grounds and gaze upon 
theatrical representations of Asiatic houses and Japanese shop- 
keepers selling their native manufactures at exorbitant rates. 

'Ered to death of the Exhibition, return to your hotel in a badly- 
horsed, highly-priced, and broken-down Yictoria, and find the place 
more crowded and more uncomfortable than ever. 

Spend a month or Six weeks dismally, finding Paris without the 
Parisians, the Boulevards without the glories of the shops, and the 
Theatres without the novelties. 

Then, when you are quite bored, crush into a crowded tram, 
embark in a thronged boat, and get home as best you can, than kin ^ 
your lucky stos the while that you are once more housed in London. 


‘^Cum Grano.” 

Qua Muscular Christian friendj Milo Allsides, hearing Mr. 
Cqenet Gbain most jx^stly spoken of as ** one out of ten thousand,” 
innocently asked, “ Poes that mean that ten thousand common men 
had to be threshed to produce such a sample of (jraih ? ” 
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COCK-A-DOODLE-DOO ! 


STRONG, BUT PLEASAAT. 

A R13POILT in a Salopian paper presents to the imamnation a vivid 
idea of the sanitary state oi the district under the aominion of the 
Wellington Board of Guardians. At a meeting of those authorities 
the other day— 

Mr. H. J. Tatlox, Sanitary Inspector, reported as to the existence of 
nuisances in various parte of the district, and in most instances orders for 
abatement were made.” 

The gravity— and graveolence— of those nuisances can be under- 
stood from the statement, immediately succeeding the above, that— 
The Inspector al-^o reported that in one case there were four pigsties 
within three feet of a cottage, and that the filth from the sties ran down to 
the base of the house, and caused a great nuisance. 

“ Mr. Jehtis : A farmhouse is no good unless there is plenty of manure 
about it. (XawyA<^,) 

** The CsAtBstAJT observed that he did not consider any pigsty a nuisance. 
— 2?o action was taken in the matter,” 

If Ho aution ms taken in the matter— truly matter in the wrong 
place— of the four pigsties whose details are describe in the forego- 


ing quotation— what,* as regards cleanliness and odour, must have 
been the state of things in the various cases in most of which orders 
for the abatement of it were made ? The thought of it is enough to 
make any gentleman hold his nose ; except, of course, the member of 
the Wemn^on Board of Guardians who thinks that “ a farmhouse 
is no good’^ unless it be surrounded with the material which he 
named ,* and save also the Chairman, who said that ** lie did not con- 
sider^ any pigsty a nuisance,” and to whose nostrils perhaps aU 
pigsties are nosegays only more or less agreeably odoriferous. 

Taste beyond the Tweed, 

Falkirz, Lord Rosebeut the other day informed a meeting of its 
inhabitants, is to be provided with a School of Music and a School 
of Cookery. Was there nobody among his hearers to ask why, and 
whether it was possible that either Scotch Music or Scotch Cookery 
could he improved ? What three dishes are there coinparahle to 
parritoh, haggis, and sheep’s-head and trotters ? WHiat three nieces 
of music are equal to “ Scots, toha AuU Lang Sym, and 

** Tullochgorwm^^ f 
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insomuch as to punish the petty offence of 
“honing” one by committing ^ a poor 
labourer to the House of Correction, and, 
perhaps, consigning his Tvife and family to 
the Workhouse, 


TRAVELLER TOO BONA FIDE. 

Dusty Pedestrian, I sHotrm like a Glass op Beer, Missis, please ” 

Landlady, ** Hae te seek Trevellin’ by Rell ? ” 

Pedestrian, No, I been Walking — Fourteen Miles.” 

Landlady. *‘Na, na, nae Drink will ony yin get here, wha’s been Pleesitre- 


SEEKIN^ o’ THE SAWBATH DaY | 1 ’ 


“ JUDGE NOT HASTILY.” 


to suffer severely for a slight offence, and that Shropshire Justices make a preposterous 
account of 

“ Rabbits.— John Leary, a labourer, -with two children, has, by the County Magistrates at Ludlow, 
been conunitted to gaol for twenty-one days, without ^e option of paying a fine, for taking a rabbit out 
of a trap in a hedge at DRbuiy at night, and also required to give £20 bail not to offend again for twelve 
soonths.^ 

But could the prisoner have paid a fine ? and would any labourer be able to do that 
unless he were an habitual poacher ? These q.uestions are to he asked before it is assumed 
that the County Magistrates at Ludlow are Squires who regard rabbits as sacred animals, 


CIEGULAE NOTES. 

{Contributed by Our Jotter.) 

The Patron Saint for Messrs. Cook should 
be St. Martin of Tours. 

A Gentleman, very particular as to 
locality, told me he felt a little uncertain 
of his position in Douhty Street, W.C. I 
replied that it, was spelt Doughty.” We 
argued. “ ‘Dough,’” says he, “ spells ‘Doe’; 

I therefore it’s Doety Street.” “But,” I 
I replied, ‘Plough’ spells ‘ Plow ; ’ therefore 
I ’ tis Dowty Street.” “ ‘ Tough,’ ” says he, 
“is pronounced ‘Tuff;’ so ’tis Duffty 
Street.” “If you come to that,” I re- 
joined, “ ‘ Hough,’ speUs ‘ Hock, ’and there- 
fore ’ tis Doekty Street.” This arguinentum 
ad “ hoch ” made us thirsty, and we qnaffed. 
There was a great deal to he said on both 
sides ; more than fits into this paragram. 
Tes, “paragram” is the word. Why not 
“paragram?” You send me a tolegram, 
not a telegrau^. You will telegraph me a 
telegram, and I will paragraph you a para- 
gram. WTien the Learned Universities 
discussed the “ Telegr^ia ” Question, years 
ago, no one suggested “paragram.” 

I’ve thought much of it since then, 
and this is Qie result in the OUendorfian 
Method : — 

Has the man telegraphed a telegram? 
He has not telegraphed a telegi*am, but he 
has photographed a photogram. The chil- 
dren of my neighbour (Le., my neighbour’s 
children), paragraphed a paragram. What 
do you photograph ? I photograph a pho- 
togram, but the^ sisters of the physician 
the physician’s sisters), paragraph a 
paragram, &c., &c. 

Where is the man who will write a history 
of the London Statues, with portraits and 
original designs ? Guide to the Statues of 
London, by one of themselves, signed Statue 
Quo. 

Lord Be-ACONSFIELP, to Greece, “ Sons 
of freedom, you have a glorious past to 
lookback to, a promising future — and— and 
— ^what can you want more for the pre- 
sent ? ” This is my Lord Beaconsfield’s 
nice present for Greece, if she ’ll only be a 
good girl, and not. bother. A historical 
people should never become a hysterical 
people. 

Which is the best quarter of London 
to live in ? I should be delighted to find 
any part of London where there was ‘‘ no 
quarter” given, or taken. But there, it’s 
all owing to the Moon, that we have any 
quarter-days at all. This ‘ ‘ argument from 
design,” in the creation of the Moon, ought 
to be sufficient to confute and confound 
any infidel, especially if he be a landlord. 

Some illustrated papers produce portraits i 
of distinguished icmviduals, for which the ] 
artists should be drawn first, then quar- i 
tered on the Editor for a month, and then 
executed on their ownwood blocks on Tower 
Hill. By the way a good mediaeval illus- 
tration of a Tour de force was the Tower 
of London. 

There is a fine plot of l^d to be let at 
Birebington, Kent, quite a site for a Sebool, 
Ground at Birebington is sold by the rod. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

to “ FoUt/.*' and rises to the Olympic-- A few words on the 
approach of Tfi?ittf% and on some Lrood Old Fimes that nught 
he rerind with Advantage to Evenjhodg, 

SlBi 

"When a theatre styles itself The Varieties, or the Yaude- 
Tiile, or the <3ptra Comique, it ouirht to act up to its pretensioas. 
The Xlahambra's full title is, I believe, The Alhambra Theatre of 
Varieties^ and variety is its charm. There is nothing of the Yaude- 
ville at present alK>ut the theatre^ managed by Messrs. J asees and 
Thoene. but the Opera Comique sticks strictly to its line of business. 
The little Charin? Cross Theatre, originally intended for such enter- 
tainments as those iri%'en by Mr. W oodin , Mr. Maccabe, Lieutenant 
Cole, or half a dozen Ethiopian Serenaders, was christened some 
three years or so ago *“ The Folly. 

FoIlV was to be, there, the order of the night. At the Folly, 
Blue Beard, with Miss Lydia Thompson and Messrs. Beotjgh and 
Edoctn, ran some hundred nights. The music was very catching, 
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the"* Heathen Chinee was a novelty, and Mr. Brough’s “ That ’a the 
sort of Man X am ” made a hit. 

Bwnson Crmoe was a dismal failure on the first night ; hut, after 
exdsion and revisioii, it had a very long run. It was Folly to have 
produced such a piece as Bobinson, it was Folly to stick to it, but 
; Folly w'on in the end — ^won, in fact, in the lofig run. 

True to its title, nothing could be greater foUj^ than to produce 
two such pieces as Xa Feuve and EFtoiie, the one under the name 
of The Idol, the other as Stars and Garters, 

The subject of The Jc/of, unless treated, either from an utterly 
extravagant, or a most painfully serious point of view, is unpleasant. 
A widow idolises her departed husband, has his bust stuck up in 
her dra]dng-room, addresses ihas though it were her husband stiU 
Hvi)^, is gradually disillusioned by his real character being brought 
to ligh^ after which the bust is smashed, mended, laugh^ at, and 
I plaodl in somebody else’s room. 

j That thm?e is humour of a certain sort in this notion has been 
j shown us by Lord Lxtton’s Graves, in Money, who, after per- 
1 petuaMy mvoking his “Sainted Marta,” and dwe llin g upon the 
impossibuity of hie ever finding anyone to fill her place, proposes to 
merry Lady Franklin,. But that was only episodical, and very 
Hghuy, very farcically, touched. 

In The Idol, the worabip of the dear defunct is the very essence of 
the play, and a nasty e^uee too., Th^ieoe, treated eccentrically, 
might have been vulgarly called B%tsi Vp / 


Miss JiH)rrH Biaote and Miss EoseCtjixbn are bright 
and lively as Mrs, Jekylt and Bes^ JekyiL 
Mr. J. G-- CtRaha k b is an honest, hearty, impassioned Captain, in 
love with the Widow, hut his attentions, at first sight, do not appear 
exactly honotUrahle. Mr. Lionel Brough’s iil a stupid part. "Mr. 
Altred Bishop extorted from me the one single laugh I indulged in 
thi'oughout the performance. His make-up is capital, and Ms 


attempt, in the last Act, to address the people who won’t listen to 
him, is immensely funny. 

The best bit oi acting is Mr, Paulton’s Jeweller. The scene is 
too long, and, in less clever hands, woMd he wearisome, hut Mr. 
Paulton has carefully thought it out point by point, and from first 
to last it is a very good performance. Mr. Paulton, lilce Mr. Hare, 
takes pains to show us what can be done with a small character- 
part in a good situation, and his 3Ir. Chisel (a very bad name for 
such an honest and delicate-minded tradesman) is unquestionably 
the pearl of price in this very had oyster. 

As for Stars and Garters, except a trio, “ Going lack to Dixie, 
simg by Mr. Alfred Bishop, Miss Rose Cullen, and Miss Annie 
Poole, and some verses and choruses divided between Messrs. Brough, 
Paulton, and a bevy of girls, there is hardly anything to suggest 
the probability of a long run ; yet I cannot forget how Fohmsoji 
Crusoe was denounced as irredeemably bad, how it was knocked 
over, how it picked itself up, and had a really long run of prosperity. 
But the Folly is the Folly, be it never so Foolish. i 

Miss Edith Blande looks magnificent, Miss Lydia Thompson is 
as sprightly as ever, and the Pages and Maids of Honour are as 
smilmg and smirking as Lord Ogle, the oldest habitue in the Stalls, 
could wish ; hut there is a lack of fun, a lack of “go,” which in any 
other theatre would be fatal to success. The Manager can spell j 
“ Folly,” but “ Failure ” is not in his dictionary. Yet, as the French 
Lady remarked on the absence of ennui from the English language, ’ 
“jWhat need of the loord when they have the thing itself f ” 

King Jingo aJffords no opportunities for Mr. Brough’s genuine 
burlesque humour ; but I should say the part itself is very dmerent 
from, its origmaL Ouf Bremier, as played by little, fat, fussy Dau- 
BRAT at the Bouttes last year. But in Paris FEtoile owed its non- 
success rather to the composer, M. Chabrier, than to the librettists, 
MM. Leterrier and Yanloo. Odd name, Yanloo ! It looks like a 
muddled game of cards, something between Yan John and Loo, So 
much, and enough too, for The Folly ; and now for a visit to the 
Olympic Orphanage. 

Les Deux Orphelines, by Messrs. D’Ennert and Cormon, at the 
Olympic. What a clever play 1 in what masterly style^ is the plot 
put together I Yet how needless are the frequent repetitions of the 
story told over and over again to the different personages who 
required as links in the chain. With a little extta care the English 
adaptation might have had the advantage over the French original 
in telling the story with equal lucidity and at less length. 

Mr. Heville, who has recently been the Fierre the Convict in 
Proof at the Adelphi, is now Pierre, the ^ Cripple, in The Two 
Orphans at the Olympic. His performance is admirable. When I 
t hiuk of the two different figures, Pierre Lorance, the tall, manly, 
honest soldier, in Proof and Pierre, the Cripple, the poor, helpless 
weakling in The Two Orphans, I can scarcely hrh^ myself to 
believe they are played by one and the same person. Yet, there he 
is, — the “needy Tmife-grmder,” at the Olympic, whom “a sense of 
wrongs does rouse to vengeance,” who turns like the bruised worm, i 
and, in Ms final struggle with Ms big bully of a brother, announces 
it is the case of the sons of Adam reversed, that it is Abel who 
is going to kill Cain, and now he is Abel — ^to do it ! What a scene 
that last ! What a stab ! Co it, you Cripple ! What breathless 
interest and what delight when the Big Brother Bill — beg his par- 
don, William— Rignold, gives Ms final kick, and expires. But 
’tis a melancholy play, sad from beginning to end : no sun-light, no 
gleam of relief, not even from the Yalet, Picard, whose hard humour 
IS only aggravating. Nothing can he more pathetic than Mss 
Marion Terry’s Blind Girl, nothing more earnest than Mss Ern- 
stone’s Eenriette, nothing more revolting than Mrs. Huntley’s La 
Forcharde, nothing more disgustingly repulsive than Mr, William: 
Rignold’s Jacques, 

But it is too long, not being over till past twelve. The first part 
could be' considerably curtailed; a whole handful could come out of 
Tableau lY.j one Scene could be entirely eliminated, and at least 
three repetitions of the story could be taken for granted. Again, 
after the grand climax in the gai^et, the last Act is not required by 
the audience, who would be quite content to take Mr. Neville’s 
word for everything ending happily, if he would only step out, 
pleading the lateness of the hour and the earliness of the clodng 
'movement (it is a thirsty piece), assure them that everything would 
be settled^ satisfactorily behind the curtain, TMs may he a hint 
worth taking, “ Our Girls^^ wouldn’t have been an inappropriate 
title for, Les Deux Orphelines, 

The Winter’s Tale at Drmwj Lane reminds us that Christmas is 
coming. More on tMs head, I mean on tMs Winter’s Tale, in my 
next. 

I hear that the Methodistical Melodrama, Uncle Tom’s Cabin, is 
drawing unprecedentedly Mg Pits at ttie Princess’s. I don’t care for 
tMs Moody-'and-Sankey-panky on the stage, and very little for it 
off, and I would rather hear of another Pink Dominos being Heensed, 
than Niggers, in a theatrical performance, beiag permitted to ring 
such a verse as tMs,— I quote from memory, but the lines are very 
nearly these : — . 
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The Devil tempted a \romaiL 
A woman tempted a man ; 

And, if it hadn’t been for the mercy of Heaven, 

"We ’d all be dead and dam.” 

WKether in tlie tidrd line “ Grod ” is used instead of “ Heaven ” I 
am not sure, but I think it was when I beard it. And this was 
received witb a shout of laughter and encored! Well, but where 
stop ? The Decalognie. 
in the same way. Thi 
sweet little cherub of 
watch for the morals of our theatre-going public. 

I have done my theatres for this week, and now let me sit down in 
calm seclusion and enjoy the capitally- written Records of British 

Boxers, Legends of 
Slaves of the Ring, 
Tales of the P.R., 
as they are now 
being re-told, week 
by week, in a paper ; 
that Mrs, Mala- \ 
prop would have 
called the Licen- 
tious Wittlers’ 
Gazette^ — I mean 
the Licensed Vic- 
tuallers^ Gazette, 
To adapt the pet 
couplet of my 
favourite advertis- 
ing poet to the pre- 
sent ease — 

“ They come as a 
boon and a bless- 
ing to men, 

These tales as re- 
told ^ this Pu- 
gilist Pen.” 

The account of 
the fight ^ot up for 
the benefit of the 
Grand Duke ITichoias of Russia— fancy a Grand Duke having a 
benefit! — ^is historically interesting. The P.R., like many other 
excellent institutions, came to grief throi^h want of inherent 
ability to reform itself and rectify abuses. But, in the interests of 
health, I should say that a good spar in England would save many 
a visit to a Spa abroad, and it would be a good thing for our young 
Athletes of the Schools and Universities were they to become * hand 
and glove with the exercise of the Isoble Art. I have heard it said 
that “ it is a first-rate thing for the eye.” I have found it so, and 
also for the nose. However, “The Mill is gone to decay, Bex 
Boet,” and those who “ know the ropes” best, know that the stakes 
are not forthcoming to support them. Heit prisca jides ! 0 Ancient 
Art of Pluck ! Let me tap my own claret, and crack my own nut 
before the fire, and, at peace -with all the world, be now and always 

Yoxtb. Bepbesentatite, 



^ or the Lord^s Prayer, might be set and sung 
s verse, certainly, ought to be excised by that 
a Chamberlain who sits un aloft and keens 


“ BETTER DAT BETTER DEED.” 

ScEXE — JParis, Wicket at efiirance to Concours d^Ag}'icuIiure, 
department of Lolled Cattle, Tdce — Xoon, Sufidag, dminerit 
Scotch Cattle-Breeder emerging hrisJdy from interior^ encounters 
another eminent ditto. 

First Eminent Scotch Cattle-Breeder, Hullo, Mac ! you here ? 
Second Eminent Scotch Cattle-Breeder, Ou, ay, man I But I ’ve 
ke^it my b^ till noo. Sad wark jud^g no^e o’t Sabbath I 
First Etninent Scotch Cattle-Breeder, Sad wark! Ye’ve little 
occasion to say that, and you gotten the feck o’ the prizes. 

Second Eminent Scotch Cattle-Breeder, Eh, man, d’ ye say that ! 
But will na the el’ers at hame hear o’t ? 

First Eminent Scotch Cattle-Breeder, Come, noo, Mac — ^rin your 
chance for ance. What ’s the price o’ your first prize bull ? 

Second E?ninent Scotch CaUle-Bremer, Ah, weel, man, but we 
cudna speak aboot that. This is the Sabbath-Day, man. But an’ 
the bullie be to be saul’, the price is juist three hunner noun doon— 
nae a fardin less. [Pause.) Come awa tiU we see fat kin’ o’ soda- 
water they sell here. We never mak’ dry bargains at bame. 

[The two find their wag into the nearest restaurant^ where they 
discover a coterie^ of ^ like-minded felhw-couvdrymen, hy 
whom they are hilariously welcomed^ and the Sah^ih is 
kept in congenial fashion^ the winner of the Prizes supplying 
the Uguids, 


Moiro EOB -STiiv MEY 02 fj> Sea, — “ A little more than Eon, and 
less than kind.” 


I COULDN^T FIND STANLEY/^ 

[An Indignant Protest addressed to the Editor hy the Author of 
“ Mow I went for Stanley, 

SiE, — You hinted— nay more than hinted— that, while I was pro- 
fessiug to find Stanley, I had never left my native shore, in fact, 
had stopped at Margate, or Ramsgate, or where the bright shiimp 
^sports itself in the modest bay of Pegwell. I passed over those 
inuendoes with silent contempt. 

But you implied that I had undertaken to find Stanley— nay, that 
I had actually styled my admirable work on the subject Mow I 
Found Stanley^ — and, in point of fact — ^the one point which I flatter 
myself is always my promontory on the Map of Truth— I had not 
found Stanley at all. 

How, Sir, permit me to state here what is patent to the world, and 
no extra charge on the part of the patentee, that I called the first 
part of my great and immortal work , Mow I went for Stanley and 
that so7m o)ie in the office altered that title, I bowed to your 
superior judgment — ^for I am the politest man in the world, and I 
often bow even without recomsing the person to whom I am bowing 
— and in my. laconic and Wellingtonian manner, I exclaimed “ Stet ” 
and it stetted. 

So you see, Sir, I bad only undertaken to “ go for ” Stanley, and 
for Stanley I went. 

How observe. Was I the only man after Stanley ? Stanley 
first, the rest nowhere. There was another indefatigable explorer 
who, assisted by means, — ^which, fro^n no fault of my own^ I could 
not command, — ^had got on the track, had taken the shortest and 
most expensive route, and while I was, heaven only knows where, 
in the Eeep-It-Dark Country, risking my life for an idea, and 
sending you imploring letters for aid, even if it took the form of 
postage stamps. This Gentleman, of Erench extraction, I imagine 
by his name, had got the right Stanley by the ear. 

Why couldn’t I find Stanley ? Because Mr. D’Oyly Caete had 
got him I He had hidden him away, he had secreted him, and for 
aught we know, as Mr. D’Oyly Caste is the Manager of the Op§ra 
Comigue, he may be utilismg bis newly aeguired available talent on 
board M,M,S, Pmafore, where it may be that Mr. H. M, S-taneey 
is disguised as a sail% and nightly joining in the GiLBEET-cxnr- 
Sttllttan chorus of “ Me is an Englishman,^'* 

“ For he himself has said it, 

And * tis greatly to Ms credit, 

He is an Englishman 1” 


And how do I arrive at this ? Thus : In the Ei'a I find a para- 
gram which I present to you as my justification : — 

“Hr, R. D’OyltCakte, with characteiistic energy, has arranged with the 
world-renowned explorer of Africa, Mr. H enrt M. Stanley, to give a series 
of one hundred lectures this autumn in the mincipal towns of Great Britain. 
The lecture Tvill be called ‘ Through the Dark Uontinent,' and will he, in 
fact, a narrative of Mr. Stanley’s last journey through. Afaca.” 

Good. And where shall I be meantime ? My panorama will be 
ready, my speaking likenesses wiR be in workmg order, and I ’ve 
engaged a double-handed brass band, and a double-headed trumpet 
blower, who will be heard for miles round. I shall be all there when 
the bell rings. There wBl be a portrait, in oils, of myself, outside, 
described as a D’ Oily Carte de V isite, and my solicitor informs me 
that this, in his opinion (up to Six-and-Eightpence), is not a 
“ Colourable Imitation,” being already coloured. 

I shall take two blacks who will help to “make ” one white (my- 
self) with a set of bones and banjones. 

Baniones is accusative plural of Banjo. Observe, extract from the 
Dark Continent Grammar, page 5. Black Letter Copy : — 


Mom, Banjo. 
Gen, Banjonis. 
Bat, Banjoni, 


Singular, 

Acc. Banjonem. 
Voc. Banj-01%'^ 
Ahl, Banjone. 


%* To distinguish from the ancient Celtic, “ the 0’ Banjo,” 


Plural, 


Nom, Banjones. 
Gen, Ban^onum. 
Bat, Banjonibus. 


Acc, Banj ones (or Burn- J ones) , 
Voc, (Wanting, or Jones.) 

Ahl, Banjonibus. 


However, I ’m not going to give you the result of all my hard work 
and study gratis, so “ if you want any more you may siag it your- 
self,” And I am yours with dignity, 

Tboe Ex-Ex- (oe Double Ex)-ploeee oe the 
“ Eeep-it-Dabe: Continent.” 


P.S.— I have no ohjectipn to throw in^ the information that 
“ once on a time ” I did find Btanxey in Paris. 

“How did I find him ? ” 

I found him very well, thank you, and how are you ? 

Tours X. T. P. 



NBIQHBOirHa, OV.K THB G.UmB. 
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x -''x ^fsfw i Besides, if Lourdes water is a speciiic for dipsomania, must it not 
^ ^ I equally certain cure for every other disease or injur v, surgical 

! as well as medical ? A miracle is a miracle. Are not all mii’acics 
‘‘ :^'i! equally possible? Iso panacea can equal a ^srenuine catholicon, 

'' '■ i ^’hich would supersede both pills and ointment too. If Lourdes 




Ss: '* '• i which would supersede both pills and ointment too. If Lourdes 

water were such, the chorus of a XJOiDuliir dithyrainbic might be 
tcetotallv turned to : — 











A MISTAKE. 

Old Lady {ctaerginy wraOifidly froiti Oahniai^s Sliclier), ‘‘ I sat, 
Conductor I if tou don'^t send this ’eee Tram on directly, 1 ’ll 

REPORT YOU ! ARF A HOUB I ’VB BEEN SETTIN’ A-^YAITIN’ a’BEADT. 
Ain’t you ashamed op yourself ? ” 


HIBEENLiN MARVELS. 

Wonders will never cease, 3L\ Pit/ich. 

The Mayo Examiner qnotes from the Rosary Magazine a remark- 
able ilinstration, related by an Irish Dominican Father, of the 
“ EfSlcacy of the W ater of Lourdes ” — a case of confirmed dipsomania 
completely cured. The patient was a man of respectable position 
Wt intemperate habits : he had been a drunkard for years. The 


tectotally turned to : — 

Lourdes’ cures the gout, the colic, and lb*' ^dithi^ic ; 

And it is believed to be the very best of 

Lourdes water might also be a general prophylactic. Ought it not 
5 to act as a never-failing substitute for vaccine Ijunph ? 

Another Irish paper also reports a fact which the Lev. Frederick 
Lee, of All Saints, Lambeth, can, if he pleases, introduce into his 
next edition of Glimpses of the Supernatural. Old Aubrey liim- 
! self could not have more concisely and coolly chronicled an instance 
* of a }'eveHa} 2 t than the Tua?}i E^ews clearly has, thus : — 

“The Late ^VTost Lev. Dr. Oliver Kelly, Archrishop of Tuam. 
— A solemn High ilasa de requiem was celebrated at the cathedral, Tuam, on 
• ^lonuay last, for the soul of Most Lev. Dr. Kelly. His Grace the Arch- 
1 bishop was present.” 

' Don’t yon think that the ‘‘manifestation” abo%"e recorded might 
' be hopefully investigated by the Dritish iKational Association ^ of 
1 Spiritualists ? We may be sure that it would engage their attention 
I to as much purpose as any similar inquiry they nave as yet pursued 
j has resulted in. Both of the above stories, particularly the latter, 

I are quite in their way, as well, Sir, as in yours, and in that of a 
I plulosopher with such a capacity of swallow as Gorgias. 


THE NEW POLICY. 

(0/*, ichat ought to have come of it, — if there liadtiH been a hitch 
sumeichere.) 

Scene — The Reception-Hall in the Royal Palace at Cahuh The 
Ameer discovered on his throne^ surrounded hy high State 
functionaries^ the Ladies of his Harem^ his Body Guaiul. Court ' 
Jugglers ^ Slaves, and a private Brass Band.^ Enter Sir Neville 
Chamberlain on a richly-caparisoned White Elephant, escorted 
hy one Thousand British Hussars, and the icliole population of 
Afghanistan wild icith enthusiasm. 

The Ameer {descending from his throne, and crawling forward on 
his knees with marked civility). Welcome to the Great Stranger — a 
thousand times welcome I See. the old Ameer is proud to make his 
acquaintance. There is peace between us ! 

^ir Heviile {through an mterpreter). Ditto to you, old boy ! 

The Ameer. Allah be praised for that ! Allah be praised for that ! 
{Is assisted on to his feet.) And now tell me — ^has the Great Stranger 
brought the poor, easilv-satisfied old Ameer any presents ? 

Sir Neville. Certainly. There you are I (Motions^ to his Suite, 
who empty the contents of several chests of carving-knives, Birming- 


but intemperate habits : he had been a drunkard for years. The 
Father invited him to take the pledge. He said he had taken it 
often before, but had never kept it two days, and was convinced 
that if he then took it he should break it again. In the meantime, 
the Father, having “put Mm on Ms knees,” produced “a small 
bottle of water from the fountain of Lourdes.” The rest is in his , 
Eeverence’s own words : — 

^‘I gave him the small bottle, and told him. while yet on his knees to say a 
Hail Mary and take one drop of the water. He did so, and upon the instant 
he said he was convinced that T^ith the protection of the Blessed Virgin he 
would keep the pledge. He was at the time in a shattered shite of constitu- 
tion firom drink. He went home, and in the course of ten days he wrote to 
me in good ^irits, saying he had kept his pledge, and was quite strong. He 
paid me a visit last week ; he was the picture of health and happiness, and 
said that from the mommit he tasted the w'^ater he had. lost all thirst for 
stimulants.” 

W onderful, if true — ^isMt it ? But if this wonder be a truth indeed, 
the experiment above-narrated deserves repetition. Might not Car- 
dinal Manning possibly find Lourdes wate a most potent aid to his 
valuable exertions in the cause of temperance ? Could he point to its 
general and ordinary, not to say invariable, success in the treatment 
of Mpsomania, what a triumph that would be for Ms own Temperance 
Society over that of the Church of Ibigland and every other — eh, 
Mr. Punch f 

Suppose, Sir, that a drop of Lourdes water, taken under prescribed 
conditions, is really an infallible remedy for the disease of taking a 
drop too much. It so, one small bottle of that water would suffi.ce to 
wean multitudes from the bottle — of wMskey or The water of 
Lourdes would preclude the Permissive Bill, and be worth all Ihe 


The Lourdes water cure, no doubt, would be a perfect preventive as 
weU as cure of drunkenness. 


ham ware, tecmots, moderators, opera-hats, and bicycles in a heap 
before him.) There! All that’s trom your great Feudal Sovereign, 
you know— the Kaiser-i-Hind, the mighty Empress. And here — 
here ’s a letter for you I [^Hands Mm a despatch. 

The Ameer {bewildered). A letter to the poor, humbly easily- 
satisfied old Ameer ! Oh, tMs is too ^acious — too^ kind ! ^ But read 
it to Mm, my son ; for he has never learned reading, writing — ^nor, 
indeed, he may add, arithmetic I His edncajtion has been sadly 
neglected — sadly. But AHah be praised for that ! Allah be praised 
for that I 

Sir Neville. Unite so. Well, tMs is about it. {Opens a despatch.) 
Tou see, Lytton’s latest idea is to make thia^ hot, and get up a 
row all round — somehow. He’s stirring np the feudatories down 
South fairly now, and we calculate that that move will be tolerably 
ripe in a month or two. Meantime, as it is always pleasant to have 
mure than one tough job on hand, we have thought it as weU, hearing 
that you are a dangerous old savage, to drag you in — ^neck and heels. 
You see you are cut ofi from us completely by an almost impassable 
mountain range, and, with your four hundred and fifty miles of badly- 
watered territory to traverse, you could positively keep our natural 
enemies the Russians quite at arm’s-length. But you don’t. How, 
tMs won’t do, you know— -it doesn’t Mt ofi the new policy. So, all 
you ’ve got to manage is tMs. Send Abramoff ana Ms set flying 
back to St. Petersburg ; and if that doesn’t bring a Cossack horde 
over your borders, — ^well, take a dip over them North yourself, and 
see if you can’t stir up a row that way. Meanwhile^ all we want 
to do is to ride rough-shod over the place, depose you, you kno^, if 
necessary, and, in short, arrange everything with a view to a brisk 
universal Asiatic blow-up before— let’s say, next spring. 

The Ameer. And is that all, my son ? Is that aB. ? 

Sir Neville. That ’s all, old boy I 

The Ameer. Allah be praised for that I Allah be praised I 
[^Weeps tears of gratitude, and is left embracing all the memJbeTs 
of the Mission, in turns, as the Curtain falls. 
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THE RISE AND FALL OF THE JACK SPRATTS. 

A Tale of Modern Art and Fashion, 


Part T. 

Bn, ia spite of tlie honour and glory, Jack SpiiAii foimd^ out, 
alter a while, that he did not relish fashionable society ^ith quite so 
keen a ze>t as at hrst. 

He could neither dance, nor dirt, nor play cards. Of sport, the 
turt', and politics he knew nothincr whatever, and cared as little for 


turt', and politics he knew nothincr whatever, and cared as little for 
such topics as the goriyeous gilded glittering Swells eared for old 
music, old poets, and old pictures, which were his favourite themes, 
and on which he would descant most eloquently, and at great 
length, if anybody #rave him a chance. The Gr. G. G. Swells never 
gave him a chance if they could help it, good-natured as they genc- 
' rally are. And it was" borne upon him, in due time, that the 
illustrious representatives of 

Science, Literature, and Art y “ ' ;; 

did not come into the hollow *.■ V 

world to talk or listen to the 
likes of him, nor even to each 
other, for the matter of that, but 
to practise repartee with noble 
Lords, ^d to instruct and 
amuse line Ladies, which is 
capital good fun. 

Jack Spratt had no repartee, 
and loathed fun ; and although 
he could talk to ^ne Ladies wth 
eager fluency, his talk was all 
instruction and no amusement, 
as the fine Ladies very soon 
found out ; and for Ladies that 
were not fine he did not profess | ^ 
to care. 

In addition to which, the more 
he saw of fashionable society . 
the less he thought of it ; for he 
not only met there Artists like < t 
himself^ but caricaturists, and 
comic singers, and play-actors, ' 
and such-dike folk, for whom he . 
had an almost unbounded eon- i >!///' 

tempt ; and these people seemed 
to get on better witn the fine 
Ladies than he did. '-Jt .. , . . 

So he got into a habit of 
hangmg about, and standing in 



; of whose family linen very few female Spratts are admitted in this 
nice, flattering, confidential way. 

Fortunately, perhaps, absorbed as she now always wao in the con- 
templation of her own peerless charmSj she had contracted a habit 
of never listening to anecdotes of any kind, or jokes either ; but she 
would reply to jokes, compliments, and risky little anecdotes alike 
with the same enchanting laugh, that had more music than meaning 
in its ring ,* and this got the poor dear a reputation for being the 
reverse of prudish, which made her more popular than ever with the 
more elderly of her admirers : so that really clever, but rather plain 
women of the world, who made up for their want of beauty by their 
comi)lete freedom from i>riidishness, were literally nowhere* 

Mrs. Spratt’s powers of conversation, never very brilliant, had 

been quite extinguished by her 
f-*, ■ ^ 'll,'' I [f I ^ social scale. She 

/ ^ I ! /' ' V' I , N I was evidently made to be looked 

at — not to talk or listen. And 


yet, although there were many 
Ladies of high rank, quite as 


peoj^e’s way, and being jostled 
I out of it^ and would h^essly 
lean against walls and doors, 
and gaze by the hour at the n 

mother of ms twins (who used , 
to think dandng so immodest), ! 
as she floated mnguidly by to ' 
the enervating measures of the 
Manolo Yalse, rocked in the 
close embrace of some well- 
s^soned^ hero, of martial or 
diplomatic air, who never 
seemed to tire of his lov^y 
burden; while her supple form, | 
in its close - fitting sheeny Ls; 
sheath, would lend itself, as if ^ 
by instinct, to all the witching 
undulations of the passionate “Lurch of liyerpool, ^ or Boston’s 
suggestive “ dip/’ 

Then routing herself, as the strain 'woTild change, she would 
ptoge h^ong, suppo^d by a fresh partner, into the stormy 
vortex of me polka, with a dishevelled recklessness even more 
se^cuve than her former dreamy and voluptuous abandon. 

Or else m ^Nented conservatories (discreetly dim), continental 
Irrmces with ardent exotic eyes, or foreign Ambassadors with tro- 
j j - j speech, or polygamous Eastern potentates, with pearls 
and di^onds loose m their waistcoat pockets, would sit at her feet' 
ply her with ^e cham of their intidious conversation, while 
herself languidly, and drooped her sable lashes. 

Or m glare of crowded supper-rooms, bold, facetious Conserva- 


and gartered ro tlmt there oould be no mistake about them (which was 
always very i^easmg to hirs. Spratt— and small blame to her), would 
aiabas^ shoulders, and whi^r into her pretty 
I litfclB p:^ ear ; they md not pour State secrets into that shdl-like 
1 straightforward complimente, or racy jokes, or 

”ticy little personal anecdotes about exalted houses, to the washing 


good to look at as she, and even 
more so, and who wore their 
dresses as low in the back, and 
as small in the waist, and as 
tight round the legs, and who, 
moreover, could both talk and 
listen delightfully to young or 
old, however frivolous, when it 
was worth their while; these 
were one and all deserted for 
Mrs. Spratt, and left to waste 
their fragrance on the desert 
air, and talk and listen to each 
other. (!N'ot to mention fresh, 
blooming, beautiful young girls, 
only mst out, and about whom 
Mr, Funch vSO. not trust him- 
self to write, he being so very 
susceptible.) 

For not to be seen familiarly 
talking and listening to Mrs. 
\ Spratt, or rather pretending to 
i' do so, was to be “ out of it.” 

And of all the men in that 
fashionable world, not one ap- 
peared more hopelessly “ out of 
it ” than Jack Spratt ; and in 
all society there was nobody left 
for him to listen and talk to but 
himself. 

Even he grew to perceive this 
j in time ! 

I He also grew to perceive that 
I late hours interfere with work, 
and Mrs. Spratt had to go into 
the hollow world alone. Sad- 
(He-horses were brought round 
for her in the morning, broug- 
hams or victorias (according to 
the weather) in the afternoon, 
and in the evening there were 
dinners and dances, and bright 
little suppers in the small hours 
or the night, to which she could very well go without him. 

For there was always at hand some smari unprejudiced woman of 
fashion, only too proud to chaperone the famous Mrs. Spratt, and 
who could keep always in sight, and out of hearing, and all that, 
just as well as the most innocently complacent of huSbands. 

He was not missed, and there was ;i^enty for him to do at home, 
besides painting. There were the little red books of the butcher and 
baker to look after, and the lists to make out for the Civil Service 
Supply Association, and so forth; andithen there were the twins. 
He had occasionally to take them out into the fiowery meads hi-maftl-F 
perambulator and all — and even sometimes to bath, th<^Tn at night, 
and teach them to say their prayers, and put them to bye-bye. For 
me nurse, a warmhearted, but vain and extremely pretty woman in 
her humble way^ was almost as fond of late hours and congenial 
society as her mistress, and much as ^e loved the pretty little dar- 
lings, who doated on her in return, she would sometimes yield to 
temptation, and leave them for gayer scenes. 

They also doated, but in a distant and awestruck maimer, on their 
mother, whom they very seldom saw, and then hlways in some new 
splendour of attire. 
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With imvra-Iied fai‘e> and hands, in grimy little cotton frocks, and rice-milky Mbs 'every- 
bodv knows that the Mb should, be removed immediately after meals, and the pinafore resume 
its swaj';, they would patiently wait at the street- door/ till they were rewarded by the sight 
of her,* sweeping down the stairs and through the hall in her silks and muslins and laces ; 
and before tnej could have said “Jack Spratt I ” she was whisked away, telling them to be 
good, and kissmg her daintily-gloved finger-tips to them, and showing her beautiful wMte 
teeth ; and they would stare after her through the dust with wistful adoration. 



iSometimes an organ would he playing a popular melody, such as ** Tommt/, make room^^ 
or DonH make a noise^^ (which are not so bad when you don’t know the words), and, 
excited by the pret^ tune, they would pretend that the dust was a golden cloud, and the 
brougham or victoria a iieiy chariot, and their mother a being made up of a fairy, a queen, 
an angel, a saint, and a goddess, going straight off to heaven in a mist of glory ; till the 
mmse would come and box their ears for standing in the draught, for her love was tempered 
with a wise severity. 

At other times v iscounts and Guardsmen would call, and smoke their cigarettes in the 
pretty front parlour Spuaxt had never allowed the trusty friends to smoke when she 
was by, even in the open air) ; and the twins had to be kept out of sight, because they had 
holes in their socks, may he, and were not tit to be seen. And when the Guardsmen 
and Tiscounts had taken their departure, and the little darlings hurried down-stairs to get 
a glimpse of their / lovely Mamma,” she would tell them they were a perfect disgrace^ and 
pack them off, crying, to 'bed ; and quench the longings of her maternal heart by nursmg a 
pair of Pugs, the ^ift of His Grace the Duke of Pen-tontiI/LE. 

Pemale finery is very costly nowadays, and has to he paid for. Think of Jack Speatt, 
in the intervals of his domestic duties, xjamting against time, and wasting all that eagle- 
winged genius of his on pot-Boilers, to pay for his wife’s gorgeous apparel I 

All Ms pictures represent pretty soSc-damers, fox it was the sock-daining and the pretty 
face, and nothing else, that had so touched the great heart of the British public in his first 
exhibited work; so he turns them out by the dozen in every variety of size, costume, 
attitude, and complexion. But the hired models he has to employ, aua the lay-figure he 
has to fab. back upon when these cannot be got, have not the face and form of Mrs, Speatt ; 
and all his sock-darners are inferior to that first one, and each sock-damer inferior to the 
last ; so that a time must inevitably come when the great dealers will give Mm good advice 
instead of commissions, and finally cease to darken his doors, and he will have to darken theirs 
instead. 

“ A weary chase, ^ a wasted hour I ” 

Be wam^ in time, ye risiag young geniuses I Let no consideration tempt you into 
painting for filthy lucre, till you nave realised a handsome independence by patient and 
steady devotion to Art for its own sweet sake I 


ADDEXDA TO YAXKEE 
DOODLE, 

There is a Man of master-mind, 

A Sage of ken far-sighted. 

One Seer alone amidst the Mind 
Of Britain’s isle benighted. 

A genuine for a bogus j ewel, ' 

The good stone for the bad stone, 

They chucked away, and acted cruel 
To William Ewaet Gladstone, 

Yankee doodle, &c. 

When they their Greatest and their Best 
Disowned for ’tother critter, 

’Twas nateral for a noble breast 
To feel that usage bitter ; ^ 

A slight enough a Saint to rile, 

And rise a good man’s dander ; 

How like a long-eared animile 
They spurned their late Commander ! 

Yankee doodle, &c. 

But his ungrateful Country’s kick 
Ne’er moved his mind gigantic ; 

He only turned and looked, right slick, 
Away athwart the Atlantic ; 

And saw that we a People air 
By sitch a long chalk greater, 

As, big with little to compare, 

A pumpkin to a ’tater. 

Yankee doodle, &c. 

And what he sees he truly says 
In large and liberal sperrit, 

Of Uncle Sam he sings the praise, 

And owns John Bull’s demerit. 

Down, with a Woodman’s artist-hand, 
The British Oak he wMttles, 

And cracks up our splendacious land, 

His own while he belittles. 

Yankee doodle, &c. 

He knows the Old World and the New, 
And likes our world the better. 

We spells queen with a little q, 

Instead of a big letter ; 

But gives great P to President 
With a differentiation, 

Which noways don’t his praise prevent, 
Or check his admiration. 

Yankee doodle, Ac. 

His Kin heyond Sea ’s a ’tamal sting 
To trickster and to Tory, 

’Bove them he soars on eagle wing, 

In splendour and in glory. 

An everlastin’ cus is he 
To knave as well as noodle, 

’Cause why, he lines along o’ we, 

A singin’, “ Yankee doodle.” 

Yankee doodle, &c. 


Highly Beasonable Honour. 

Tbce subjoined scrap of newspaper infor- 
mation conveys obviously but a partial idea 
of the total amount of payments descrihahle 
as — 

“ ‘Ebbs or Honour.’ — ^Under the head of the 
* Queen’s Housebold,* in a recently published 
return, the sum of £110 17^. 2^?. appears as * Pees 
of Honour.’ ” 

Only £110 17s. 2c?, for Honour! How 
cheap would be the honour with which peace 
has been purchased by Lords Beaconsfield 
and Salisbuet, if it were to cost no more 
money than that per annum ! 


LESS SHARP THAN SHEARS. 

Me. Punch has received innumerable 
communications relative to Sheee Alt. 
They all agree in the common property of 
being sheer nonsense. 
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UNEXPECTED GRATUITY. 

Traiier. ** Be<i pardon, Sir, rut I think yov ‘ yi& MxiDE a Histake. Thus 
n A HLiLFPESNY 1 

Old Gclif {^madli*). ** Oil dear no—not at all, not at all ! I never 

GIVE LESS ! 


AXGELEf A ON HEE TRAVELS, 

Mt ovtn dearest Bianche, 

In spite of my promise to Tvrite to you trvnce a day from the moment of 
my leaving London for the Continent, in company; with Edwin, to the hour of 
my retum, I have really found it utterly impossible to send you a single line, 
although we have been away now very nearly six weeks. The fact is, we have 
been m busy that we have had time for nothing. As it is now raining heavily, 
and Edwin^s fast asleep, I will devote my tmnsual leisure to teHing you where 
we have been, what we have seen, and what we have been doing. As you have 
nev^ been out of England, my love, I am sure you will be ^.mused, and I think 
I may really add, xndructed by my descriptions. 

We had a most fortunate passage over. You know Edwin is a barrister, 
and has to defend, all sorts of dreaafiil people at the Old Bailey. He says that 
the thieves on board evidently recognised him as a “ friend in need,” and oonse- 
<iuently allowed our boxes and impedbnenta (Edwin gave me that word) to 
escape molestation. Be this as it may, we certainly lost nothing—not even a 
watch, ^ W ere we not lucky ? 

Nothing of importance occurred on om* road to Paris until we reached 
Amiens. The train stopped for ten minutes there, and we got such very nice 
mashed potatoes at the Buffet* I shall never forget them. 

1 am sure you would like Paris. Such a beautiful place I Such shops ! 
There is one estaldishment oijl the other side of the water just like that large 
place in Westboume Grove. I got some very nice mittens there, which you 
^all see on our return. "We went to the Exhibition, too. It was rather 
amusing, but we camo across such a number of badly-dressed people that it 
was quite a relief to away from it. 

Having now desonb^ Paris, I will tell you what we did next. We went 
to Switzerland. 1 was just the least bit disappointed wi’^ it. The country is 
very hilly, and rather damp. I found some trouble in walking (you know 
I am fond of high heels), and my feathers came wofuEy out of curl. Leaving 
these drawbacks out of the question, the place was rather nice. We got a 
very good tahle-d^hvte at Lucerne, and there was a capital bond at Ouchy. 
Edwin talked about string a couple of nights at a hotel on the top of the Eighi. 
At the last moment he found that the place was bankrupt, and said that, on the 


whole, the company of a man in possession of a cloud- 
capped moimtam iniffht possibly produce a feeling of 
duiness. I wus so glad when he gave up the scheme. 
I hate climbing. jSTot that there is much climbing on the 
Kighi. You go up in a railway. But a railway is not as 
comfortable as a lift. 

Haring now told you all about S\\itzerland, T pass on to 
Italy. We thought it rather pleasant, although we could 
not hnd any respectable wine but Marsala. At Plorence 
we came across an excellent English chemist’s shop, 
where we found we could get the best Bond Street per- 
fumes. There w’ere some pretty irictiues, too, at one 
of the Fine Art Galleries. Of course we w’ent to Borne, 
and saw everything. Edwin wus very pleased with the 
place, as he ascertained that he could buy the Times aud 
the other English newspapers at a library just opposite 
our hotel. We went to Milan, too, and saw the Cathedral. 
It was very nice, and reminded me rather of St. An- 
drew’s, Wells Street. Of course we “did” Tenice. It 
is rather difficult to describe. However, imagine what 
the effect would be were they to build stone houses on 
either side of the Begent’s Canal, and you will get some 
notion of the sort ot thing. We got some good ices at 
Florian’s. The tablc-dWwte at theEiu-opa was certainly 
above the average. 

Having now told you all about Italy, I will finish my 
^ letter by giving you a few rough notes from my Diary 
of other places we visited. As you one day may also 
take a tour, you may really find them very useful : — 

Anticerp - — The place where Betjben invented his hat. 
Patterns are to be found in the picture galleries. 

JSrussels . — The capital of Belgium, and a good place 
for buying boots. 

ColoQne.—YovL can get genuine JSau de Cologne here, 
but you will find it a bore to carry home. 

Dieppe . — A place where they dress three times a day. 
There is some sea in the neighbourhood, wliioh is used in 
fine weather for the display of bathing costumes. 

Geneva.--On a fine morning you can see Mont Blanc 
from the window of your hotel. Bather pretty watches. 

Heidelhurg. — Mind you don’t go up to the Castle — 
it ’s awfully fatiguing. 

Madrid. — BeaUy much better hotels than might be 
expected. 

Naples , — Bather nice. Yesurius pretty. 

Pacfim.— -Interesting, if you are loud of that sort of 
thing. 

Powpew.— Sweet. 

Wiesbaden.— Reither dull since they have put a stop 
I to the gambling. 

; There! I think I have written you quite enough; 
j and as Edwin is awake, and it has ceased raining, 1 
must bring my letter to a conclusion. However, my 
own darling, I am sure you will readily own that there 
is nothing Juke foreign travel for improving the mind. 
Good-bye, and write soon. That’s a dear, teU me all 
the news — mean what you are all wearing. Ah ! 
there ’s Edwin calling for me ! Once more, good-bye. 

Your ever affectionate Mend, 

Tuesday. Angelina. 

P.S. — don’t send any address, as we are always on 
the move. Don’t forget to write. 


To His Grace tlie of Bedford. 

{Addressed by respectable Govent Gardeners and thereabouts^ 

We beg your pardon, but grant, your Grace, 

One favour. Do alter this filthy place 

Called Covent Garden— our neighbourhood’s curse ; 

We assure you ’tis getting worse and worse. 

’Tis loathsome by day, and noisome by mght. 

And a word from your Grace would set it right. 

It might be such a magnificent place ! 

But now ’tis to London a thorough disgrace. 

Surelyv the nuisance to remove, 

Your Grace’s property ’twould improve. 


AN AWECWAED NAM. 

’Anrt, on a marine excursion, hearing mention made 
of the two sea-birds, the Gr^t Ank and the Little Auk, 
inquired if the Little Auk was a Sparrowi-* Awk. 


To si»®3n>iE.'XT«. — ETtf N'MiAr 1 nself bound to ocl/iov:Udi% return^ or pay far Contributions. In no case, can these he returned unless accompanied by a 

stawped and dtrcetal thvtlope. Copies thonid be kept. 
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I SABBATARIAN SIMILITUDE. 

— on that occasion, 

_.L^_ -=:- AL: ^:F =:rr- 

Lrrr' - ^ c r 6 at ions.” 

That, as regards 

most literature, and most recreations, of a popular character, appears 
to be’the same as^the^elative position 'in which a ititualist Clergy- 
man, whilst officiating, stands oef ore the People to whose admiration 
he presents his embroidered shoulders. On those recreations and 
that literature, for the greater part, the Church turns its hack. 

Yon, Sir, would perhaps have had something new to say concern- 
ing topics upon which you are so highly qualified to speak. As it 
was, nobody added much, if anything, to the stock of existing 
information. 

But one speaker, the Her. C. Bullock, is reported to have dis- 
tingruished himself by a metaphor more original than correct : — 

Passing on to the question of popular recreation in connection with Sun- 
day observance, Mr. Bullock said that no one could be more alive than he 
was to the evil which was wrought morally as well as religiously, by the open 
public-house on the Lord’s Day. But to meet that evil, as was proposed by 
some, by what was termed the counter-attraction of the museum, the picture 
gallery, the aquarium, or the theatre, would, as far as he could see, be to 
adopt a very bad form of homneopathic treatment.” 

Of cpnrse, 3If\ !Pimch^ the Eererend Oentleman knew the principle 
on which homoeopathy is founded to be similiti simtlihus mirantiir. 
Picture galleries, therefore, museums, aquariums, and theatres, he 
must regard as things of a like nature with public-houses. Per- 
haps, then, he further considers paintings, .sculptures, objects of 
natural history, and dramatic entertainments similar, in moral, if 
not in physical effect, to intoxicating liquors. 

It has not, perhaps, been as generally remarked as it mi^ht have 
been that, when the Eev. Mr. Bullock likened, by immcation, 
things so very different from one another as intellectual amuse- 
ments and animal indulgence — Bos locuttis est Bos, let us say 
Clique Sacerclos — omitting, of course, the examples in the La& 
Grammar which stand between Bos and Sacerdos. Yot that I take 
Bos to he speoificaUy a sacerdotalist ; hut, as an expositor of the 
common clerical mind, he decidedly speaks very much more like a 
Priest than ^ Lithan. 

P.S. — ^Is it not remarkable that in the animadversions on the Stage 
delivered by several of the assembled divines, there was no reference 
I whatever made to i>erfomiances like those going on at St. iJban’s, 

; Holbom? 


JOHK MALONEY AND PEINCESS ALEXANDEINA. 
{Vide letters in Baihj Telegraph.) 

Who saved Q^ueeu Yie ? 

I, spry and quick, 

Says JoHH Malohett. 

She was a babhy then. 

Why behave shabby, then ? 

Send me some money. 

Britons ! your Queen was saved by this hand I 
Now — Briti^ Public ! — ^what ’ll you stand ? 

J. M. 

Beplyfi'om Balmoral. 

Pehsioh to John Maloney, I allot one. 

Although, my honey, 

You now have money, 

You own ym samd a Smereign^ and you got one } 

Y. E. 


HiEPAPiIXG THE INDIAN' PICKLE. 

{Too many Cooks.) 

The foEowing letters have been sent to 85, Eloet Street. 2 Ir . 
Punch cannot .help thinking that they all (with the^ exeeiitiou of 
the last) mu.st have been intended for* the columns of his contem- 
Xioraries : — 

Sicord and Fire Cluh^ Pall JTalL 
Sir, — Why hasn’t Lord Lytton been hanged i" Were good Queen 
Bess still amongst us, the Viceroy would have heeu drawn and 
quartered long before this. YTiat, Sir I Allow a miserable Blacka- 
moor to insult us ! ^ Permit a cowardly nigger to snap his fingers in 
the face of the British Lion I Sir, it is shameful I Sir, it is scanda- 
lous I I can hardly write for indication I 
I tell you what we should have done, Sir. The moment our Envoy 
was sent back, we ought to have marched a hundred thousand men 
into the heart of Afghanistan. You want to know how we should 
hare done this ? Stuff, Sir, stuff I You don’t know what you are 
talking about ! The British Soldier can do anything— anything, Sir ! 
I tell you what, Sir, our Indian Empii’e is a tliiiia- iftili- past I 

Yours indi.gnantly, 

(Signed) Hercules Boaihshell, 

Lieut. -General (Eetired List). 

Koodles^ Cluh^ St. Jameds Street 
Sir, — I do not wish to use strong language, but I cannot help 
asking why hasn’t Lord Lytton been hanged ? In the days of 
Queen Elizabeth the question would have l5een imncoessary. * Her 
Majesty knew how to deal with blundering Statesmen. 

Sir, I fear the harm done by the Viceroy is past remedy. A 
friendly and enlightened chieftain has been needlessly outraged. 
The British Lion has snubbed one of his best and firmest allies. It 
is really too bad— a great deal too bad ! 

Of coni’se this imfortunate Mission ought never to have been 
despatched. There is no doubt about that. And when Shere Ali 
expressed his just indication, instead of sending soldiers to the 
front, the Viceroy should have telegraphed apologies. Sir, from the 
first to the last our relations with ijghanistan have been a profound 
mistake. I do not wish to take too melancholy a view of the matter, 
but I cannot help feeling that our Indian Empire is a thing of the 
P^st. Yours sorro'^ully, 

(Signed) Cobden Peece, 

(Late Bengal CJivil Service). 

Junior Sword and Fire Chib, Pall Hall, 
Sir, — ^The Viceroy deserves the thanks of every true Englishman 
for Ms very spirited conduct in tMs matter of Afghanistan. The 
question is, what should be done next ? I know the country very 
well. I have read all the military books dealing with the subject 
for the last twenty years, although I have never strayed beyond 
Gibraltar. You will see that I am an exceUeut authority upon the 
subject. 

^ Well, Sir, after due deliberation I am convinced that we should 
finish the war long before the snows of winter begin to accumulate. 
It will be easy enough, Sir, to manage a peace before Christmas. 
All we have to do is to march immediately to the frontier. 

Yours confidently, 

(Signed) Charles Shako, 

Sub-Lieut. 142nd Begt. Line. 

TVoolwicJi. 

Sm, — ^We ought to he very much obliged to Lord Lytton for 
having brought this unpleasant matter in Afghanistan to so satis- 
factory a conclusion. We have now to consider what should be done 
next. Prom my childhood I have made the geography of Asia a 
favourite study. From this you will see that I can really speak 
with some authority upon the subject. 

I have thought the matter carefully out, and I am convinced that 
masterly inactivity should be the order of the day. It really would 
be sheer insanity to force our troops into a country simply impassable 
in the hitter cold of winter. Prepare as much as you please, but do 
not move a step until April, May, or June. Were it asked, such 
would be my advice to Lord Lytton, 

Yours confidently, 

(Signed) Charles Busby, 

Sub-Lieut. Royal Artillery,' 

85, Fleet Street. 

Master, — ^Don’t you think the request “ not to ^eak to the man 
at the wheel ” might be extended to the men at the wheel of State ? 
The Afghans have a proverb wMeh we have annexed without appre- 
ciating. I mean the proverb wMch has the English equivalent, 
“ Speech is silver, hut silence is golden.” 

Yours thoughtfully, 

(Signed) Toby. 
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STARVATION AND SOCIAL SCIENCE. 

ALTHOiraH: no famine exists in these dominions, there are, appa- 
rently, certain parts of them in ’which, as a contemporary testifies, 
poor people are dying of 

QTARTATroK.— The^ Sedgeley Correspondent of the Press Association 
telegraphs that the Medical Officers of Health in the coal and iron districts of 
Colesley^ in making their reports on the state of mortalifcy in September, 
allege that the number of deaths is nnusnaRy large among adults, and 
attribute the fact in a great measure to want of sufficient nourishment, arising 
fionx inabilify to obtain food through the serious depression of trade.*' 

The hungry, says Mr* Bumble, might obtain food enough to sup- 
port life in the workhonse, if they would enter it, hut they prefer to 
starve. This effect of the Poor-law our Beadle considers not alto- 


gether so satisfactory as co^d be wished. Persons starved to death 
are, indeed, provided for with a shovel, at the cheapest possible rate, 
but it does not therefore follow that rates are saved, since many 
destitute parents die and leave families of children hehmd them, for 
whom there is no choice between starvation and in-door relief. 
Such is the Law, remarks Mr. Bumble ; but then we aU know Ivhat 
the Law is. The Law, however, being suclL precludes a suggestion 
which he would otherwise submit to the &cial Science Congress; 
namely, that, in conformity with the principles of Parochial 
Economy, the Legislature snouldii, in cases of extreme distress, 
legalise suicide. 

Puns in Peoportion.—As Smeee Ali is to sheer nonsense, so is 
Ameer of Apghanistan to mere stuff. 
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THE RISE AND FALL OF THE JACK SPRATTS. 

A Tale of Modern Art and Fashion* 



Part YI, i 

Mrs. Sbeatx’s bed was not all roses neither. Smart people have 
at times a very provoking; way with them. One day they are quite 
playful and landliar. The next, when we would be playful and 
fainiliar in our turn, with all the world looking on, they will pub- 
licly ignore us through a double eyeglass, to our great discomfiture, 
as we would naturaify like to pass before the world for beiag their 
bosom friends. 

That is, if we are Spratts. 

And then they keep us in such tortures of suspense ! either forget- 
ting to bid us to the feast our Spratty sotils are hungering for, or 
else inviting us, as by an afterthought, at the eleventh horn:, when 
we feel puz3ed as to whether we had better be Sprattishly di^fied, 
and decline with thanks, or put our prides in our pockets and go ; 
and if we go, it is ten to one they willlook as if they wondered what 
the deuce we are doing there ; and if we don’t, they never ^rceive 
our absence, and we are none the better in their eyes for the self- 
respect that has cost us so much self-denial, 0 we Spratts ! 

A]^, it must be owned that Mrs. Spratt’s beauty, and the very 
ample justice that was done to it both by herself and by the gorgeous 
Swells, did not greatly recommend that lady to the glittering 
Swellesses ; so that she often met with cruel snubs and haunting 
slights from Ladies less beautiful, but of infinitely greater social 
I importance than herself. 

I And she had not yet learnt how to dissemble when thus aggrieved, 
and swallow it all, and pretend she had not perceived it ; nor could 
she yet toady the great of her own sex, and Mss the cruel hands that 


scratched her, and disarm such social tyranny hy penitent, humble 
ways, without which arts no too pretty woman of her deMee can 
appear to hold her own in the hollow world of fashion; nor had she, 
on other hand, that mixture of thick-skinned impudence with 
ready mother-wit, which sometimes makes the merest parvenue a 
matdi for the dowagers in England, and a thorn in their noble 
sides for ever ; so that they give ner a wide berth, and revenge 
themselves by telling each other that she is not a lady, and asking 
each other what they can expect. 

Poor Mrs. Spratt ! She couldn’t very well put out her tongue, 
and say ! ” 

In after-moments of heartburning that came of such treatment, 


Mrs. Spratt would fold her'children to her wounded bosom, and rail 
at the hollow world, and rave of love and peace and the homely do- 
mestic hearth, and the good old days of “ Catseradle ” and “ Puss in 
the Comer,” and the long-lost trusty friends, and the good old great- 
grandpapa ; and, wildly calling for socks, she would darn them with i 
any worsted that came to hand, the salt tears in her lovely eyes, a 
twin on each knee, and her clever Jack’s protecting arm around her : 
and suddenly the postman would knock, and the Duchess’s belated 
post-card arrive, just in time; and then, with jumps of joy, and 
trills of triumph, and a general scattering of socks, tvrins, worsted, 
and everything else to the four winds, up-stairs to dress, and 
away, away to the hollow world again ! 

And there, such snubs as she met with, she would try to pass on 
to others : for even in the most exclusive saloons she would ocea- 
sionahy have to encounter people whose presence there was an 
ofienee to her. Eor instance, wives and daughters of Science, litera- 
ture, and Art ; actresses of iugh repute ; eminent female physicians ; 
great female philanthropists ; poetesses, palntresses, anthoresses, 
seulptoresses, and what not; worse than all, ladies whose only 
claim to distinction lay in their good looks and pretty manners. 

Against all such upstart intruders of her own^ sex she would level 
her double eyeglass with happily copied impertinence. For just as 
those who rise &om the ranks learn how to command by having first 
learnt how to obey, Mrs. Spratt had learnt how to snub by having 
been well and 6eqnently snubbed herself. Fortunately for her 
victims, and unfortunately for her, she did not bear the dueen’s 
commission, so to speak, and had no rank as yet beyond that wbieh 
is conferred by the possession of a pretty face ; so that her snubbings 
were of no account, and, consequently, recoiled on herself ; for a 
premeditated snub wMch nobody feels, is almost as bad for its per- 


Indeed, these harmless little airs and graces of Mrs. Spratt’s were 
ah set down to the fact that her late papa had been in the oil and 
Italian trade ; which was very uncharitable and unjust, for they were 
only imitations of such airs and graces as she had seen many a real 
fine lady give herself any day ; and very good imitations, too. 

But one person may steal a horse, as we all know, while another 
must not even look at the stable-door. 

And thus, snubbing and being snubbed, dressing and dancing and 
feasting and flirting, did she soar higher and higher in her butterfly 
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career, and, in spite of tlie disadvantage of her oily origin, she 
achieved a social success which even transcended in its glory that 
of the better-born beauties, her predecessors on the throne of 
Fashion, whose features are so familiar to us all, and about whose 
doings, and careerings, and dressings, and so forth, we hear so much 
through the fashionable prints. 

Indeed, all Mrs. Speatt’s movements, where she went, what she 
wore, ana how she looked in it, were dnly chronicled for us week by 
week, and our mouths would water as we read how “Mrs. Speatt 
honoured a small-and-early at Marlborough House with her pre- 
sence,” or “was graciously pleased to attend the State Ball at'Buck- 
ingham Palace,” &c., &c., &c. 

Her portraits appeared in aU the illustrated papers down to the 
Police Neics^ and was printed on pocket-handkerchiefs, and stamped 
on fusee-boxes and cigar-cases, and cut out in gingerbread at coun- 
try fairs ; and her photographs, in every size, in every attitude, in 
every variety of dress and want of dress, were exhibited in the j 
shop-windows, along vdth those of rival beauties of the world which I 
has no English name. They were at all prices— from a shilling 
upwards ; a reduction made on taldng a q.uantity. So that even 
^ijiET, who is as partial to lovelv woman as his betters, could afford 
to hang^ her up, framed and glazed, in his humble abode, and re- 
create his soul by the contemplation of her peerless charms through 
a magnifying glass, and descant thereon with his pals, and make 
comparisons, in his knowing way, between her and other beauties 
of his collection, and have a real good time. 

And, much as he dislikes ’Aeey, 3Ir. Punch is bound to admit 
that in this particular instance poor ’Abet showed rather to^ advan- 
tage, and was rea,lly more ehivabons, delicate, and romantic in his 
imaginary delectations than were the gorgeous, gilded, glittering 
Swells— possibly because he gazed on those peerless charms from 
below, as on some bright particular star. 

But we will leave the erotic ^Aeet, and return to Mrs. Speatt, 
who, wherever she went, was so mobbed that you might have taken 
her for an accident, or a row, or a fit, or a pickpocket caught in the 
act, instead of a pretty woman 1 She was even mobbed by titled 
crowds at royal and ducal garden-parties, where a couple of police- 
men were always retained to make" a way for her to the strawb'erries- 
and-cream ; and at State balls, dowager-peeresses would almost climb 
on to the backs of good-looking young actors to catch a glimpse 
of the beautiful Mrs. Speatt dancing with Hoyalty, 

In vain she sought a refuge from this fashionable persecution in 
the solitudes of HoshervOle, or the groves of Hampstead Heath on a 
Bank holiday. Even there she was recognised (by our friend ’ Aeet, 
no doubt), and knock’ emdowns, nigger minstrels and all, even the 
good old game of “kiss-ia-the-iing,” were deserted to stare at her, 
(just as at Chiswick and Campden Hill ; for human nature is the 
same everywhere.) 

When she ^peared at the Opera, Patti sang iu vain. In vain 
did our most fashionable preachers preach when Mrs. Speatt made 
one of the congregation ; in vain did Messrs. Htixley or Ttctdaxl 
lecture in Albemarle Street, or Professor Max Miillee at West- 
minster Abbey, if Mrs. Speatt were among the lectured. Even 
the whales at the Aquarium would look small by Mrs. Speatt’s 
side, and Cleopatra’s Heedle would lose its point if Mrs. Speatt 
drove on the Embankment. At the Crystal Palace people forgot 
to listen to the big organ ; the cattle at the Cattle Show were left in 
peace; Irish Members obstructed Home Eulers; Mr, GuABSTOisrE 
lost the thread of his impeachment ; Captaiu Shaw lost all control 
over Ms men ; North London, trains ran into Metropolitan ; pleasure- 
vans drove, hooraying, into Maeshall and Snbxgeove’s; steam- 
rollers roUed hang mto Gutter’s or Grange’s ; Old Bailey juries 
forgot to listen. Old Bailey Judges to sum up, Old Bailey barristers 
w^e condemned to death, Old Bailey solicitors removed in the van, 
^nurderers left the Court without a stain on theic character ; 
and Heaven knows what all besides ! and all through Mrs. Spratt 
being there. Indeed, the only people who in that magic presence 
seemed to retain some self-possession, and keep an eye to Wsiness 
as well as an eye to beauty, were the pickpockets, who voted 
^s. Speatt a pulpHo benefactor; and the photographers, who 
blessed her very name ! 

. Even abroad her infiuence was felt : for it was whispered in high 

politaoM circles that at the Gabul Conference Lord B cunnin^y 

ystracted old Pmoe G — -’s attention from the matter in hand by 
f^wery desonptions of Mrs. Spbatt’s charms, and so demoralised 

tJmt venerable statesman, that Count S had repeatedly to call 

him to order; but -—was nearly lost to the C for aU that. 

And the best of it is, that eve^body wondered how everybody 
else could be such a fool ! especially the inteUigent foreigner, who 
could not make out why, m this land of pretty women, there should 
oe so much commotion about one pretty woman the more. And 
not au(^ a vCTy pretty woman either, he thought; for prettiuess is 
a matto of taste, and not a mathematical certainty; and he would 
stor^Ma stouklers, and exclaim, “ Sont-zls droUs, ces Anglais, sont- 


FORE-WHEEL AND WOE. 

A WAIL. 



I’m not a woman-hater. 

Yet ’tis but humau natur’ 

To roundly execrate her 
■Who, to her sex a traitor. 
Becomes participator 
In fiendish deeds. I rate her 
A kind of female Satyr, 

And would exterminate her, 
Together with her pater, 

Her mater, and horf rater ! 

I would assimilate her 
With grisly Alligator — 

I ’d blow her up— infiate her 


With gas, and elevate her, 
And drop her in a crater. 

If tMs would not abate her, 

I ’d take and satoate her 
With tar and feathers. Later, 
I would excoriate her I 
And if there ’s torment greater 
Why, let it still await her, 
And let me be spectator— 

I so abominate her. 

And all who imitate her 
In wheeling on my gaiter 
The vile Perambulator ! 


OUE REPEE8ENTATIVE MAN. 

Sir, — ^Iwent to see Her Majesty’s Servants perform William 
Shakspeare’s Eomantic Play of The Winter'^ s Tale. I wonder if it 
was the great “situation” in the Statue Scene that first struck 
William, and set Mm to work on this drama? It certainly is worth 
waiting for. I don’t think William took much pains over some 
portion of the play, specially with regard to Antigonus, and Ms 
incumbrance in^‘ A Desert Country'near the Sea” — a very awkward 
spot for an elderly Gentleman, unaccustomed to children, to be 
left alone in with a Baby. 

William knew as well as anyone that a Baby on the stage was a 
safe laugh; and how he has got over the dificulty is a study in 
itself. In Scene S of Act I., where the Baby, in a cradle, makes its 
&st appearance, he distracts our attention from the Infant ; and it 
is Paulina, the scold, and Antigonus, the henpecked, who excite our 
laughter. In “ A Desert Country^” the old Shepherd who Mads the 
Babe, is brought on as soon as possible ; and he and his son introduce 
the low comedy. But the Baby is a difficulty. 

Again, what is the real use of Antolycus as an aid to the plot ? 
Hone whatever. In the present day the story would have been 
told to an English audience in four Acts, and as many Scenes ; and 
in Paris it would have taken three Authors to write the piece ; and 
they, having to share the evening’s per-centage on receipts among 
them, would have been very careful to have eked out the plot in as 
many Acts, Tableaux, and Parts as possible, wMch, wth the long 
JEntr^actes, would infallibly prevent any other piece being performed 
with it to the iujury of their fees. It is this desire to go ui for the 
entire per-centage that gives rise to the long-windeoness of the 
French Melodranmtists, and the interminable talkiness of Sarpou, 
who, until he positively feels that he has tried even the endurance 
of a Parisi^ audience to its limits, is a sort of Wandering Jew of 
dramatic dialogae. The Winter^s Tale, in the hands of French 
Authors, would have been told over and over again, ad na%eeam, in 
the course of the piece. 

It se^ed to me that even theiimate British rev^eboe for the text 


taste fw the repulsive exMbition of jealousy ^splayed by Leonies 
m the First Act. ' ^ j 

The Divine WnjiiAMS made; no' ado about calling a spade a spade, 
and m Mr, Charles Dilloh’s reading of the part, the lines lose 
nothing of their revolting coarseness. That the King’s jealousy is 
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indeed a “ brief madness ” does not occur to the nncritieal spectator 
until tbe dramatist makes Paulina allude, in Act II. Sc. 2, to 
‘‘ These dangerous unsafe lunes i’ the King ! 

And, in Act III. Sc. 2, when upbraiding him to his face for his 
preYious conduct, she says, 

“ 0 think what they have done, 

And then run mad indeed; stark mad ! for all 
Thy hy-gone fooleries were tut spices of it.” 

But the explanation, for the sake of the audience, comes too late. 

Then what an awkward contriyance is the sudden appearance of 
Time as Chorus, informing us that “ Sixteen years are supposed to 
haye elapsed ” between the last scene of Act III. and the first of 
Act lY. 

How came this lumbering Time scene to be written in ? I think I 
see the true answer. JoHisr HoLirisrGSHEAD once suggested that 
Shaespeare played the Ghost in Ha7nlet, because, being Manager, 
and haying an eye to business, he could run round, in the interyals 
between his appearances on the stage, and count the house ; and 
our own Shirley Brooks always insisted on the Divine "WiLiiiAMS 
being^ regarded not as a poet crowned with laurel, but as a hard- 
worlSng “ Actor, Manager, and Author too,” going in for rehearsal, 
really “meaning business ” and inventing it. “By this light,” 
then, I see how this Time episode was brought in. 

How came it about ? Did Mr. Chattertok-Burbage tell Mr. 
William Shakspeare that they had a man in the company who 
could speak a few lines, and who^ haying nothing to do in th^ieoe, 
was being paid a salary for doing it ? Or, was there a diiucul^ 
about the st^-arrangements, and the Manager wanting to gain 
time, asked William if he couldn’t shove in something “just to 
fill up, eh And did William, with ready wit, immediately 
reply, “What ? want to get time between the Acts ? Beshrew me, 
you shall haye Time j” and forthwith going to the prompt-table, 
did he seize pen and paper, and write the stage-direction, and the 
lines, and saying, “There’s plenty of Time for you I” hand the 
scrawl to the Theatre copyist ? 

Miss Bowler is a graceful, pretty Perdita^ and Mr. Edward 
CoMPTOK as noble a young Florizel as the ingenuous Milkmaid her- 
self could wish, Mr. Johk Etder as Antigonus was excellent in 
his ^eat comic scene with the Baby “Don’t make a noise, 

or else you ’ll wake the Baby ! ” — a suggestion for Mr. ILarl Meyder 
in the orchestra), and I [was ready sorry when the Clown (Mr. 
S. Calelaem) came on, and told us that Pantaloon had been eaten 
by a Bear behind the scenes. What an opportunity was here lost 
of a genuine Pantomimic scene between the Clown (Mr. S, Calhaem), 
VojitdloQiR^Antigonus (Mr. Johk Byder), the Bear (one of the Ladri 
family), and the Baby I More music for Mr. Karl Meyder — “ Oh, 
what a day we are having ! ” and several political hits about the 
Bear. But Chattertoh rightly felt that he must go no further 
in anticipating Christmas than was warranted by the Inspired 
Dramatist’s “ Dance of Twelve Bustics habited as Satyrs.” 

This, again, looks uncommonly like the pump and tubs of Mr. 
Crbioiles in Shakspeabe’s time. “ I say,^’ said Mr. Crdmmles- 
Burbage to Mr. Shakspeare, “I bought ad the dresses and 
properties for that last Mas<iue, and we ’ye only used ’em once ; 
couldn’t you bring ’em in again somehow P” And Mr. William, 
the easiest-going Author in the world, as long as his pet lines were 
well delivered, looked over the manuscript, saw exactly the place 
for the dance, wrote in a few introductory speeches, and the thing 
was done— -and done well. 

Antigonus hasn’t much to say, as no doubt the Mr. J OBCsr Ryder 
of Shakspeare’s time pointed out rather forcibly to the dramatist, 
who, admitting the justice of the objection, waited tid he saw an 
opportunity in Act ll. Sc. 3, where Antigotius is, for the most part, 
standing mumchance before his scolding wife, and then made Zeontes 
turn on him with— 

“ And, lozel, tbou art worthy to be hanged 
That wilt not stay her tongue.” ; 

And gave Antigonus the teding retort— 

“ Hang aU the husbands 
That cannot do that feat, you *d leave* yourself 
Hardly one subject.” 

Which, of course, coming from the Mr. Johk BxDERof Shakspeare’s 
time Jt>rought down thenouse, as it does every night at Drury Lane, 
The Divine Williams knew how to sweeten the draught, and induce 
his best men to play small parts. 

The performance throughout at Drury Lane is generaUy good. 
Mrs. Hermakk Yezik’s Paulina is admirable, and thoroughly 
deserved the generaUy hearty applause that recalled her before the 
curtain after the Third Scene of the Second Act. She is never once 
indistinct— a fault common now-a-days to moat Actors, whether in 
large or smad theatres. If my friends in front wid take my advice, 
and closely watch the manner, bearing, and remarkable “get up” 
of two distmg[uished, but untitled, Hoblemen, mentioned mysteriously 
in the playbid as “ Two other Sicilian Lords,” they will not have 


visited the “ Lane” in vain. A classic slave, with the whiskers of 
Jeames of Berkeley Square, will also be au interesting study for the 
antiquarian. A better choice for JSermione than Miss Wallis 
could not be made for Drury Lane. Mr. Beverly’s scenery is, of 
course, a strong feature in the revival. 

Mr. Phelps is announced for November, to appear as Cai'dinal 
Wolscv ; and there are to be morning performances of Operas in 
English, under the direction of Mr. Karl Meyder, and the Panto- 
mime, with the Yoreses in it, is to be Cmderella, written by an 
entirely new hand — one Mr. E. L. Blanchard — of whom report 
says great things, and who, I am informed, has not written more 
than a hundred capital Christmas Annuals for the delight of old and 
young children at this very theatre. Prosit, Here ’s to you, Mr, 
E. L. B., and of course He HI he as successful as ever, which is the 
sentimenx of Your Eepresenxatite. 

P.S. — At the foot of the bill I read, as a sort of extra character 
omitted in the cast of The Winter^ Tale^ or as a star by himself, 

Eefreshment Contractor . . . Mr. T. G-. Clarke. j 

But why contract refreshments ? Why not expand them, and 
develope tne resources of the establishment ? Ji jpif^os of Clarkes — 
when may Clergymen go to a theatre ? Answer, — ^When none of the 
audience pay, and wholly orders are admitted. This was the prize 
Catechism riddle at the Church Congress. It was asked hy Bishop 
Storteord (of the Eastern Counties Diocese) , who was much annoyed 
at not having been invited to the Pan- Anglican Synod. 


COMFORT FOR CATTLE. 


maid, whose office 

^ milk, but also 

to wash and dress a Cow, axDparently bespe^s a more ^ than 
Brahminieal consideration for cows. Of old, dawtit, twai-pmt 
Hawkie ” was a phrase in Scotland denoting*^ affection lor ^ <^ow ; 
but that feeling has hitherto never been imagined to amoimt to the 
fondness implied in tending that creature as though it yere 
baby. Was the original good man who kissed his cow, and said, 
“ Everyone to his liking ! ” a canny Scot ? 


PAEADOKIOAL PLANETS. 

The Sun gives Yenus very much less light ^ 

Than Mercury, yet she shmes as much more hnght. 


The reason is, Astronomers declare, 

Her atmosphere is dense, and his is rare. 

He hath no clouds, and probably no water. 

Both has the bright Orb named from Ocean’s Daughter. 
Yapour, indeed, the face of Yenus shrouds ; 

But there ’s a silver lining to her clouds, 

The side of them that ’s turned towards the Sun. 

Of course as silver shines, so shines that one. 

To Womankind it is an old objection 
That they are Man’s inferiors in refiection. 

But Yenus a superior power displays 
To Mercury’s, of refieoting solar rays. 

There ’s reason— din it into Men’s duH ears 
In proof of Woman’s wit, Strong-Minded Dears. 




HOW TO KILL TIME AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

Hire Bath-Chaies, put the Bath-Chaiemen inside, and drag them as fast as You oak up and down the Parade. 


THE OPPEESSED IN BXCELSISj 

OB, ALMOST mourn OP IT? 

The ExecTitiYe Committee of tlie Very Green Island Chained, 
Gagged, Stifled, and Strangled Patriots’ Society met again yesterday 
for the further discussion of puhlio Tbusiuess. 

After a little preliminary window-breaking, and a free fight or 
two in the bo^ of the hall as the best method of opening the pro- 
ceedings, the Chairman, who took his seat amid a shower of oaths 
and inkstands, said— they had been^ summoned top-ether on the 
present occasion for the pu^ose of taking into immediate considera- 
tion the attitude that their great, glorious, and giant-strengthened 
Society ought to assume iu the face of the yawning gnlf that he was 
happy to think was now opening visibly under the feet of the surly 
and cowardly British beast — (cheers) — ^who for eight-and-twenty 
centuries had been growling at them from the other side of St. 
George’s Channel. {Tremendous cheering.) It was an important 
moment. Though so stifled, as all the generous and civUised world 
knew it to be, was the whispering voice of liberty in the mouth of 
the very green islander that he could now only shout out what the 
brutal and bloodthirsty oppressor called “ treason” in the miserable 
and ineflective shape of as much newspaper fine writing as he could 
possibly turn out though his limbs were so chafed with the iron 
shackles of a grim and despotic executive that he had not yet been 
able even to blow the Tower of London bodily into the Thames, or 
to tear the Crown and Constitution into shreds on St. Stephen’s 
Green ; — ^though the sweet lady-like spirit of the beauteous nation 
was so utterly collapsed iu a perfect heap over her battered, mangled, 
and stringless harp that it had become impossible to raise to the 
memory of the glorious martyrs of ’71, ’74, ’83, ’85, ’98, ’2, ’10, ’15, 
’37, ’39, ’4T, ’56, ’62, ’65, ’70, ’72, and ’76 more thau a couple of 
colossi monuments all round every six months though, iu a word, 
the brightest, the liveliest, the most intellectual, and, on the whole, 
the cleanest people in the world, had been so outraged, downtrodden, 
neglected, choked, that they now scarcely knew what it was they 
really wanted — [hud and prolonged cheering) — ^yes, though things 
had come to this pitiable and amul pass, sfill, a golden, gleaming, 
and streaming blaze of breaking sunrise was already gilding wim 


glittering jewels the riven roots of the green sea and gem-washed 
island! \A mice — More power to you!^^) Yes; for when the 
dastard ensign that was dragged by fraud and fear up the easy 
slopes of the Alma and through the pleasant shades of Inkerman, — 
the hated flag is about at last to be trampled low under the august 
and holy feet of the very green Islanders’ personal and admirable 
Mend, the enlightened potentate who, from St. Petersburg, directs 

the progress of European liberty 

But here the speech of the Chairman was suddenly brought to an 
abrupt conclusion by the quite unexpected appearance of Mr. 
Funch who, at the head of a large foUowiag of real Irish hoys,” 
ready and eager for the welcome work, cleared the hall of what they 
called “ all thim foreign varminj” and put an end to the proceedings 
without even the formal sham of an “ adjournment sine dieF 


FROM THE GAZETTE. 


Most Extraordinary— Faris Edition, 

Lord Giadstone to take the title of Duke Eeechmon-ill, and be 
invested with the grand cordon of the Order of le ** Star-Garter.” 

Sir Bright to be summoned to the Ouse-of-Peers as le Baron 
Ceomweli-Eoad, and accept the Colonelcy of Her Majesty’s Gen- 
tlemen-Riders at Arms. 

Le General O’Goeman to he Prince de Chypee, and he nominated 
honorary lieutenant of Les Cents Chiltemes. 

Count Deebt to resume his ancient title of Le Grand Due Hep^ 
SOMKE, and accej^ the Postmastership of the Windsor Stag-Ounds. 

Mr. Secretary Icxs-Bbach to he raised to the Knighthood with 
the title of SIt-Michael, and be appointed hereditary Loe Majee- 
Eleet; and 

Lord Bbaconsfield to take the farther appellation of Yiscount 
Gaemozle and Earl Taiens. 


Indian Relish.— One among the Condiments for which India is 
famous was named after the King of Ottde. But the King of Oxide’s 
Sauce is nothing to the Ameer of Aeghanistan’s. 
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VERY MUCH ABROAD I 

I 1V[ ^ compliaiiGe ^tK 

i [) 1 ^ \^ek, and I^s^e a leisure 

j course, as I kaye been able 

' '1 make out. I am not at 

} i .'i all sure of my facts or [my 

: *} names, as our mo^ments 

. f time it must have reached 

I thanks to your kindness 

^ ^ School^my 

you ^possibly may not be 
— ^yr • — able to read them. Ah! my 

dear Father, if my Grand- 
father had only treated you as you have treated me ! Education is 
indeed a blessing! If you only knew as much about reading, 
writing, and arithmetic (the three E’s as you rather inaccurately 
call them), as you do about farming, what a clever man you would 
be ! ‘ But we can’t have everything. A thought which affords me 
infinite consolation when I consider that I myself know far more 
about Greek roots than English turnips. 

To return to my trip. As it was my jSxst visit to foreign parts, 
you thought it better that I should travel with a party rather than 
trust to my own inexperienced guidance. Doubtless you were right, 
but certainly a great number of my companions were a little uncul- 
tivated. Many of them saw the sea for the fi.rst time as we left 
Newhaven, and not a few asked me if they could fbad a q.uiet public- 
house where they could get a “ hunch of bread and cheese and a glass 
of beer at Paris. From this you may take it that their ideas of the 
Continent were, to say the least, a little vague. But what right 
have I to speak of vagueness, when my own notions are so decidedly 
confused ? I can assure you, my dear Father, I have been doing my 
very best to take in where we have been and what we have seen, but 
with the feeblest results. If you doubt me, read the following 
transcript of my Diary, which I have kept from day to day at odd 
times in odd corners : — 

Ifonday—W e have arrived in Paris. Of this I am quite certain, 
because we have been hurried through a large sort of bazaar which 
must have been the Exhibition. So far as I could see (as we ran about), 
there seemed to be a good deal to look at. We passed the pictures 
so rapidly that they appeared to be a kind of unconnected panorama. 
After we had done the Exhibition, I think we went to the Louvre, 
or it may have been the Luxembourg, or perhaps it was the Maison 
Dieu. At any rate, wherever we went, we saw one picture which 
cost (so we were told) the French Government no less than two 
hundred thousand francs. I forget what the picture was about and 
who painted it, but I am tolerably sure that I have got the figures 
right. 

Tuesday, — ^From what I can make out, we seem to be in Switzer- 
land. An this morning we have been looking at hills, and I hear 
that some of them are very high, with snow at the top. You have 
honey at breakfast in Switzerland. 1 think we have been to BMe. 
We may have been to Interlacken, and I rather fancy we have, for I 
know we were to go there, and we keep to our route most religiously. 
If we did go to Interlaeken, I forget what it was like. Our Con- 
ductor is full of information. AU I can remember, however, of his 
lecture is that the Municipal Government of Berne pays for the keep 
of some bears. 

Wednesday, — ^I rather think we must be in Germany. As we 
were fiying past a station this morning, I tbi-nV I saw a Prussian 
helmet. We have certainly seen a good deal to-day. Lots of 
statues and lots of places. I should not be surprised to find, on 
referring to my programme, that I have gazed upon the celebrated 
Castle ot Heidelberg, and perhaps even seen Cologne Cathedral. 
Unluclaly, one has so little tiine for consideration, that before you 
are quite sure that ^u are looking at a mountain, you find yourself 
facing a waterfall. The lecture to-day was more tnan usually inter- 1 
esting. I remember distinctly that our guide informed us that a 
large quantity of Eau-de-Cologno is really made in Cologne. 

Thursday, — ^We have been in a steamboat aU day, lookmg at lots 
of castles and hills. We have been listening to such a number of 
legends that I forget what they are all about. A great deal of wine 
is made upon this river for exportation abroad. Our ^de gave us 
some interesting statistics about the various vineyards. I did not 
like to interrupt him to ask him the name of the river, It appears 
to be rather pretty, and in some places reminds me of our Thames 
above Richmond. 

Friday, — ^It now appears that yesterday we were doing the Rhine. 
To-day we are, I think, somewhere in Italy. I know we have been 
through a big tunnel. The people, too, seem to be talking a different 
sort of language. I have not had time to think much about any- 
thing,^ as we hate been galloping through some score of picture- 
galleries. The guldens lecture was again most interesting. Sir 
Petee Ruebens received the honour of knighthood. We were aB 
pleased to hear this. 

Saturday.— 1 really don^t know we are, but we are going 

to see a cathedral, four picture-galleries, a couple of glaciers, and an 
amphitheatre or tyro, afier breakfasL 

And at this point my Diary stops, a® it is my last entry. For 
obvious reasons I have put no address to this letter. !Pirstly, I 
don’t know in the least" where we are; and, secondly, if I did it 
would he of no earthly use to tell you, because, before you can 
receive this note I shall be thousands of miles away from the reading- 
room of this very fourth-rate hotel. 

I began by saying that my mind is perfect. So it is— it is a perfect 
blank. Before I left Old England, I had some sort of notion of 
foreign lands, hut since I have taken this trip my knowledge, such 
as it was, has entirelv disappeared. The Continent now seems to me 
a jumble of second-class carriages, vague castles, indistinct water- 
courses,^ undigested picture-galleries, indifferent tables-d’hote, dis- 
appointing beauties of hTature, incomprehensible statues, confused 
town-halls, and unappreciated cathedrals. Nevertheless, my dear 
Father, many thanks ; for whatever may he the result of my tour, 
you certainly meant well. 

In great haste (as we are again en route), 

Your afiectionate Son, 

Giles Clodhoppee, Jun. 

FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 

Heee is a hit of news, which to some people may prove of para- 
mount importance : — 

“ For a rich dinner toilette mahogany is now a colour likely to be popular. 
Ruby and bright rose will also be in vogue this autumn.*^ 

For a dmner dress mahogany may seem a fitting hue, and there is 
something quite convivial in rose-colour and ruby. They remind us 
of the songs which Mr, Swiveller was so fond of, ' wherein ‘ ‘ the 
rosy” and *‘the ruhy’^ were so copiously poured forth. Such 
colours seem less suitable for ladies than for men, and there is some- 
thing still more masculine in the fashion next recorded 

“ A semi-fitting jacket with faille collar and revers opens over a waistcoat 
of bronze faille made precisely like those worn by gentlemen.*’ 

Jackets and waistcoats maybe worn by Ladies without question, 
but there are certain other manly garments which we fondly hope 
will never be in fashion with the fair sex. Moreover, we will trust 
that wearing male attire may not lead to manly habits on the part 
of those adopting it. A man might stare if a oigar-oase were to drop 
from his aunt’s jacket as he helped her to her os-rriage; and if a 
husband were to borrow a white waistcoat of his wife, he might feel 
a little annoyed to find a latch-key in the pocket. 

More Sites and Sounds. 

The Alcazar I The Alcazar ! 

Will soon appear in Leicester Squarr. 

I only hope the AIqslzbx Directors 

Have Leicester-squared the circle of objectors. 

If so, the Company has shown some nous 
taking such a site as Savill House. 

•But shocked Alhambra cried, as well she might, 

“ ’Tis very rude near me to take a site ! ” 

Darwinism for Doctors# 

At King’s College the subject of the introductory Lecture delivered 
i on Saint Pheasant’s Day, by Professor Gaeeod, is described to have 
been “ The Evolution of the Medical Profession, and the Survival of 
the Fittest to Practise and Strug|rle for a Professional Existence.” 

It is generally a struggle for existence, indeed; and if anybody 
thinks of engaging in it, and living by his practice alone, be it known 
to him that he cannot reasonably expect to exist very long. 
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NEW FORM OF RIVALRY. 

. Janet “Mamma dear, what Time in the Dat was I born?” 

Mamina, “At Two o’clock in the Morning.” 

Jack, “And what Time was I born?” 

Mamma. “ISfoT until Eight o’clock.” 

Janet “Ah, my Birthday is Longer than yours^ Jack!” 

Jack. the use of being Born before it’s time to Get TJp?” 

KINDNESS AND CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 

The following passage in a Report of tKe introductory Lecture delivered, on tlie 
1st instant, by Professor Ray Lankester at University College, is commended to tbe 
serious consideration of tbe Society for tbe Total and Entire Abmition of Yivisection : — 

“It was grossly unfair of Englishmen to legislate against tbe study of physiology, to refuse 
to Medicine all means of research, all endowments, Tand yet to profit by Vivisection carried on in 
Germany. Every man and woman who consulted an English physician or surgeon was an accomplice 
of physiology, and connived at Vivisection; for the English medical man had now to gain his 
knowledge from Germany and Prance.” 

"What effect, tben^ will be likely to result from au Act of Parliament to prohibit 
altogether the practice of Vivisection in this country ? Simply, that of still more 
necessarily and. generally driving British medical students, in order to accLuire the 
necessary physiological knowledge, abroad. The mere stoppage of Vivisection in our 
mescal schools will only tend to promote its practice in those of other countries; 
^d that imder no limitations imposed by humanity. Perhaps, therefore, the Anti- 
Vivisectionists will perceive it to be advisable that ai^ enactment for the suppression 
of experiments on living animals in the United Kingdom should, in order that it may 
not operate to increase instead of the diminution of animal suffering, he accompanied 
by a rider subjecting every student of Medicine and Surgery to ^an interdict e<iuiyalent 
to the writ Me exeat regno. 

ArcliSBologists at Work. 

The Rev. Canon Gheenwell, E.R.S., and the Rev. Waiter Money, E.S.A., of 
Newbury, are reported to have been exploring certain of the numerous Celtic grave- 
mounds in North Wiltshire, one of which they opened last week, and discovered in it 
human skeletons, animals’ bonesj a pot, a hone pin, a flake of flint, some heads, and a 
Mnd of scraper. _ Success to the interesting researches in which the reverend and learned 
Gentlemen are still engaged. Their labours deserve every encouragement ; and although 
they are Antiijuaries, and not Costermongers, it may not be improper to say to those 
assiduous examiners of ancient British tumuH, “ Go on with your Barrow ! ” 


A DKEAM OF QUEEE WOMEN. 

{With Apologies to the Poet-Laureate,) 

1 READ, before mine eyelids dropt their shade. 

The last romance from Mudie’s, lately writ 
By one who is considered— in the trade— 

The flower of female wit. 

Miss Blank, the famous writer, whose wild wa; 

Of fiction-weaving was the first to fill 
The startled times of good Victoria 

With ghosts which haunt them stiU. 

And for awhile I tumbled on my bed, 

Her Art from slumber held me, as strong gales 
Hold driven birds from lighting, and my head 
Chock-full of her strange tales, 

Charged both mine eyes with horror. Her black 
hand 

Haunted my thoughts, and everywhere I saw 
Beauty and Murder walking hand-in-hand, 
Dogged by smart limbs of law. 

At last methought that I had wandered far 
Into some ILmbo, wild, inane, obscure, 

Where all things seemed to jostle, grumble, jar, 
And nought seemed straight or sure. 

There was no freshness in the heavy air, 

Nor any natural sound of speech or song, 

The smell of patchouli reigned everywhere, 

An odour stale yet strong. 

And from within me something seemed to say, 

“ Be careful ! This is an unhealthy clime. 
Pass quickly through; you will not wish to stay 
For any length of time.” 

At last I saw a Lady within call, 

Stiffer than stiffest marble, standing there ; 

A daughter of the giants, strangely tail, 

And sulphurously fair. 

Her hideousness with horror and surprise 
Tied up my tongue. She, turning on my face 
The lamp-like lustre of her goggle-eyes, 

Spoke hoarsely in her place : — 

“ I ’m an Art-Beauty ! Do not ask my name, 

1 have so many ! ’ ’ (Here she heaved a sigh. ) 
“ The supersensuous critics sound my fame, 

I ’m sure I can’t teU why.” 

“ I marvel, too, the fact I won’t conceal, 

I answered free, and, turning, made appeal 
To one who stood beside. 

But she, with sour and spleenful looks averse, 
To her lank height her bony body draws. 

“ My sex/’ she said, is blighted by the curse 
Of harsh man-fashioned laws. 

“ I am out off from hope of that fair place 
St. Stephen’s bight, where men our shackles 
; frame, 

I With issues that involve our deep disgrace 
’ And their eternal shame. 

“ Yet I can speak— I do so now and then — 

' For of the shrieking sisterhood am I, 

■ And still the bearded monsters, ruthless men, 

J The franchise dare deny.” 

L Whereto that other with a scornful brow 
; “I’d put my dagger-edge to mine own throat 
Could I not fool and rule fond man somehow, 
Without a stupid Vote ! ” 

Her hitter words flashed through the silenee 
. drear * 

Methought ‘ * Can an Art-Beauty be a shrew ? ” 
; Sudden I heard a voice that cried, ‘ ‘ Come here ! 
J I want to look at you.” 

L I, turning^ saw, curled in an easy chair, 

■ One sittmg well wrapped up, as if from cold, 
Her cheeks were peachy, and her fluffy hair 

Was of the tawny gold. 
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Ske, flasking fortk a Ciree-smile, began : — 

“ I murdered men for fun — ^it was my trade ; 

But ok, ’tis long since I kave slain a man. 

Once, pantker-like, I played 

“ Witk many kusbands, and tken sked tkeir blood, 
But life in this dim place is vastly slow ; 

I kave no men to murder in my mood — 

Tkat makes my only woe ! 

“ Tke men, my lovers, kow tkey bowed tkeir necks 
’iSTeatk tke neat boots wkerewitk my feet were skod I 
I witcked tkem, and tke sturdiest of tke sex 
Were vassals to my nod. 

“ At last tke sly detective tracked me down ; 

I tried to coax him^ but tke brute was cold. 

Tkey found tke last poor fool I tried to drown, 

And for tke rest — ^bekold ! ” 

Witk tkat ske tore ker robe apart, and kalf 
Tke poksked ivory of ker skoulders grand 
Laid bare. Tkereto ske pointed witk a laugk, 
Skewing tke convict’s brand. 

^ ^ 

Losing ker laugkter, I stood drowsily 
As dotk a slavey witk fatig^ue kalf dead 
"Wken lodgers’ bells are rinMg low and kigk, 

Tkougk it.is time for bed. 

“ Alas ! alas ! ” a low voice fuH of care 
Grumbled beside me ; “ turn and look on me ! 

I ’m tke enamoured girL as fast as fair, 

If wkat I was I be. 

“ Would I kad been some dowdy dull and cold 
0 me ! tkat I should ever see tke light 
Of those male optics burning, black, and bold, 

Which haunt me day and night ! 

“ I frisked and j9irted, said most rkqui things, 

Mixed tke salacious witk tke smart-profane, 

Knew all about tke kiss tkat burns and stings, 

Tke clasp tkat fires tke brain. 

“ Tken came an ugly brute, all brawn and beard, 
Witcked me with insolence I fancied grand, 

And, knowing not if most I loved or feared, 

I gave tke wretch my hand. 

“ He made me kis mere slave. My fate was just ! ” 

To whom tke Panther, Ok, you tamely fell ! 

You should kave chloroformed tke clown, and thrust 
His carcase down a weU.” 

Witk tkat smart speech, sheer horror’s creeping tkriU, 
Cold at my heart, dissolved tke agony 
Of nightmare sleep. I woke, extremely chill, 

And cramped, and muck awry. 

Morn breached tke sombre ramparts of tke dark, 

Ere I saw ker of tke agaqant glance, 

Witk mien like some Anonyma of tke Park, 

And morals fresh from France. 

Or ker who, fiouting love as very trash. 

And holding life’s first aim tke wedding-rmg, 
Deems not mere soft afiectioUj but hard cask 
Tke aU-important thing. 

Ho Min er labours harder from the deep 
Dark mines of coal to kew tke sooty seams, 

When market-rates rule high, than I from sleep 
To gather more suck dreams. 

Not tkat tke visions pleased ; tkey gave me pain. 

Yet might it profit men could I hut strike 
Into tkat startlmg track of dreams again ; 

But no two dreams are like. 

For me, I loathe, as annnkoly pest, 

Tke Women worshipped in these latter years, 

Witk loathing tkat can hardly be exprest, 

By shudders, groans, or tears. 

Because these Creatures of Sensation- Art, 

Failing in all tkat ’s natural, wholesome, sweet, 
Sicken the fancy and oppress the heart 
Witk weariness complete. 



HAPPY GO LUCKY 

Tmwrous Passenger. That Wheel sounded Cracked to me, Porter ! ” 

Porter. ‘‘It is, Sorr. But eaix, oi think she’ll get as far as Dublin !i” 

TRAVELLERS^ PHRASES. 

(to be translated from the ENGLISH.) 

On Landing on Foreign Soil. 

Which is tke way to tke most English hotel ? I 

Why must I pay duty on my tea, my cofiee, my cigars, and my other knndred 
comforts of EngKsk manufacture ? 

Do you not know tkat an Englishman cannot travel without tkem ? 

In spite of my excfeUent accent, my camp-stool, my knudle of rugs, sticks, 
and umbrellas, and my Murray^ kave you not guessed tkat I am an En^skman ? 

On reaching a JECotel. 

Can I have tea, eggs, bacon, toast, and a rumpsteak ? 

Which is tke way to tke EngUsk Ckurok, tke English Library, and tke English 
Doctor ? , . -r . 

No, I wiR not take any of tke wine of tke country. I prefer Bass’s 
Pale Ale. 

WiU you get me some soap, and a large tub r 

Soap is a sort of hard lara for cleansing tke face and hands. 

I am not at aU surprised to find tkat you have never seen it. You will be 
able to get some at tke English okemist’s. 

When Sight-Seeing. 

This cathedral cannot be compared for a moment to Westminster Abbey. j 

This lake is far inferior to tke Serpentine. . , , , . 

This collection must not be mentioned in tke same week with tke glories of i 
tke British Museum. , ' | 

I do not think muck of this theatre. 

It appears to me tkat the music of this Opera is very fourth-rate. ^ 

These people in size and character are vastly inferior to tke lowest stratum of 
our population. .j,-. i . 

How very absurd I There is nothing we can see here to compare with wkat 
we kave left at home. 

On reaching on^s Destination. 

At last ! And now, tkat we kave got to our journey’s end, let us make haste 
and get home again ! 
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CIRCULAR NOTES. 

[Bt/ Our Jotter*) 

U 



„ Adam and Ms 
Constituents” was 
the heading of a 
pdta^ph in the Daily Tele- 
graph* 1 don’t suppose that 
llAn'rtTiN' would he reckoned 
among the constituents of our 
Mr. Adam. 


The Whitehall Beniew has 
published two lists — ^unneces- 
sary, and professedly most 
incomplete — of “Home’s Con- 
verts.’^ I am at least glad to 
s^e the word “Converts” 
used. “ Pervert ” is design- 
edly malicious and ilHteral : 
“’vert” is vulgar. There 
are some who object to aU 
three. For the benefit of this 
class of kindly-disposed per- 
sons, I would propose the use 
of the word “ Hevert.” Pro- 
testants of the nineteenth 
century, in the free exercise 
of their private judgment, 
conscientiotlsly renouncing 
the religion of their fathers, 
only revert to that of their 
great-great-greatest ^and- 
f athers in the sixteenth cen- 
tury. And, in wst oases, the Hevertslhaye suffered serious reverses 
ia*conse(iuence of thfeiriHeyersion, 

Mr. CHARtES ‘WtroHAt, of the Criterion^ Theatre, as a grateM 
tiihute to the success of the well-known pieO^ still mailing, 'Mil 
henceforth date everything frcJih Anno Dominoe* 

Shakspeaee evidently imagined steam locomotion as existing 
between Sicilia and Bohemia in most remote times ; — vide Winter^ s 
Tale (as Mr. Chattbrton would say just now), Act Y. Sc. 1, where, 
when a Gentleman of the Court — ^not Mr. J ohn Hare, though that ’s 
a neat designation for the Manager in Sloane Square— announces 
the arrival of Florizel and Berdita^ the King observes — 

“’Tis not a yisitation” — 
meaning that Florizel was not an Archbishop — 

“ ’Tis not a yisitation framed, but forced 
By need and accident.” 

The word “accident” suggests the anxious question that imme- 
diately follows — 

“mat train?” 

But to tMs the Gentleman of the Court does not make a fitting 
reply. He does not refer His Majesty to Bradshaw, or a local time- 
table. But, after all, it was only one of WHiLIAm’s flashes of inspi- 
ration— just like him. 

The Eeverend Mr. Eterard, of Wolverhampton, who, at the 
Church Congress last week, as the Bishop of Manchester observed, 
“Q,uite took Ms breath away by Ms fierce denunciation of the 
Stage,” must be written down as a Heddy — a conscientious Heddy 
probab^, but none the less a Heddy “ for a’ that.” Mr. Eterard — 
or Mr. Ever-soeT, as he might more correctly he oaUed, if judged 
by the quality of so much brain as he may happen to possess— has 
many opportunities at Wolverhampton for seeing some excellent 
acting ; for the Wolverhampton Theatre is rather a favourite with 
some of our London Stars — Fallen Stars, eh, Mr. Eter-soet, like 
Mr. J. L. Toole, for example ? — and some of our London Stars are 
great favourites at Wolverhampton, greater, perhaps, than even 
Mr. Evebard himself. Mr. Eterard, howeyer, knows no more of a 
Theatrical Star than the cMld in Dr. Watts’s hymn 

Tmokle, twinkle, Mister Star, 

How I wonder what you are I 

The tip-top swells of the Dramatic Profession are a considerable 
cut above Mr, Eterard, who is, probably, a very Low Churchman, 
and only in the rank ana file of “ Sonpers.” The Bishop of Man- 
chester spoke faicly well on the subject, but what a gushing goody- 
goody story that was of Ms about the Manchester T. B,. Stage 
Manager, who clasped the Bishop’s hands, and thanked Mm for 
‘ * speaking kindly to the poor Players.” Didn’t that Professional Gent 


go round the corner immediately after the performance, and have a 
fiquor np with a brother “Pro.,” and didn’t they wink at one 
another over their glasses as they drank Ms LordsMp’s jolly good 

health ? 

But, Mr. Eterard (by the way, don’t I know^ how clever Miss 
Eterard is as “poor Little Buttercup ” at the Op6ra Comique — any 
relation ?), but, Sir, while you and t ’others of the Cloth— not Broad 
Cloth, hut narrow, I mean — enjoy freedom of speech and hherty for 
all so^s of opinions, the Stage has a strict Censor Morum, 

A High Cockidorura, i 

Chief Censor Mor%m%, 

—(not a “'censer ” as used by Eitualists, whom you very likely con- 
found, and worse than confound, with Theatrical people generally) — 
who won’t allow anything wrong or rude, and who has just refused 
Ms licence to a very risky French piece called Niniche, for whom 
one of the Brothers Eowe had provided an English dress with the 
very properest sldrts. 

So that ’s a finish 
For poor little JJiniche, 

Yes, Anglicised, Niniche does rhyme with finish; ask Mr. Eowe. By 
the way, I don’t know which Eowe it was, whether Hard Eowe or 
Soft Eowe, or First Eowe, or Second Eowe ; hut, anyhow, in answer 
to Ms tonching appeal, the Licenser only waved his hand, and said, 
with senatorial dignity, “ Back, Eowe I ” Back Eowe smiled sadly 
and replied, that he would adapt himself — ^to the peculiar circum- 
stances. The deputation of One then withdrew. ^ “Eehellion’s 
dead ! ” exclaimed the Licenser with King Arthur in Tom Thumb ^ 

“ and now we ’ll go to breakfast ! ” For the motto of the Theatrical 
Licensing Department in the Lord Chamberlain’s Ofiice must ever be 

‘ ‘ Piece with honour.” 

A propos of mottoes, in a shop-window in Hanway Street there is 
tMs announcement: — “Blind Unions in aE Colours.” I do not 
profess to elucidate its technical meaning, hut what a motto it would 
be for a combination of essentially opposite parties in a political 
crisis ! 

"What wOl the Gaiety Christmas Extravaganza he ? Probably, 
Aladdin and the Electrician ; or, New Lamps for Old Ones, The 
oast to be suppEed by J. Holltnoshbad’s Laughing-Gas Company. 

Mr. Gladstone has recently been telling the Manxmen that he is 
going to retire into private life. He has said something like tMs 
before. If “Men of Manx” is synonymous with Manxmen, then 
W. E. G., here is a couplet “ to he said or sung ” 

Henceforth. I beg to state, good men of Manx, 

All invitations I decline with thanks. 


FAYOUEITE FLOWEES, ETC. 

Hot long ago it was revealed to the world that Eousseah’s favourite 
flower was the Periwinkle. It may be valuable to the contemporary 
observer, and precious to the future historian, to possess a record of 
some other flowers, and in one or two instances— where the informa- 
tion could be obtained without trespassing too far on domestic 
privacy-rof fruits and vegetables also,^ understood to be favourites 
with distinguished persons of our own time and country : — 

Prince of Wales— Prince’s Feather. 

Princess of Wales — ^Eyebright and Hone-so-Pretty. 

Duke of Cambridoe— B ugle. 

Brown and Polson— C ornflower. 

The Lord Mayor — ^London Pride. 

The Primate — Canterbury Bells. 

Mr. Macronochie— M onkshood. 

Earl of Beaconseibld — ^Laurels and Cypress. 

Chancellor of the Exchequer— T hrift. 

First Lord of the Admiralty— Sea kale and Docks. 

Mr. Gladstone— Sweet William. 

Sir A. H. Layard — Turk’s Cap, 

Sir Garnet Wolseley— S peedwell. 

Earl of Eosebery— M arigold. 

Baroness Btjrdett Cotttts— A ngeHea. 

Mrs. Langtry— Honsuoh. 

Governor of the Bank of England— S tocks. 

Mr. Carlyle— S age. 

Mr. John Etjskin — Jonquil. 

Mr. Thoms — Cent (a) u^. 

Mr. H. M. Stanley — ^Traveller’s Joy. 

Messrs. Bxggar and Parnell — Ho authentic information has 
reached us as to the favourite flowers of these two promiuent Mem- 
bers of Parliament, but it deserves to be recorded, if only as .a sin- 
gular ooincidencej that both of them like nothing so weE as a Medlar. 

The Eoyal Marines — ^W ater Soldiers.^ 

The Genuine Briton — ^Lords and Ladies. 

Mr. PiTNCH— Everlasting. 


iTS" To CoBBii.£>roxnsxTs.-~77.c does not hold hioiself bound to achiowUHgSt return* or pay for Contributions. In no ccwft crtn time be returned unless accompanied by a 

Siam fled and directed mvelcjoe. Copies should he hept. 
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MEECY BY THE MEESEY. 

[MAjNCHEster.— Mr. Eatner'Wood, a Magistrate, residing 
at Singleton Lodge, Singleton Brook, prosecuted two Sisters of 
Mercy for begging. These Sisters support a large number of 
aged and infirm poor at Plymouth drove and Cheetham Hill. 
The ease was at onee dismissed, the Bench regretting that 
Mr. Wood should have acted in this manner . — Daily Tele- 
graph, Oct, 7.] 

There is a Mr. Eatneb "Wood, 

A Magistrate, be it xiiLderstood, 

Of Singleton Lodge, near Singleton Brook, 

Who on himself as Magistrate took 
To arrest two Sisters of Mercy- 
Two Little Sisters of the Poor, 

Who beg about from door to door, 

And with their pensioners try to live 
On scraps of food that the rich, may give, 

These geninne Sisters of Mercy, 

But Mister Wood, with his heart of stone, 

Would not give them so much as a bone’; 

But had the Sisters locked up all night * 

As Beggars ! Pancy their wretched plight. 

These Angels of Mercy W as Mister W ooD right ? 

Mo ! Yery much mce versy. 

And so, next morning, he was told 
By a brother Magistrate, honest and bold, 

Who, indignantly, the case dismissed, 

When I hope Mr, Wood was loudly hissed— 

Be he tall, or short, or pur^, 

This Wood not British Oak, I guess, 

“ Laying hands on females in distress ! ” 

The worst I wish him— when near his end — 

To ease his anguish, and to attend 
On his couch of pain, may Lis Grood Angel send 
These very two Sisters of Mercy ! 


DEGENERATE TIMES. 

First Dragoon, “Awtjllt fine Girl, that ! 

Second Dragoon. ‘‘^Sa^as — but hasn’t got a Word to .sat bob herself. 
Asked her ip she wasn’t awf’llt fond of Hunting? Said she’d never 
BEEN ON A Horse in her life I How, what ’s a Feller to sat after 
THAT ? Can’t make out what Girls do talk about in these Dats^» ” 


Pleasantries of a Primus. 

Punch often finds competitors where he did not 
expect them. But of all unlikely places to look for a 
rival he would have named the meetmg of the Repre- 
sentative Church Council of the Episcopal Church of 
Scotland. It was held in the Hiimaird Hall on the 9th 
inst. Judge his surprise when he foirnd the venerable 
Primus of that highly decorous Church thus disporting 
himself : — 

“ The Primus proposed that the next annual meeting be held 
at Inverness, and he undertook to say that they would receive a 
right Highland welcome. Perhaps the laity might feel them- 
selves disposed to come in Hightod costume — {lmghter)’—m^ 
if so they might rely upon it there would be no visible breaches 
amongst them. {Or eat laughter 


THE PLEASUEES OE POEEIGN TEATEL. 

The pleasure of feeling that you have left all the bores of your 
Club behind for an indefimte time. 

The pleasure of knowing that you need not attend to “little 
accounts ” when they follow you to France, Switzerland, or Italy, 

The pleasure of escaping the fogs of London, the winds of Brighton, 
and the drainage of Ramsgate. 

The pleasure of knowing that all news of an exciting character 
win reach you some days late ; and if the Funds have gone down, 
that they may have gone np again by the time you receive the un- 
welcome intelligence. 

The pleasure of fibading it unnecessary to condole with Jones upon 
the fauure of his last comedy, or to congratulate Smith upon the 
success of his latest novel. 

The pleasure of not having to wear a tail-coat and white necktie 
more than once a week on the average. 

The pleasure of having one’s French understood by a weH-fee’d 
and, consequently, obsequious foreign waiter. 

The pleasure of traveiliug in comfort, and lunching* en route on 
something more palatable than sawdust sandwiches and turpentine- 
flavoured sherry. 

The pleasure of buying and reading all' the best novels and works 
of travel at about on^ shillin g and sixpence a volume. 

The pleasure of compari 
■wit] „ « „ 

The pleasure of meeting an EngKsbman oh the summit of an out- 
of-the-way mountain, and then and there discussing with him the 
rates of house-rent in Brompton, 'and •other interesting matters of a 
domestic character. 


The delight, after an ahstinence of some weeks, of a pint of 
draught porter from the pewter, and a cut ofE a roast sirloin. 

The preasure of knowing that you are packing up your port- 
manteau for the last time, and paymg your last hotel bill. 

And, lastly— greatest pleasure of all— the intense delight and 
relief of turning your back on foreign parts, and coming home 
agaia! 

The Saddle on the Right Horse. 

An old and true saw tells us that “Spectators see most of the 
game.” Punches sharp and respected contemporary, the Spectator, 
seems to Mm to have a clear insight into the game which the Griasgow 
Bank has been playing. That game, if play to the Bank’s Directors, 
is likely to prove death to the Shareholders. But surely the Spectator 
has got the right sow by the ear, in Ms concluding paragraph 


signal j 


To be followed, Dunch would add, by condign punishment in cases 
where rascality and recklessness are brought home to the peccant 
parties who have abused their opportunities as Directors to the ruin 
of them Shareholders. At all events, the change would be one from 
the wrong to the right direction. ' 


aiJITE UNINTENTIONAL. 


A Passenger between ‘V^eh Street and Holywell Street, inquiring 
Ms way, aske'd WMch is 'Wych P 
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ON THE LINE. 

{With itfr, Punches lest wishes to the Amalgamated Society of 
Railway Servants^) 

Me* Ptjitoh: was dozing on the hanks of a river, enjoying the 
welcome warmth of the latter-siunmer. As he gazed upon the 
running water, it seemed to change to a railway-track, and he saw 
a pair of iron rails appearing from a double row of sand-covered 
sleep^s* hTear the track stood a well-fed, rosy-cheeked labourer 
cheerfully employed upon Ms toil of plate-laying. Mr, Runoh was 
surprised to notice Ms perfect contentment, until now plate-laying 
had always been accompanied by apprehension. 

“ You have no fear of any passing train, my friend ? ” said Mr, 
Runch* 


“ Kot I, master,” returned the workman, with a careless wMstle. | 
“ You see, since the new law came in, the Engine-drivers daren’t run 
over me. If they did, they would have to answer for it.” 

Leaving the Plate-layer, Mr, PwncA walked on until he came to 
the train stopping in a siding. The Engine-driver was calmly smoking 
a pipe. 

“ All right ? ” (Questioned Mr, Punch, 

“ Quite right. Sir,” replied the Engine-driver. ‘ * If anything goes 
wrong, so long as I obey the Guard, I am on the safe side of Ihe 
road. If anytMng happens to me, and my mate through his o^e- 
lessness, why our widows can proceed (as the lawyers call it) against 
him for damages.” 

“How do you like that?” asked Mr, Punch, as the Guard 
approached Hm. 
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MEDICAL REMUNERATION. 


Doctor, **UAt ! Most insolent!’’ {To his Wife.) “Listen to this, mt Dear.” (Beads letter aloud.) “ ‘Sir, — I enclose a 
P. 0. Order foe Thirteen Shillings and Sixpence, hopino it will do you as little Good as your two very small Bottles 
OF “Physio” did me.’” 


“Yeiw well, Sir,” replied the man with the belt. “Personal 
responsibihty won’t hurt any of us so long as we do our duty, I 
feel much more comfortable now that I know I have a remedy against 
the Signalman if I come to grief through his culpable carelessness,” 

And Mr, Bunch walked on until he reached a box full of tele- 
graph-discs. A lively, bright-eyed official was in charge, 

suppose you have just come on duty ? ” hinted Mr, Bunch, 

“ Just going off, you mean, Sir,” replied the Signalman, cheerily. 
“ Yes, Sir ; since the new Act ’s become law, we have a fair amount 
of sleep and work.” 

“Dear me!. Why?” 

“ Because the Station-master is directly responsible to us, Sir. If 
we make any mistake through over- work, we can look to him. But 
pardon me, Sir, I have to attend to my discs. A train is just due, 
and here it comes, exact to a minute.” 

“ You keep punctual time ? ” 

“ We are obliged, Sir, since we are all directly responsible.” 

Mr, Bunch, well pleased with what he had seen and heard, walked 
on to the Station. He found its Master smiling. 

“ Everything right ? ” 

“ Everythingj thank you. Sir. Now that we have direct personal 
responsibility, it ’s perfectly wonderful how smoothly everything 
goes.” 

“ No accidents, eh ?” 

“ Accidents, Sir ! Why, we have almost forgotten what they are I 
How can we have accidents, when the Traffic-manager is responsible 
to the Station-master for the proper timing of all the trains r With 
punctuality, we know where we are. Sir. Working a line now is as 
easy as A B C.” 

Suddenly Mr, Bunch found himself transported to a comfortably 
furnished office, in which an Elderly Gentleman was busily engaged 
in the direction of a numerous stajffi of emphyis, 

“ Glad to see you, Sir,” said the Elderly Gentleman, who immedi- 
ately recognised his august visitor ; “but I am sure you will pardon 
me if I give my undivided attention to the work before me. A 
very heavy responsibility sits upon me, Mr, Bunch — a very heavy 
responsibility indeed.” 


“ And you are not over- worked, Mr. Traffic-manager ? ” 

“Certainly not, Mr, Bunch, The Directors are personally 
responsible to me. If I were over-worked, they would be the 
sufferers. ' Since the new Act, no one can shirk his duties. And 
now good-bye.” 

ilfr. Bunch took the hint, and withdrew. Again suddenly he 
found himself in another room, in which a number of excited and 
portly persons were engaged in a most animated conversation. They 
rushed up to Mr, Bunch as he entered, and overpowered him with 
questions. 

“ Is the Traffic-manager looking after the trains ? ” asked one. 

“Are the Station-masters telegraphing to the Signalmen?” said 
another. 

“ Are the Guards obeying the signals ? ” cried a third. 

“ Are the Engine-drivers looking after the Plate-layers ? ” shouted 
a fourth. 

“Stop, stop!” exclaimed Afr. Bunch, “Pray tell me why are 
you so interested in these matters ? ” 

“Because,” they cried in angry unison, “we are responsible to 
everybody — ^not only to our employis, but to the PubKc, and the 
Law as well. It is shameful, scandalous, disgraceful ! ” 

“ I suppose you are ” 

“ Directors ! ” they shouted. “Fancy making Directors respon- 
sible ! ” 

“ I suppose the new Act ” 

But here Mr, Bunch was interrupted by an absolute shriek of 
rage. The noise (which turned out to be the brayiug of some 
donkeys) woke him, and he found, as he looked once more at the 
running river, that the visions he had seen were merely the shadows 
of a pleasant dream. May those shadows have coming events to 
follow tiiem ! - 


“le spectre rouge.” 

Herr Frankenstein, in the German Parliament, as spokesman 
for the Centre, proclaims opposition to the Anti- Socialist Bill. 
Naturally, Frankenstein has had enough of making monsters. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

Ai Covent Garden Promenade Concerts — The Italtan Night— 
Observations for any other Kiglit — The real AMr action A Hit 
— A Hint 

.V. S' ' ' ' I— — Tlie motion tliat 

f ^ ^.^AETBnraS^ 

; emirmnt Composer haYing 

i ' ‘ perso^Uy, and most snc- 

I ! M t 

^ the ^ 

wurdisif Classical^ Mgits 

. more yery pleasant nights, 
judmghy the appearance 
sitti^^ and prome- 

Italian M^t.’'* ^I* selected 
^ — ’" ^ the Italian Night hecanse 

what can he more heauti- 
fnl than an Italian night ? At this time of year I helieye the 
Italian nights are at their best. And then what a real treat in mid- 
October, in mid-London, in onr yery nn-Italian climate, to be able 
to enjoy a genuine Italian night I 

** Como gentilP^ I hummed to myself. 1 always hum to myself, 
first, because I like an appreciatiye audience ; and, secondly, because 
I haye heard myself called a “ hummerist,’’ and, of course, one likes 
to keep up the character. These refiections are appropriate in the 
neighbourhood of Coyent Garden as I pass the old ‘‘ Hummuns,” i 
celebrated for its Humming Ale. 

But to return— -dw Jiwiere, 

A change has come oyer the arrangements. The position of the 
Chair has been altered. Mr. SuxirvAR- used to sit wnh Ms back to 
the audience. Eyeryone understood why. Isn’t he the composer of 

Looking Back^^ ^ And his taking up that position must haye 
sent up the sale of that popular song some millions. 

Bnt Mons. RivikEtE — ^who is hoth a 3£ons and a JR/ivih'e — takes 
another yiew of the situation— a :front yiew. He faces the audience. 
Occasionally he descends from Ms throne, to conduct the Orchestra 
from a place near the piano then he remounts — ^the Mons re- 
mounted — ^to Ms seat in the midst of Ms army of performers, so as 
to keep an eye on the Military and the Ladies of the Chorus in the 
back rows : the Ladies bemg a new feature — and some yery pretty 
features, too— in the programme. 

First there was the Overture to Habucodonosor^^ — generally 
abbreviated, by Ms personal friends, to “ Habucof I know the 
Overture, but not the Opera. I suppose the Second Act, if it follows 
the story, is entirely pastoral. I don’t tMnk you can gather much 
of the plot — ^the grass-plot in the case of poor Habuco — ^foom the 
Oyertxye. I suppose, by the way, that Nahucodonosor is the Ne~ \ 
buchadnezmr with whom “ every schoolboy” is well acauainted at a 
ye^ early age ? ^ i 

Gme next item of importance was a Yioloncello Solo by M. Yajs" 
Bieiue, who came on first, as the “ Yan,” while Mr, Lestpsat Slopes 
brought up the rear, and accompanied the Fiddling Dutchman on 
me piano. The audience were immensely pleased with M. Yan- 
Boi^, the Double Dutchman, or the Double-Bass Dutchman. 

I do like Iii30)SAT Slopes as an accompanyist. He seems so 
pleased at b^g asked. He comes on to the platform with an air of 
as u he had oMy just arrived to make a friendly call on Mons. 
itrvxEEE, who had ^ddemy jumped up, and said, “ My dear Slopes, 
now you are here. play p an accompaniment.” And the amiable 
Mi% SxoPEE, nnable to mfuse, had there and then consented, an d 
had been at once mtrqdped to Mr. Yan Bibne, or Signo Usio, or 
wpever the soloist irnght he, had said some pleasant and poiite 
togs to Mm, asked how all the little Yans were at home— Y ajn 
J om Ya^ Tsuhp, YAJsr-Esp, &e.— and, on Mons. RrvihsE lookiug 
at Ms watch, had courteonsly bowed to the Musical Hollander, and 
had apompamed Mm — on the platform, and on the piano, i 

Madame LEM^s-toEsnsr^^ of ‘^Bythe Margin of\ 

fair mnch s Waters ” awoke the echoes of applause, and an encore ; 


could not be demed. They would have it— but they because 

when Madame Lemmens-Shessin&ton did return, she in effect said, 

“ I cannot sing the old Song,’^ and sang, instead, ‘‘ Love was once a 
little Boy^^ with wMeh the audience were equally pleased. 

They were MgMy delighted, too, with Madame Jenny Peatt’s 
‘‘ The Love who sailed away ” ; and tMs lady too, being encored, 
sang something else, 

I retired after the Betit Due had been performed, with wMch— 
the music itself, not its execution— I confess I was disappointed. 
All the Petites Ducks of the Ladies’ Chorus joiued in, and the music 
lesson was the best thing of tMs selection. 

The Mst time these young Ladies rose from their seats was to join, 
with much devotion, in the prayer from Mosi in JEgittOe A profane 
person, without appreciation of anything above the level of a Music- 
Hall ditty, wanted to know if the present popular lyrio^ “ Where was 
Moses when the light went out ? ” was taken from tMs Opera. He 
was at once, and properly, rebuked and instructed, by being informed 
that the yery title of the Opera was an answer to the question, 
“Where was Moses when the light went out?” Where? “ Jw l 
JEgittoP I 

What cMefiy interested me during the Concert, from the time of , 
the arrival of the Milit ary Band, was the conduct of one of its mem- j 
hers, who had been hampered with such a gigantic wind instrument ' 
as contained sufficient brass to have made twenty brazen serpents 
for Moses and Sons of Israel, when they got into the Desert. I 

What an instrument ! It went round and round the unhappy ' 
warrior just as you ’d twist a Scotch plaid, and as you might suppose 
would he the apparent result, if, in cold weather, a doctor had ordered 
a patient, with the smallest circulation in the world, to he fi.tted up 
with hot water pipes outside. I asked an intelligent-looking person 
what he thought was the name of this instrument of torture ? He 
replied that “7^6 thought it was a ‘ Bombardon,’ and was generally 
played by a Bombardier.” I fancy my informant was not c[uite right 
in his mind. “Bombardon” is a big name, but not big enough. 

“ Rhom-Bom-hom-bardon ” would be nearer. 

I waited nervously, anxiously, for the effect of the first blow. 
Had I {been at one of the old P. R. matches, with money on it, I 
could not have been more excited. I regarded it as a contest 
between the Bombardier and the Bombardon. The Bombardier I 
knew would give the first blow to the Bombardon— hut with what 
result ? What would the Bombardon do to him, in return ? I anti- 
cipated a thunderous blast, a hurricane, a gale wnich would send poor 
Bombardier head over heels, twirling in the air oyer the back rail, 
and down among the refreshment-tables. 

Dare he give that Bombardon a blow ? that was the 9 [uestion. I 
watched Mm closely during the selection fromXa Traviata. There 
were plenty of openings for a blow, but he didn’t come up to the 
scratch. Several times I saw him prepare : once to make ready, 
twice to prepare— then he licked Ms Bps, as though he relished the 


Presently I heard a deep bass note ; very deep, very basso, molto 
profondo, I turned, expecting to see the Bombardier doing it 
gently. No : he was doing it gently — ^but he was doing nothing at 
aU, nothing whatever. He was looking about admiringly, and 
utterly ignoring the presence of the Bombardon wMeh was coiled 
round Ms body. 

The basso prof ondo note came from a quiet-looking gentleman in 
the centre of the orchestra, provided with an instrument that hadn’t 
got a quarter of the BomhardoMs advantages. 

Whether the Bombardon was annoyed at tMs it is impossible to 
say, hut I fancy the wily Brazen Serpent must have given the Bom- 
bardier a squeeze round the ribs, as the next minute I saw Mtn 
struggling with it. trymg to untwist it, wriggling to get his head out 
of its clutches, and so to emancipate Mmseli from its fatal embrace. 

It was the Laoooon with the Serpent, without the two young 
people ; hut, a less unhappy coon than Laocoon, he showed Mmsefi 
a Hercules, for presently the Bombardon lay helpless by Ms side, 
and the Bombardier breathed again freely, victoriously. 

But play it he never did — ^I mean not when I was looking. Was 
it a Dummy ? If so, it was a Double-Dummy. And let Mens, RrviiiBE 
take my advice, and not lose the opportunity for advertising such a 
trump card as tMs in Ms pack : — 

“Solo on the Great Double-Dummy every evening by the Bom- 
bardier in full uniform. Exciting Struggle ! ‘ Blow tor Blow ’ 1 1 
Yictory of the British Arms ! ! ! ” 

Iffien a song, composed expressly to the air How on, thou Qon^ 
dolier J ” cominencing 

“ Blow on, thou Bombardier I 

WMeh, needless to say, after this publicity, would draw aH London 
^d all the Country. 0 RiyiksE, there is a current in the affairs of 
Concerts, wMeh, if taken advantage of, leads on to fortune. Go on 
and prosper, bxtt don’t forget the Bombardier. 

_ s-^d leaving, I was glad to see the energetic and polit© 
Mr. Blayes in the foyer of Covent Garden. Such a bouquet in his 
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bnttoa-hole ! You don’t gather such dowers as those on all haies, 
Mr. JoHNT Hoilengshead should send round his electric light to 
Covent Grarden : they would want something extra brilliant when 
there ’s a Haze in front, were it not that there is nothing foggy, but 
just the reverse, about this Mister, not misty, BLates. 

I, as Your^ Eepresentative, have very fair ground for complaint 
about a certain misleading advertisement ; and, after this warning, 
I do hope that the G-entleman, who, having tahen his degree of M.A. 
(Advertisement Manager) on the JD, T,, has erred this once, may be 
(oh !) from repeating the mistake. There may be twenty 
other papers doing the same, but I select the Largest Circulation, as 
one Representative should instinctively pick out another Representa- 
tive. What’s the indictment? Xe void! (“Here it is!” — I 
translate, in respectful imitation of Mr. GtEohgb A. Saxa — ^new 
style — ^who has lately taken to giving us in brackets “the English 
of it” in his capital letters — and they are Capital Letters — ^headed 
‘ Paris after the FeaceP) At the end of the string of London 
theatrical advertisements in the D. Y., the Provincial Theatres are 
beginning to afficher (“advertise”) themselves; and so the first 
after theTietoria Theatre is the Theatre Royal, Brighton. There is 
no objection to this ; Brighton is a suburb of the Metropolis in the 
S. G.j u e., South Coast District; and then come the announcements 
made by the travelling Stars : Mr. Lrvin'-g with his Fells at Man- 
chester ; Miss Bateman and Mary Warner at Swansea ; Mr. J. L. 
Toole as A Fool and his Money ^ at Liverpool ; or, as he might put 
it in rhyme— no extra charge— 

“ Mr. Toole 
Plays ‘ The Pool 
And bis Money’ at Liverpool.” 

Then Mr, Baert SuLirvAN at “ all the principal cities of the Empire 
to foUow ” — ^which advertisement must have been written hy a waiter 
at a grill-room, who couldn’t get “ to follow ” out of bis head; then 
Mr. Arthur G-Arneh’s Company at Bristol, with the Play of Stolen 
Kisses, or the Feward of Meritt ; then Mrs. Bitter Beere (I beg 
her pardon, I mean Mrs. Bernard Beere) at Bradford, who gives 
us a very full advertisement, to “ chronicle small Beere ; ” and then 
Miss (xAlNSBOROurGH at Bolton (is this a real G-ainshorough ?) ; and 
then I come ^on three consecutive advertisements of the Canterbury 
Theatre of Varieties, setting forth how Miss Kelly Power and 
MUe. Bartoletti “excite tumultuous applause;” howihe Snow- 
baR Ballet is supported by a corps de Snowhallets ; and how Kapo- 
LEON, Wellington, Stanley (the Dean, or the African E^lorer ?), 
Sir G-arnet WoLSELEY, Beaconsfield (why not “ Lord” B^eacons- 
FEELD, if Sir G-arnet has his title ?) are impersonated by Messrs. 
Russell, Grover, and Ottley in a musical sketch. Sow, Sir, 
what did I say, and naturally, at once? Why, let me have a 
London, Chatham and Dover return ; let me be there (at Canterbury) 
to-day, and here chez moi (“at home”) to-morrow, and I can see 
the Cathedral, hear the Anthem in the afternoon, diue at the “ Old 
Canterbury Pfigrims’ Inn,” and enjoy the show at the (lanterhury 
Theatre of Varieties, which till now 1 had thought was only opened 
to “ Old Stagers ” in the “ Canterbury Week.” Did I not at once 
m^e up a party to do this? Wasn’t everything ready for a pil- 
grimage to the Canterbury Theatre ? Amd wouldn’t we aR have 
gone there express, and been most fearfuRy and wonderfully sold, 
but for the happy thought of someone who suggested, “ Telegraph to 
the Manager for tieketsF What was the reply? “Theatre 
closed.” 

Suddenly one of the partj^ quite an inspired person,^ Rfted up his 
voice, and observed, that the Canterbury Theatre of Varieties must be 
the place with the SRding Roof, where Flevna used to he performed. 
Then we aR exclaimed, in chorus, “ Why place that London adver- 
tisement so as to make it part and parcel of the Provincial Theatrical 
Advertisements, and thus mislead guReless youth ? ” 

We paused for a reply. Kone came, and we separated. We did 
not go and sit under the SRdiag Roof ; but what we did do you wiR 
probably hear anon from 

Your Representative. 


‘‘The Fiasco of Cyprus.” 

{See Archibald Forbes’s Article in the ^^Nimtemth Century P') 

When Forres, stout Special, his recital 
Of blunder thus baptises, 

As to the meaning of the title 
Perhaps, some doubt arises. 

Fiasco ’s Italian for “ bottle,” 

But “ muR ” means metaphoricaUy ; 

Why ?— it would puzzle Amstotlb 
To answer categoricaRy. 

But Cyprus wiae, or Cyprus mull, 

Cost, fever, and the rest of it,* 

There ’s only one course for John’^Bule,— 

To gulp, and make the best of it. 


CIRCULAR NOTES- 

{By our JoUer,) 

S OME papers are giving 
puzzles in French 
Grammar. ExceRent 
practice. At a “ French 
Bee,” the other evening, I 
asked what was the French 
for the fiower caRed 
“ Sweet William.” A dis- 
tinguished Professor, whose 
articles in the Athenaeum 
have attracted the atten- 
tion of most of the Euro- 
pean savants (someone 
translated this “soaps,” 
hut didn’t get a prize), 
held up his hand, and de- 
manded the parole, which 
was instantly accorded. 

“ The French for ‘ Sweet 
WiRiamf” said that 
learned Professor, “ is un- 
doubtedly ‘ Billy dowc’ ” 
He was Enighted on the 
spot. If any would-be- 
Iniighted inquirer asks, 
“ On what spot ? ” I shaR 
only reply that this must 
remain a mystery, for, as 
any hiUiard-player wiR inform you, the spot can never be plain. 

Are these correct ? If not, why not ? 

He Rved in the Isle of Wight. — II a vecu dans Vhuile "blanche. 

He drove a h^ many miles with his bat. — Avec son bdtiment il 
faisait se conduire un bal pour m^nm milles. 

The dog wagged his tail. — Le chien vagua sa taille. 

Is the foRowing a good translation of the French ? — 

II alia deux journSes presgue d tdtons, — He aRayed (his hunger) 
for two days almost (entirely) by eating ’taters. 

Given : to express “ The Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress.” 

How ’s this ?— Zc Maire et La Mere, 

Is this aR regular : — Fai une hoite particuliere d V Opira ce sozr f 
Oh yes, you’re quite correct ; 

Say it to someone, and try the effect. 



Miss Kate Santley has done her very best to get a Rcencej for 
Niniche, PersonaRy, I wish she may get it, and, perhaps, shefyet 
may. Here ’s a song arranged as a duett for the Lord Chamberlain 
and the Licenser : — 

(Aie — “ Sweet Kitty Clover,”) 

Stoet Kitty Santley she bothers me so, 

Oh, oh, oh, oh, 

Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 

She asks for a Roence — ^An ! must we say “ Ko ” ? 

Oh, oh, oh, oh! 

OhoJ 

Solo— L icenser, 

She comes in the morning as certain as fate, 

She tries to induce me to talk tete-d-tete ; 

But, no — ^I am not to be caught— si lete — 

K(l no, no, 

Ko, no ! 


Both together dancing). 

Sweet Kitty Santley she bothers us so. 

Oh, oh, oh, oh, 

Oh, oh, oh, oh! 

To such pretty pleading how can we say “ Ko ” ? 

Ko, no, no, no, 

Ko, no ! \Fxeunt licensing. 


Epitaph, on the Argyll Booms. 

[On Friday last the Magistrates refused Mr. Bignell his licence for the 
Argyll Booms.] 

Ding, Dong, BeR ! 

What do you teR ? 

The Argyll is dead ! 

The.Beaks have said.'’**^W®^ 

So over its grave let us ring a Big Knell, 




A TRUE ARTIST. 

Mamma ito Tommy ^ who has teen allowed for a few minutes to wait at tahU)^ ** Now, Tommy, kiss me, and go to Bed.” 
Tommy {to Footman), ‘‘Do TOv ever Kiss the Missus, Charles?” 

Footman. “No, Sir!” Tommy. “ Then J won’t ! ” 


IlSELEGANT EXTRACTS. 

Mr, Bull {irritahly pushing aside a pile of papers), "Well, Mr, 
Punch, if I don’t see myself as others see me, it is not for want of 
opportunity. The process is anything but pleasant; hut, as the 
poet intimates, I suppose it is prontahle. 

Mr. Punch. That depends. 

Mr, BxdL What do you mean? 

Mr, Flinch. The utility of a mirror depends upon the accuracy of 
its reflections. “ Others ” may not always see us as we are. Hate, 
jealousy, prejudice, are media as distorting as self-love and personal 
vanity. 

3/r. Bull, Well, certainly, regarding myself as painted in the 
foreign papers, I am equally disgusted and perplexed. Whether 
the portraits all resemble me, I can’t* say ; they certainly do not re- 
semble each other, and only agree in being extremely unflattering. 
1 to be a sort of perfidious Proteus ; but my preseutatious, 

though various, are all very objeotionahle. 

Mr, Punch, I ^presuine you have been reading some of the extracts 
irom foreign prints, with which certain of our own papers have 
lately so liberally provided you. 

Mr BulL Precisely. 

Mr, Punch, Piquet reading, no doubt. But, of course, you do 
not ^ow thes^^efuHy calculated pungencies to poke you up ? 

Bull, Well I ahem 1 — ^they are deucedly unpleasant, you 

think, that adroitly selected excerpts from 
the less jndicious turades of certain of our Jingo jonmalists, would 
pleasantest readmg for a Russian, or even an Austrian, or 

Mr, Bull. Well, perhaps not. , But who sets any store hy suoh 
examples ot unauthorised outrecuidance to use one of the Jinco 


calmly judicial, enlightened, and cosmopolitan, than Mr. Bull. Is it 
not just possible that they might be taken as representative of 
British opinion, and indicative of British purpose ? 

Mr, Bull, Humph! I twig, Sir. Be te fahula, eh ? You would 
imply, that when the Golos vapours, or the Gazette blusters, it is all 
Muscovite Jingoism, and doesn’t count ? 

Mr, Punch, Not too absolute, Mr. Bull ! What I mean, is, that 
the ex pede Merculem principle is not always a safe one, and that 
selected extracts from the hot philippics of irresponsible journalists 
may not always give the accurate measure of national opinion and 
policy. 

Mr, Bull, But straws show which way the wind blows, you 
know. 

Mr , Punch, Sometimes. But, on the whole, they are perhaps 
better indices of eddies and gusts than of set drifts and determined 
currents. Ke^ your eyes open, Mr. Bull, by all means, but look 
at the facts all round, and do not pay too much attention to the 
paper pellets of angry or interested scribblers. Specimens of foreign 
impertmence are continually dished up to you with the sauce 
piquante of partisan commentT-for a purpose. ^ The British Lion 
shoifld not be stirred up by squibs. A policy guided by newspaper 
cuttmgs, or sw^ed by Inelegant Extracts, might prove but a very 
purblind one, Mr, Bull. National Prejudice has as many tongues 
as Humour. Do not let their confused babble bewilder your judg- 
ment or thwart your steady pimpose. Let the political gnats buzz 
noisily against each other ; it is for you with a calm and judicial 
glance to look beyond and above their ephemeral charivari. 


Journalist’s own phrases. 

Mr, Punch, .Neatly translated, and suggestively commended to 
e notice ox, say a foreign personage of ardent patriotism, hut less 


Comfort to Canada. 

Dry those tears, freely fl^owing— 
List trumpet and drumming !- 
If Duefebin ’ s going, 

“ The Campbells are coming. 



‘‘POOR BUFFER!” 


(DANGER SIGNALS UP. PROSPECT OE COLLISION AT THE AFGHAN JUNCTION.) 

“ ’Tis dangerous when the baser nature cornea 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites.” — Hamlet^ Act Y. Sc. ii. 
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“WHICHEVER YOU LIKE, MY IITTIB.'DEARS.” 

{A Choice of Programmes.) 



ScJENE — A Council Cha^nher in 
Whitehall. Memlers of the 
Cabinet discovered brushing 
their hats^ and chatting cheer- 
ily in the act of departwe. 

The Prime Minister {summing 
up a long strmg of pros arid cons). 
Well, tnen, Gentlemen,^ it’s set- 
tled that we settle nothing. Eh ? 
Give Lttton plenty of time, and 
let him -wire if it ’s ineonveniently 
hot ? {All laugh heartily. 


The Lord Chancellor, Capital ! 
yr ell, I ’m off to Eingussie. Good- 
bye, everybody ! \_Exit. 

The Chancellor of the Exche- 
que^. Lucky man! But I’m due 
at Balmoral, and shall have a 
shave for the Express as it is. So, 
ta, ta ! [Follows hini. 

The First Lord of the Admi- 
ralty. ’Well, I ’m off. But I wish 
this blowy weather would stop. 
If it doesn’t, we shall have j to 
bring the Calais- Douvres round 
to Portsmouth to do our OflB.cial 
tripping in. Oh! I ’m in earnest. 
B[a r ha ! ha I {Exit merrily. 


The Secretary of State for 
War. The sea aor doesn’t seem to 
hurt Smith, does it ? I wonder 
how he would look after six 
months in the salubrious W. 0. ? 
Only hope I shan’t see the inside 
of that for a month. By-bye ! 
I’m off. ^ 

{Picks up his hat and ships 
out^ whistling. 

TheRestofthe Cabinet [volubly). 
Well, good-bye everybody— we 


Scene — A Council- Chamber in 
Whitehall. Members of the 
Cabinet discovered separating 
and shaking hands in solemn 
silence. 

The Prime Minister [concluding 
a stirring peroration). 1 need 
scarcely say, Gentlemen, that by 
this resolute stroke of Imperil 
action we shall preserve unim- 
paired for remotest posterity that 
priceless heirloom of ^ honour 
which peace may cherish, but 
patriotism alone can preserve. 
{They cheer long and loudly. 

The Lord Chancellor. Amen to 
that ! [Is overcome in a corner. 

The Chancellor of the Exche- 
quer, Amen! Fear not that our 
beloved country wiU lack re- 
sources. Trust to me to provide 
the needful millions. 

The First Lord of the Admi- 
ralty. And I will undertake most 
solemnly to spend them! The 
traditions of the Armada are not 
forgotten in Whitehall, and while 
the spirit of E’elson lives here [he 
strikes his breast), it is not the sea 
that shall wreck the mighty ves- 
sel of the State ! 

{Me grasps the hand of the 
Secretary of State for 
Wav firmly. \ 

The Secretary of State for 
War. Thank you for that noble 
sentiment. You give us courage. 
I too am about to proceed to my 
post in Pall Mall. Europe shall 
ring with the feats of the^ great 
Service I represent. It is indeed 
something at such a moment, to 
be, not only a soldier, but the 
organiser of soldiers. 

{Strikes an heroic attitude. 

The Rest of the Cabinet ifn 
solemn unison). Glorious! Most 


must be off, or we shall miss our 
trains! 

[Exeunt loith a rush taking 
the wrong umbrellas. 


The Prune Minister [calling 
after them). Mind — November 
[flings himself into a chair). Weil, 
tihat’s over! Bother Afghani- 
stan. 

[Pulls the Times Supplement 
over his face, and falls 
asleep as Scene closes. 


Glorious! But as our beloved 
country enters on this moment- 
ous action under our guidance, 
let us at once to our respective 
osts, prepared to 'give her our 
est service, and to stand, or fall 
along with her ! 

[They depart pale and 
agitated. 

The Prime Minister [falling 
on one knee). Beautiful! Oh 
England, my country, I have 
given you peace with honour al- 
ready, and now— open your mouth 
and shut your eyes, and see what 

I ’m going to give you 

[Raises his hand majestically 
m the direction of his 
nose, or the ceiling, as the 
Curtain falls. 


ODE TO THE COMING LIGHT. 

A Domestic Dithyramhic. Ry Mrs. Gingham. 
OORAY ! 

I ’m glad as I have lived to see the day 
When them there Gas Directors gets a staggerer. 

Which a more stuck-up swaggerer 
Than your Gas-mau — ’cent p’raps your Water-Rater- 
Aiu’t to he found in Natur.^ 

But this Electric Light ’ll check their capers. 

Lor’ bless yer, they ’re a writing to the papers, 
Protesting, and pooh-poohing, and explaining, 

QCrying to show as losing ground means gaining, 

And with per-centages theirselves confusing, 

All which I must say ’s mightily amusing 
To me. 

But ’tain’t no good ; the Coming Light wiR come, 

You ’ll see ; 

And gas ’ll have to go, like ile and taller, 

And soon we shall consider it quite rum 
That we could do so long with light so yaller, 

So guv to flickering spirts and smoky flares, 

So dismal, dim, and dingy. 

As with this bright Electric Light compares 
Like dowdy homespuns agin’ shawls from Ingy. 

I don’t purfess to understand the process — 

WLioh Coils and Carbon-points to me is riddles— 

But all I knows is, 

I ain’t no patience with the indiwiddles, 

Greedy monopolists or timorous fogies, 

As looks ou new inventions as on bogies ; 

Sich is the parties as would sneer and scoff 
At Edison and that there Jadlocheope 
(I ’ope his name ’s spelt right— these forren Misters 
Goes in for reg’lar twisters !) ; 

But them as knows says there ’s no call for fright ; 
That this Electric Light 
Is bright, 

And white, 

Don’t give no heat, nor yet no smoke, 

Nor nasty sooty fumes as soil and choke. 

(Which going now-a-days to a theayter 
Is bad as swSlterin’ in Etny’s crater.) 

And then the gilt and whitewash, paint and picters I 
Well, I do ’(me them nagging contrydictors 
As deals in sneers and stricters, 

Swearin’ the Li^ht ’s too brilliant, deathly-blue, 
Orkurd, expensive, and Old Nick knows what, 

Will be proved wrong ; drat the cantankerous crew'! 

I ’d shet up the ’ole lot 

Four hours in that there Gallery at the “ Folly,” 

The gas full on ; I ’ope they’d find it jolly. 

No ; Gas may ’ave its uses still, no doubt ; 

But them as makes it ain’t bin so perlite 
That we should fret ourselves for their look-out— 

Not quite ! 

If Jabloohkoee, or Edison, or others,. 

Can give us better light and fewer bothers, 

More wital airs and not no noxius wapors, 

In spite of ajl the cro^ers in the papers, 

I begs to say, emphatieal, So be it ! 

And mayT live to see it ! 
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THE RISE AND FALL OF THE JACK SPRATTS. 

A Tale of Modern Art and Fashion. 

« years) came forward with another assertion, namely, that Mrs. 

rAET Vll. Speatt was anatomically finer than Mrs. Men'3S'0W, and would make 

Now, M)\ Funch, who was kept an fait of all the Spratts’ doings, a far more perfect skeleton, another lynx-eyed son of Apelles dis- 
and who had got to take a great interest in these youn^ people, began covered that Mrs. Mini^'OW^s foot, although larger than Mrs. Speatt’s, 
to opine that theii* position was growing somewhat perilous, and l5iat was constructed on truer artistic prmciples — ^more Greek, ^ in fact ; 
it was high time for Mm to interfere, like a deus ex machind^ before whereas Mrs. Speatt’s, however fascinating to the Philistines, was 
another London season should wax and wane, when it might per- rather Roman than Greek, and belonged to a later and somewhat 
haps be too late. degraded period 'of Art. So Mrs. Minitow, with her classical foot. 

For dreadful things were beginning to be said about Mrs. Speatt ; won the day, and was the talk of Clubs and dinner-parties through- 
much too dreadful to be repeated here ! out" the length and breadthTof the land ; and Mrs. Speatt and her 

So he discovered, in the vernal glades of Camden Town, an tootsicum were nowhere ! Sic transit gloria mundi ! 

American sculptor— one Ptgaeaiion’ F. Muotow— whose wife was ‘‘Xe reine est mort! mvelereiner^ said Ms light-hearted old 
ever so much tmer, plumper, redder, 'Jand whiter than Mrs. Speatt, Grace, the Duke of Pentonville, who was very proud of his perfect 


and consequently tmoe as 

beautiful. So beautiful ^ 

was she, in fact, that her ^ ^ 

husband had made a life- i ( [ 

size statue of her, iu illus- ^ 

tration of Mr. Temtson’s > vlT 

beautiful poem, The Mer^ ^ I 

maid; and so beautiful // .'Vv 

was tMs statue, that the ^ 

Royal Academicians found y/, / 1', \ ^ A / i 

a place of honour for it aJl r i h li I'l 

hr itself (in the refresh- y | 

And so pleased were they | 
by the singularly modest i 
j andunassuTYiiu g demeanour 

! of the sculptor, that, very A 'j. WflH 

I much against his wm, and ^ „ , ill , .jl'j H 

! although there was no • 'iD 

yacanoy ^in ^-^e m ^^:^nks^ 

Academician on the spot, ’Jlf '||' ' ' W|||^P 

a thing that had never been W ' • 

done at Burlington House , 'I'lllllIF 

before. Poor Jack Speatt! ■ \ I'l V /IH'' 

Instigated by iXr. Funch^ \ II \ J RL 

that plucky Baronet who ' l/J jjfw. 

had bought the Little Sock- / w' ; i r/v / Ifwi 

Darner, also bought the I L' M ' b'V /j| li 

Mermaid, for Ms smoking- jS { ‘ ; 'j .] 

room; and not only that, 
but he gave the fortunate 1 

Artist a commission to fff 

execute from the same W 

model a life-sized statue of jm A f /■ a mm 

Diana, as she appeared to (M m (fl JWf/ K 

the enterprisiag but ill- ™ jffli 

fated Actaeon a few mo- ' SSiiiiW I \\ 

ments before Ms untimely I h 01 WTl I M 

death; wMch work of Art 'li my^/l i i'/// 

was intendedby tMs plucky | I llf^K 

Baronet to be a nice little J 

surprise for Ms good lady f 

on her next birthday ; and i 

M^good ladj 

the studio, promiscuously, 

as she had done on the — yf [uji 

Speatts, and was so de- 

hghted with what she saw there, that she instantly dropped a fair 
Egiopian ventriloquist, who could perform in five distinct South 


French ; ^ and the mot^ 
_ coming from him, made 

quite a/wrore. 

V if) X ^ ^ J-^CK was also destined 

unsuccessful this 

v ^ J eeptedj ^ut they never 

came. 

So that the repast, though a sumptuous, was a lonely one. 

■Well, to Ms utter surprise and bitter mortification, the eight Sock- 


A-PniA^T, 1 liy vixouj^uu kjuuuu yv cii, TO XUS uDTOr suTprisc ana oitter mortincation, tne eignt Sock- 

+n couple instead, darners were rejected, without even so much as a line to explain why ! 

^ small-and-early » at her house m Belgrave ITor would the dealers, great or small, have anything to Kth 
^Ayi/ 1 +'kAT.A 4 - 1 ,/vw,. • J .1 . T 7 • V. those eight great Sock-darners : they had. too many of Jack’s wares 

“« deZedfroSfc^foffir® they were) In smart little pamphlets wLhTe pS 

fot rn,. +X. . . X expense, and very HWafiy forwarded free of 

is ^d^on4 fOT^ ®^8® W previous apphoation being made for the same). 

SortovS anft^^nnhM^l’r.^, ^^5 ^® ^ ^ Bad aa it was in a financial aid 

^ ^ bncly su nnin g themselves practical sense to be ignored by the Academicians, deserted hy the 

In the broad glare that beats upon a throne,” British PubRo, and forsaken by the picture-dealers, there yet re- 

®^®i the (wntest tations las/yeM*^*heS^^m^f^ti^le^iA’ wc^oSy 
allhoxigh revolted agaist them, exdaiimng, “mat nuisances ^ey^, 

Br^er of the B^h (who had asserted that no such tahing one from one’s work, and running after a fellow like tins f ” 

pretty woman as Mrs. Spsxti had been seen for four hundred i.{Fo? althou^ smart people sometimfs^ the hS^S^Lut 
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the wife, it would hardly do to ask the wife without the husband : 
only, Ji-CK had never guite seen it in this li.^ht.) 

But this year, strange to say, not a single invitation for the 

n ^ ' 1 n 1 ^ i_T _ :i 


THE STATE F. SCIENCE. 

Mb. PtwCH lately questioned the meaning of an order from the 


spirit together, and dropt the briny tear. ’ ^ ^ and Circular obserres 

0 ve Speatts ! did yon think it would go on for ever ? Enow ye “ The object of this decision it is difficult to even guess at. It surely 
not tiiat all those wallowin.g"sea-nionsters of whom you small British cannot be to arrest the study of comparative phrenology or craniology. We 
■fT-Tr a.-pp. sn flAfltino-lTr -fAnil nan hp nlTnna+. as -fipklp -r-nnraplvpa— are fast drifting into a Sentimental cvcle in which a false humanity plays too 


fry are so doatingly fond, can he almost as fickle as yourselves— are fast drifting into a sentimental cycle in which a false humanity plays too 
as ready to drop new Mends for newer, as you axe to drop old important a part. It would not s^rise us to hear tliat a Society iras 
Mends lor them^ Alas ! pretty faces must not fade, pretty pictures ^ ^ 

neyer fad, and money be always fortbooming, for the &es of you to 

swim alongside of these giants of the main 1 And even if your power The Anti-Yivisectionists, the Anti-Yaccinationists, and the Pecn- 
to amuse them gratis were, perennial, and you were suffered to live liar People are doubtless inspired with earnest joy and hope by the 


among them to that end f Oi 
ever and a day, you would 
still be only Speatts ! And 
the porpoises would only 
roll over yon, and the 
sharks tell you to get out 
of the way, for you are not 
worth eating up. Even the 
great good-natured "Whales, 
whose eye and smile you 
live to catch, would hold 
out a fin one day, only to 
pass you by the next! And 
lord! how your fellow- 
Speatts would laugh when 
they heard of it all ! 

Had you but been a little 
less high and mighty, you 
might have commingled 
vith another kind of fish, 
and not a low-class fish 
either; and you might have 
grown in stature thereby, 
and even have acquired 
some of their flavour, and 
lost some of your own, a 
little of which goes a very 
long way ! Are there not 
the herrings and the mack- 
erel ? the flounders, the 
plaice, and the soles ? the 
expensive smelt, scarcely 
bigger than yourselves, hut 
oh! how much nicer! the 
mullets, red and white, hut 
especially red! the codfish, 
the turbot, the brill, and 
the sabnon ? And last, but 
not least, the delicate, nu- 
tritious, and easily-digest- 
ed Punch? all of which 
live to useful ends, that 
they may feed and benefit 
mankind; and are the very 
salt of the sea ! 

0 Speatts, be wise in 
your generation, an ye 
would be h^py, and live 
out your little lives in un- 
disturbed seLf-complacencj 
few careMly-selected Spbj 







anti-scientifio action taken 
by the Home Seceetaby 
as to the heads of malefac- 
tors. They, in concert 
with a congenial class of 
Clergymen, will perhaps 
shortly assemble and meet 
together, to vote Mr. Cross 
a testimonial, or get up a 
deputation to present him 
with an address of thanks 
for his official demonstra- 
tion of his hostility to 
physiological research. 
Their numbers will pro- 
bably include some of the 
Anti-Phrenologists ; those 
namely, who do not care 
whether Phrenology is true 
or false. Because if it is 
false, though further com- 
parison of cerebral con- 
formation with character 
would only prove the 
falsehood of T Phrenology, 
it might also prove the 
truth of some other account 
of the relation between 
the brain and the mental 
functions ; and they wish 
for no proof of any such 
thing. 

Iiiedicmal IVCirtli. 

Dr. Dawson Ttirnee, the 
other day announced, in a 
letter to the Times, that a 
previous letter, requesting 
the benevolent to send 
amusing books to London 
Hospitals, had brought him 
already 200 or 250 charm- 
ing readable books for the 
sick folk, and at least 400 
magazines and serials.” 
Thus physic for the body 
is supplemented by medi- 
cine for the mind, for 


istnrbed self-complacency and mutual admiration among just a which nothing can be more sanatory than amusing hooks, magazines, 
Bw careftiHy-selected Spbatts of vour own size ! and serials — especially serials. A generous Public will know how 

■w t t nr . A ■> •' 1 A t It 1 _ . _ j. _ T 1 1 X L* __ rm_ - L J 


honour and glory of stooping in the midst of our would-be betters ? not be allowed to moulder unused, still less must they be surrep- 
Truly and well sang the Augustan bard (we quote firom memory) : titiously got rid of, as waste paper at twopence a pound, as Punch 
“ Oh ! quite too fortunate, did they but know teard of being;, by a bitterly pious Aaplain and a lot of 

Their own good luck, those Toilers, unto whom, like-^ded 'nffltmg_ ladiM, -when the hospital -was under repair, 

Far from the madding crowd, kind Fate allots and the eyes of its wiser directors, for a moment, turned away. 

A red-brick house, well-stocked with china blue, 

And trusly friends, and twhis ; and, crowning all, 

A lovely wife, whose beauig doth concern 

But one man only, and that man alone ! “ Wonders will never Oease,’^ 

(The Italics are ours.) ^ ^ Of aU life-saving inventions who ever before thought of the one 

But we have not yet quite done with the Spbatts, for whom introduced in. this advertisement from the Daily News : — 
poetioal justice is duly waiting in our next. r(YT^nTnATK._WAOTED. a number of Gentlemen to complete a 

O SYNDICATE for ‘WOEKING PATENTS, whereby every life would he 

To wATni! the best Tootbc-powbeb. — O riad your Teeth. saved by collisions on the Thames. — ^Address, &c.- 
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A BOUND OF EHTMES. 

(Contrihuted ty returned Tourists of a certain familiar ty;pe.) 

What ’s your mood, wMle fresli from AutTimii outing ? 

Dismal^ all misdoubting / 

Physical status, with a mind thus sceptic ? 

Deucedly dyspeptic ! 

“ Surveyed mankind from China to Peru ? 

DoesnH pay — a do ! 

Widens the mind this survey wide, extensive ? 

Preciously expensive / 

Paris. The Exhibition was delightful ? 

Wearisome— fine art frightful ! 

Galleries vastly fine in. Some and Florence ? 

Pictures my abhorrence / 

PictuTesq.ue, poetic, the Italians ? 

Lazy, rude rapscallions / 

Antwerp quaint. Perhaps you liked that best ? 

Peter PatjIi ’s a pest ! 

Love the country of the hardy Switzer ? 

Not a blessed bit, Sir I 

Eh ! Mont Blanc, the glaciers, pines, crevasses ? 

Chaps who climb are asses ! 

Well, Cologne, and other towns Germanic ? 

Stinks perfectly Satanic ! 

Oh I The Ehine— the blue, romantic ! What of it ? 

Fair, but such a lot of it ! 

Visited, I hear, the Isle of Venus ? 

Pestilent hole, between us ! 

And the Golden Horn, the beauteous Bosphorus ? 

Shirked 'em — no great loss for us ! 

Humph ! How feel you, having widely travelled ? 

Gloomy, gritty, gravelled! 

Het result of Annual Vacation ? 

Peevishness, prostration / 

An intending tourist you might frighten ? 

Mamsgate ^s best — or Brighton ! 


NECESSITY HAS NO LAW. 

Parson (sternly). How oould you oomb to Church to be Married to a 
Mak ih such a state as that J ” 

Bride, (weepi-ng). ‘‘ It wasn^t mt Fault, Sir. I never can get him to 
come when he ^s Sober ! ! " 


Nohs and Snobs, 


There is a hook advertised entitled Love your Lords* 
It is a snobbish title. It sounds like a collection of anec- 
dotes of the Upper House, published in order to foster 
the respectfid attachment of the lower orders for that 
ancient institution where our hereditary rulers are 
seated. Hovr W. M. Thackeray would have relished 
this title ! 


GREECE^S LOANS AND GREEOE^S LOTERS. 

Punch, in 1863, printed the following : — 

“con- by a GREER BONDHOLDER. 

Spell, in five letters, ‘ Bully, Bilk, and Sneak, 

Kepndiator, Trickster * — ^read it, ‘ Greek/ ' 

The writer, no doubt, wrote out of the bitteruesa ol his bondage, 

and Punch pxibhshed according to his lights. 

Hellas an amende honorable, and it is 
with the uteost safasf action that he pays it. She has offered a com- 
position to her creators, and considering the treatment she met with 
±rom her English friends and lovers some half century ago, quite as 
handsome a composition as her bondholders have any right to 
esmect. 

Complete knowledge of the facts and figures connected with the 
Greek loans of 1824 and 1825— such as maybe gathered from the 
^ess utterances of that time, repainted without comment,* no doubt 
m explanation of the terms now offered — should satisfy everyone 
mat the compendious character given in the bondholder's couplet of 
1863 ^^ght more fanly be applied to the so-called Philh^enes 
who fin^oed • the Ureek loans of haJJf a century, ago, than to poor 
Greece, w:ho ineuwd the debt but did not receive the money. 

Ihe upshot of the Philhelleiie financing then was that out of nearly 
three i^ons of money nommally subscribed for her, Greece re- 
ceived little more than £300, and that the balance did not go 
pockets. That dayk tale of roguery is a mess of dirt 
which does not feel called upon to stir up. -Suffice it to say 
It IS uot aat oomes worst out of it. , Some of the loudert 

rf her w^alled English fneuds treated her as souTvily then as the 
JtngJosh (iorermnent treat® her now. Can say more ? He 

E tC: f 18 M iwd 18 ^. Hw hanSUi, M what 

^ FwW . Opm^ o/ the dan mthota Comment. I^indou : 

|, R. S. King, Canada Building, Xing iStreet, Westmioster. 


IS sorry to find that the score of Hellas against Britannia is so 
heavy, and begs to take his hat ofle to the ill-used little Lady, with 
an apology for having printed hard things of her which were not 


, She now offers terms for redemption of her debt, which, under the 
cmcuHwtances oi the case — and of Greece — Punch feels to be fair, if 
they shoiUd not even be called liberal. If the Greek bondholders 
are they will take them, and be thankful. May Crete, Thessaly, 
and Jlprrus be soon as well out of Turkish bonds, as Hbllas, if her 
present offer be accepted, will be out of English ones. 

RIAL COHLEHR DB ROSE. 

N(£nwd to cry “On, Siij^LETjon ! ” OurVar Secretary needs 
no stonng up. Thus gallantly, in his Blackpool oration, does he 
^n&ont facts (see ^e^nher Forbes’s article in Nineteenth 
Century) and fever (see Sir Anthony Home’s reports) 

Hb believed there was no reason, despite all the desponding views which 
were taken of the position, that that part of the Anglo-Turkish Convention 
by which this country administered the island of Cyprus would prove other- 
wise than satisfactory Be did not wzsh to go into the military pc^t of the 
que^ton, out he thought the step they had taken was adoisable, and that it 
had been proved to be prudent. A great deal had been said about the illness 
and suffe^g of the troops there ; but although there had been illness in the 
island, which all must deplore, the authorities who were best qualified to 
speak continued to assure him there was no permanent likelihood of 
remammg. 

Certainly not. Any more than there is of the troops remaining. 
Punch quite agrees with Colonel Stanley. If one Stanley Mm 
traversed the darkness of a Continent, here is another who, with no 
less wu^ge, traverses” — ^in the legal sense — ^the darkness of an 
islana Cyprus, once tiie chosen abode of the Goddess of Love, now the 
head-barters of the Fiend of Fever. The Colonel’s '^^couleur de rosef^ 
must be the fastest colour known to the Trade, It defies all the 
bitterest water m the well of Truth to wai^ it out. 
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MODERN GALLANTRY. 

** Let ’s see 1 'Which shall I do ?— call oh the Ghogeam Brows, or 

LOOK OVER OLD ThRTLE’S StABLES ? SaY THE StABLES — IT ’S EINE WEATHER, 

AND THE Ladies will keep I ” 


m THE MULTITTJHE OF COUlvCILLORS. 

“ How came we into tlie mess ? 

Well, we ARE in, not a doubt of it. 

And just now the practical point 
Is, which is the best way out of it ? 

“ Hold hard ! ” says Lord Lawrehce ; 

“ Gro along I says Stephen ; 

“Hang backward, or push forward,’’ 

Says Frere, “ the danger’s eyen.” 

“Forge ahead ! ” says Rawlihsoh ; 

“ Turn astern I ” says Ad ye ; — 

Among her many councillors, 

Pity a poor Lady ! 

Puzzled stands Britahhia, 

AH in the dark — 

From Cahinet or Durbar 
Of light not a spark ! 


A Good Idea. 

Turkey has been accusing Austria of “ atrocities,” as 
she has, in tirnn, accused Servia, Montenegro, Roumania, 
Greece, Russia, and every power she has come into collision 
with since her “ flurry ” began. 

The Spectatof' suggests that the Pashas seeing how 
their own “ atrocities ” had alienated England, fancied 
that a charge of atrocities was a new weapon invented in 
Europe, and very effectual, ^ and which, therefore, it 
behoved them to use. This is really the most rational 
explanation of the matter we have met with. 


The Bundle of Sticks. 

Ip Peterborough’s lost her Whaxley, 
Her present hitch denotes 
He has left behind a seed of folly, 

To grow, and split her votes : 

Four Liberal Candid ates—so jolly ! — 
Cutting each other’s throats. 


A Truth por Brock or Beacokspield. — Fireworks 
must he paid for. 




THE COOKS AND THE BROTH. 

(Or, What Will It Taste Like f) 

It having been now settled in principle that satisfaction is to be 
given to the European susceptibilities and jealousies legiti- 
mately aroused by the appointment of an Englishman to the 
control of Egyptian Finance, the following scheme for the 
FlHEDIYe’s Government has already been forwarded by Jfr. Punch 
direct to Cairo. 

The Egyptian Cahinet shall consist of as many Ministers as there 
are states capable of experiencing legitimate susceptibilities ” at 
the bare idea of being shut out of it. Should the number of these 
exceed the posts to be flJled, it shall be the duty of the Ehedive not 
only to create new departments for the benefit of such surplus Mini- 
sters, but also to provide the necessary funds for the binding of 
their respective portfolios, their ofBLcial uniforms, dress boots, poli- 
tical education, diners, travelling expenses, sea-bathing, and opera 
stalls — besides their ofSLcial salaries. 

The language used at all meetings of the Cabinet shall be the old 
L^per I^ile Coptic, and an OUendorfic’s Method of acquiring the 
same, together with a Dictionary of the language, so soon as one can 
be compiled, shall lie on the Council Table for the benefit of begin- 
ners. At the same time, with a view to facilitate the dispatch, of 
business, it shall not be considered out of order to have recourse to 
Spanish, Syriac, Irish, Chinese, Patagonian, Esquimaux, Basque, 
Welsh, jDongola, the Deaf and Dumb Alphabet, or any other known 
dialect. 

As the object of every individual member of the Cabinet wiR be 
not so much to advance the interests of the Egyptian State as to 
steal a march on his European and other confreres^ he undertakes, 
with a view to the more effective carrying out this object 

(1) To collect all the offensive stories he can about his colleagues, 
and retail them, with a wink, to every Pasha he comes 
across ; 


(2) From time to time to offer the Endive “ a few millions, for 
three months,” or more, on his note of hand, from “ a friend 
in the City ” ; and 

(3) To contribute regularly, in the character of “ Our Own Corre- 

spondent,” all the secrets of the Cabinet to a British provin- 
cial paper. 

That the Khedive, on his part, may avoid any sort of approach 
to a show of favouritism, he shall — 

(1) Deliver his speech on the opening of the Chambers in not less 

than twelve modern languages, reserving to himself the 
privilege of throwing in an Eg^^tian oath here and there, 
as emphasis may require, or irritation snggest ; 

(2) never see less than fifteen of his Ministers at a time, and 
then only at a hal masqui ; and 

(3) Borrow money in turns, to a handsome figure, from aR the 
Powers represented in his Cabinet, without invidious 
preference. 

To indemnify himself for any extra expense that may be entailed 
on him by supplying stamped paper and providing for the interest 
on such loans, the Khedive shall have the right, from the com- 
mencement of March to the end of October (Hew and Old Style), 
inclusive, to select from bis Ministers as many Elevens as he can 
get together, and despatch them all over Europe, Asia, Africa, 
America, and Australia, arranging cricket-matches, of the gate- 
money whereof he is to be entitled to two-fifths, together with a 
bonus of ten per cent, on the gross receipts. 

Should the financial results of such, an enterprise prove disap- 
pointing, he shall have the power of negotiating with Messrs. 
Maskelyke akd CooK^for his own appearance with the whole of his 
Ministry in a new series of Cabinet Tricks at the Egyptian HaU, 
Piccadilly. 

Should the above scheme fail to satisfy the “susceptibilities’’ of 
Europe, the Khedive can always fall back upon Mr. Punch, who 
will he most happy to suggest some other plan to help him out of 
Ms diflaculty. 


R 


VOE. IflCXV, 






CEIMSON SCALPS! 

Loit’t 1)6 afraid— dt is not a CLeyenne tale of horror that Punch 
is about to -write. It is no new thing to have a lady’s head ru nnin g 
on caps and bonnets, feathers, flowers, and fal-lals. But it is a new 
thing to hear of a lady’s caps and bonnets, flowers, feathers, and 
fal-lals running on her heaa, with the ugly result of “ covering 
the scalp with bright erimson or magenta blotches.” 

Such, it seems, has been the disagreeable conseg.uenc6 of wearing 
caps and bonnets decorated with the artificial grasses dyed black and 
bronze, now so fashionable. “ Some of the most brilliant aniline 
colours,” we are told by Mr. BBB3srAnD Birain (appropriate name!), 
Member of the Society of Public Analysts (in a letter to the Time§, 
of Friday, Oct. 18th), ‘‘ may be obtarfiied by merely rubbing some of 
these sombre-looking dyed grasses on a slightly moistened surface ; 
and the stains of the dye are difficult to remove from the skin, or 
ekewhere.^^ 


“ Serves anybody right,” some cynic may say, “ who has the bad 
taste to wear grasses dyed black and bronze.” The crimson colour. 
Punch may add, was communicated to the finger-tips and nails of 
this luckless lady, who, in the night, had scratched her irritated 
scalp. ^0 wonder her head and hands blushed for her ! 

All the same, Punch may save some of his fair and foolish corre- 
spondents fi?om a disagreeable experience by giving mder publicity 
to this new danger hanging over their heads, if they insist on trying 
“ihe hazard of the dye”— unless, indeed, ^ drimson scalp-locks 
become the fashion, when, no doubt, they will be voted awfully 
becoming. 


Curious Optical PhLenomenon. 

{See the PCome Seoretarfs Southport Oration,) 

Tsm Look of Things in General,--^j Direct Light, black as 
thunder ; by Cross Light, couleur de rose. 
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Part YIII. 

We will not follow Mrs, Speatt throngli all the steps of her 
downward social career, nor describe bow sbe, who bad seen Dukes, 
Ambassadors, and Princes at her feet, bad for a time to condescend 
to groyelling Honourables, and fall back on Baronets again, and even 
put up witb Enigbts from tbe City ; bow sbe rouged, and blanched, 
and yiolet-powdered, and blackened her under-nds, and auricoma’d 
and soda’d her beautiful black hair till half of it turned red, and 
tbe rest fell ofE ; bow sbe dressed more extrayagantly than eyer, 
and became extremely High Cburcb, and sat in tableaux vivants^ 
held stalls at fashionable bazaars, sang Opeenbach and Lecoou at 
priyate theatricals, witii short skirts on, &e., &c. 

Eyen tbe Ejiigbts and Baronets failed her at last, and their dames 
ignored. 

Eor some little while longer tbe would-be fashionable people — ^tbe 
hangers-on at tbe tail-end of Society, who bad not yet received the 
straight tip about tbe sculptor’s wire, or couldn’t get her— would 
still ask Mrs. Spbatt, in spite of tbe snubs sbe bad showered ^on 
them tbe preceding year. Ajid much as sbe sickened at tbe contact 
of their vulgarity— -for what can be more vulgar than second or 
third-rate people of fashion ? — sbe was glad of their countenance as 
long as it lasted. But eyen this was withdrawn in time, and sbe 
fell out of tbe hollow world of fashion altogether, Tbe boBow 
world bad grown sick of tbe Spratts, and dropped them— beauty, 
genius, sock-darning, and all ! 

And you may be sure that, warned hj Mr, Punchy Poetical Justice 
was at band, witb scales inexorably poised, and sword on bigb! 
And heavily did sbe smite them as tiiey fell; and thus ran her 
decrees : — 

Eirstly,— That John* Spratt should become a bankrupt— which 
be did. And straightway that beautiful old red-brick dwelling, 
where they had Hyed smce they were first married, and might have 
Hyed happily ever after, was placarded aB oyer witb unsightly 
bills, and defiled from garret to basement by the muddy hoof of 
tbe ubiiiuitous Hebrew broker ; and all their household gods 
were bared to tbe vulgar gaze ; and every stick of there quaint old 
furniture was sold under tbe hammer, without reserve ; and not a 
wrack was left behind to tell tbe wretched tale of ruin, except eight 
huge, frameless, staring Sook-damers, which nobody could be in- 


duced to buy, nor even take away for tbe sake of the canvass on 
which they were painted. 

Secondly,— That the said Johe Spratt he written down a POOL, so 
that his fame as such should reach the uttermost ends of the earth, 
and endure thereon so long as the English tongue he spoken. 

And, straightway, Mr, Punch took up his pencil and his pen, and 
wrote the story of the said JoEOsr Spratt, and stamped the likeness 
of the same in ink that cannot fade. 

“ And think thyself lucky, thou miserable Spratt,” exclaimed 
P. J. in her sternest accents, “that thy name should go down to 
endless posterity -uncoupled with a stiU more disgraceful epithet ! ” 

“ Hear I hear ! ” shouted Mr, P, 

“ Silence ! ! ” vociferated P. J. 

Thirdly, and lastly— (and here P. J. fro-wned ominously through 
the bandage that veils her impartial eyes)— That Mrs. Jokn" Spratt, 

wife of the above, and mother of his children But what is this ? 

Oh ! Woman, lovely W oman ! ever since Troy became a heap of ashes 
(and even before !) what evil hast thou left unwrought, what wild and 
wicked things have not been done for thy sweet beauty’s sake ? And 
yet oh ! to what base weakness hast thou brought the hearts of the 
sons of men, that even at the hare thought of thee crouching in 
shame and terror, and bathed in tears, the righteously indignant, 
but alas ! too susceptible Punch should falter in his just intent, and 
he foiled of his own set purpose at the eleventh hour ! 

Eor lo I he sinks him on his bended knee, and respectfully ventures 
to intercede on behalf of his most unhappy young friend, Mrs, Jobln’ 
Spratt ; he pleads her youth, her inexperience, the blindness of a 
silly, fatuous husband, the glittering baits and lures of a heartless, 
hollow world. He furthermore points out that the natural conse- 
quences of such a career as hers, if duly set forth, would quite too 
awfully harrow his gentle readers’ feelings, and might very possibly, 
moreover, prove unfit for pubKcation in his light and innocent page I 
And behold 1 the generous plea prevails, and Poetical Justice, that 
greatest of all the Great Unpaid, tempers herself with mercy, and 
“ sheathes her flaming brand ! ” 

4|e « « « 4!^ 

The Spratts are now comfortably settled at Acacia Lodge, ^ a trim, 
weH-built modem suburban residence, semi-detached, -with gas 
and water laid on, Tobest’s ventilators, Morris’s papers, bath-room, 
scullery, lawn, summer-house, and all the latest improvements I 
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Truly, OUT heayiest troubles are often our best friends, and we 
ought to make a good deal more of them than we generally do. At 
all events, Jack’s failure proved a very good friend to Jack; for it 
not only brought home to him, before it was too late, the fact that 
he was no genius, and that his early success had been a fluke, and 
that his twopenny-hal^enny Art was but “ the milder echo of an 
echo mild ; ” out it also brought his grandfather to his side again, 
and the fatted calf was killed, and the reconciliation complete. 

j^yfow, this facetious old Philistine, who was over imety, had taken 
it into his head that his was a critical time of life, and that he 
reqtuired, for a few years at least, some rest from the cares of his 
trade ; and it was arranged that the emporium in St. Mary Axe (a 
very genteel and snug little business) should be managed by Jack, 
whose property it would eventually become ; and that Spbatt Senior 
should spend the remainder of his days in peice under the same roof 
as his grand- and great-grandchildren, and be the object of their 
loving care as long as it should please Heaven to spare him. 

Mrs. Spkatt, a wiser, if not a sadder woman, is once more the 
brightest ornament of her home; her locks have grown again in 
all their sable splendour^ the roses and lilies are hlooming once more 
in her cheeks, and she is as plump and hearty as when she used 
to darn the family socks, ever so many months ago. It is once more 
to darn the farndy socks (she says) that she has given up the hollow 
world ; but this must be taken figuratively, for there is always an 
unlimited supply of those useful articles from St. Mary Axe. 

She has exchanged her spinning-wheel for a sewing-machine, and 
her skipping-rope for a lawn-tennis racket, which she plies with 
unerring grace and precision. And if she still reads the old tales of 
cbivalry doud, it is only for the benefit of the twins, who are jnst 
rising five, and therefore of an age most keenly to appreciate those 
beautiful legends. 

She dresses just like any of her neighbours, only better, and her 
stately beauty is much admired. Indeed, when she walks (no longer 
mobbed) with her ruddy children (no longer quaint and old-fashioned) 
in the Zoological Gardens, and Speatt Senior, that nice, clean, re- 
sectable old gentleman, leaning on her arm, they form a picture of 
English middle-class domestic felicity which it does the intelligent 
foreigner good to see. 

She never alludes to the hoUow world hut to speak of the folly of 
its men and the vanity of its women in terms of scorn and detes- 
tation, untinged, let us hope, with either envy or regret ; and if she 
does take in the fashionable prints, it is only for the sake of their 
political opinions, and the graces of their literary style. 

And she has always a bright smile for Jack when he comes home 
from business ; and he is never without some elegant little article in 
the way of underclothing, bright-coloured and of delicate texture, 
either tor the twins or herself. 

Fmally, she has returned to the simple faith of her forefathers, 
and worships at Eyre Chapel, near the Ebenezer Arms. 

And the trusty friends ? 

Well, they have come back to the arms of Speatt, as true and as 
trusty as ever, but in differeut guise. 

Disgusted at never finding a publisher, and to revenge himself on 
the world for its neglect, Petee Leonaedo Pye has forsworn the 
Muse, and is now traveUing for his father’s firm. He has hardly as 
yet acquired that ready smartness so useful in such an occupation, 
but is much improved in health and appearance, dresses better, 
and, though somewhat reserved and dreamy, is not unpopular “ ou 
the road ; ” and Mr, Punch more than suspects that his mcility for 
writing verse has been turned to account ia certain widely-circulated 
panegyrics of Pye and Son’s masculine head-gear, unequalled for 
taste, cheapness, and durability; as Mr, Punch can gratefully 
testify, havmg dealt there himself. 

And so with the rest of these trusty friends • for they can get no 
churches to build, no editors to take their sesthetic essays, no puh- 
Hshers to print their poems. And, by some strange fatality, the 
doors of the Royal Academy, and of the Grosvenor Gallery, and, 
indeed, of all the Galleries, British oy foreign (especially foreign), 
seem inexorably closed to their productions. And having been led 
thereby, and also hy the persistent gnawing of their empty stomachs, 
to the conviction that it is ever the fate of genius to starve, while 
medi^xity battens on the fat of the land, they have very sensibly | 
cut the Pine Arts, and taken to commercial pursuits instead ; and 
they are doing uncommonlY well. 

They have also clipped their hair and beards, and they get their 
hoots and clothes at ^st-rate "W est-End establishments, and their 
gloves and scarves at Speati’s (cost price), and their hats at Pie’s — 
Eke Mr, Punch, 

^^d they c^ smoke their pipes ^d cigars, the rogues, and toss 
on tneir brandies and sodas, and their claret cups, and their pale dry 
sherries ; and even roar at the endless buffooneries of Speatt Senior 
S learnt to love), in spite of the death of the grand 

Old Masters, And they are always welcome at “ Acacia Dodge ” 
as flowers in May, for whatever we may think of their genius, then 
"^^somusticated hearts are fond and faithful, warm and true. 

And who so fit to appreciate these qualities, and hold them dear 


and sacred, as those storm- tossed victims of the hollow world’s 
caprice, Mr. and Mrs. Jack Speatt ? 

And now, virtuous Reader, having reneyed thy anxiety as to the 
fate of that worthy but once misguided pan, and steered them safe 
and sound into such a haven of respectabiEty as, surely, was never 
reached by such perilous straits before (and probably never will 
be again), he v^ill leave this tale to work its own moral in thy 
thoughtful bosom, and bid thee farewell for the present j for he has 
other business on hand, seeing that the sculptor’s wife is giving the 
sculptor, and Mr, Punch, and the Duke of Pentontille, and eke 
the Duchess thereof, and a good many more people besides, a great 
deal of unnecessary trouble ! 


OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN, 

A Word about Licensing— a Visit to the Oxford— a look in at the 
Royalty, Strand, and Folly— and a look out for the future, 

icEE has been some talk 
lately about what sort of 
plays the Loed Chahbee- 
LAIN ought, or ought not, 
to license. Knowing that 
the line must be drawn 
somewhere, let him draw 
it tightly, boldly, fear- 
lessly, and absolutely 
refuse to give his reasons 
for so doing. Let him he 
thorough, and not earn 
the title of Lord Half- 
and-Half-ford. As the 
Office exists, let the 
Ofdcer do his ^ duty. 
Whether there is any 
necessity for the Office 
itself, is a question 
which would probably be 
answered, in the affirma- 
tiye, by a considerable 
majority. 

The eminent adapter of 
Les Lionnes Pauwes in 
his calmer moments, when 
alone in his conservatwy 
watching his “growing 
dramatic reputation,” 
will probably he grateful 
to the Licenser for hav- 
ing exercised a wise dis- 
cretion in his behalf. 

I can imagine, as a 
fancy sketch, the Licenser 
out early in the morning 
“ exercising his discre- 
tion,” and just nodding 
over the wall, as he trots 
by Mr. Mathison’s house, and asking him in a friendly way, “ how 
his growing dramatic reputation is getting on?” All a-blowing, 
all a-growing ? Wasn’t there a nigger tune some years ago called 
“ 0 Silly Pattison 1 ” Its rhythm and tune are appropriate : — 

such a play to adapt did you choose ? 

0 Aetetjr Mathison ! 

Which Mr. Oensoe was hound to refuse ? 

0 Aethtte Mathison I 



^ / a0;j 
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But does this Ene, drawn by the Loed Chakbeedaut, extend to 
the (Kght and Slack Rope, to the perilous acrobatic performances 
that are so often the great attraction at the Music-Halls ? 

For example, as Your Representative, Sir— as the Representative 
of Lord Chamberlain Punch — than whom no better Censor Morum 
exists — ^I visited the Oxford Music-HaU. It was crowded. The 
Stalls are more uncomfortable than at any other place of amusement 
I can jus|i now call to mind. The stall-audience was much the same 
as aE such audiences usually are, and— what invariably astonishes 
me at these places— the proportion of thoroughly respectable-lookiag 
women, with the comfortable air of weE-to-do lod^g-house keepers 
of the Bloomshtuy Division, was really rfemarkable, reminding me 
much of a German audience, where a whole family take a table, in 
I some ffestrve entertainment of smgmg and mnsio, and remain at it 
for hours, with the accompaniment of Mid beer in long glasses, 
ci^s at nve for twopence, a hunk 6f bread, and some sEces of milk- 
white veal. The very .swell faet eleiiaent does not seem to enter 
into the composition of all Oiford MuSio-HaU, to any appreciable 
extent. 

' I insist upon the x^pectabiEty of the audience, as showing 
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what such au audience will enjoy in the way of — ^Heayen save the 
mark! — ^'amusement. I pass over the Jaj^onorevelrie^ with its 
untidy-looking hoys, shrUl-Yoiced singing infant phenomenon, and 
over-rouged dancers, who skipped neatly— this hemg the best part 
of the performance, though a tride stale hy now ; and of what pre- 
ceded this wearisome stun I am ignorant, hut it was followed hy 
some comic songs from the Oxford favourite, Mr. Arthur Egberts — 
I heg his pardon, there is no “ Mister” on the hills — he is familiarly 
known as “ Arthur Egberts ” — ^who is undoubtedly clever in his 
Hne, hut who, at this moment, except a topical song (words hy a 
namesake of the Archbishop of Yorr), with the refrain “ More or 
less,” has little much wortni hearing ; and then, after the Brothers 
Huline had tried to amuse us hy gymnastic hddling not at aE new, 
and had really surprised us hy their marvellous adroitness in hat- 
catching, the feature of the evening was announced, namely, 
“ Leo2Ta-I)are, Oxteeh oe the Ahtieies.” 

I do not know what The Antilles ” are doing in the absence of 
their Queen, or whether Her Majesty, having been deposed from 
that high position — (she could, I fancy, he deposed from any high 
position, and bet three to one on her coming down safely— like a 
cat) — ^is now reduced to earning an honest livelihood hy showing 
what an Ex-Sovereign can do, when she is not fettered hy the strict 
ceremonial and rigidly formal etiquette of a Comt. The “ Queen of 
the Antilles” has evidently discarded her regal robes, unless the 
acrobatic costume in wMch she aj^pears is the Court-dress of the 
Mantilles, She enters, iirst of aU, m a sort of thin wrapper, strikes 
an attiiude — perhaps as Queen of the Antilles” receiving the 
Antillesian nohiEty — and then dashes aside the flimsy robe, as 
though it were a bathing-dress, and she were going to take a plunge. 

How do the nobility and courtiers of the Antilles act on such a 
trying occasion ? Do they put their hands up to their faces and 
turn away ? or do they at once hand her the trapeze, or the rope, 
or the bar, or whatever it may be ? I fancy so, as Her Majesty is 
accompanied hy a small wiry man, attired similarly to herself, who 
seems to know what Her Majesty likes, and what she wants. And 
what is this poor man’s reward ? Why, after he has served her 
faithfully for over a quarter of an hour, throwing her ropes, tighten- 
ing cords, seeing that 
/ everything is right, and 

jj finally devoting himseH, 

y recklessly, to her service, 





from a ^ddy height, and 
joining her on a trapeze- 








joining her on a trap^ze- 
har, where they sit to- 
gether, — she dignified as 
a Queen of the Antilles 
should be, he proud as a 
subject might weU be at 
being raised to such an 
eminence by his own 
merits and by the com- 
mand of his Eoyal mis- 
tress, and willing to obey 
her lightest word— he is 
suddenly deposed — poor 
favourite, and with a ring 
in his waistband that is 
linked to a ring which 
Her Majesty,, now in a 
down - flying attitude, 
holds in her mouth, be- 
tween her teeth— and 
thus this poor unhappy 
Prime Minister (or what- 
ever he is) is suspended 
from his ofliee by the 
Queen of the Antilles.^ 
Then she slaps him, 
slaps him hard and fre- 
quently, and he being 
thus suspended, is sent 
round spinning hke a 
whipping-top, until so 
fast and furious are his 


fast and furious are his 
" gyrations, that I could 

not. ten what he had 

become— a man or a crab, a hum^ behig or a shapeless dummy. 

At last that merciless, capricious Queen of the Antfiles releases 
her victim, and once more allows him to resume his seat on the bar, 
where he appears dazed, hewildered, while she looks cruelly and 
maliciously riante, (By the way, this was good acting on the part 
of both performets, and looked uncommonly real.) 

What was this man— her courtier, her slave^ her servant? 

From his cdnneetioh vvith the bar, perhaps a Q.C.— a Queen’s 
' Counsel — of the Antilles. Not a Judge, surely ? 


But suppose he were found to be the Lord Chamherlain at the 
Court of the Antilles, on a tour through Europe with the Queen ? 
On a tour, and taking several ‘‘ turns” nightly. 

If so, would it not he well if, out of mere fraternal feelmg, our 
Lord Chamberlaih, or his Eepresentative, were just to drop in to 
the Oxford, and see this performance ? There is nothing to save this 
man from coming crash smash on to the Oxford stage. No net. The I 
net is there at an earlier part of the show, but is withdrawn before 
the Queen takes it into her head to give her Prime Minister (or what- 
ever he may be) an extra turn. ^ 

And what attraction has this entertainment for the respectable 
stall-audience I have already mentioned ? Why, I honestly believe, 
simply, its peril, nothing else. 

Why not have a strong swinging net beneath, dui'ing the whole 
performance ; so that, come what come may, nothing more serious 
than a shaking can occur ? 

The Queen of the Antilles is a fine, handsome, graceful Lady, and 
her subjects would be really grieved if anything were to happen to 
her. But what can' she expect, when she herself patronises her 
Prime Minister, or favourite Courtier, and makes him a helpless 
Eevolutionist ? 

After this I left. Perhaps, not being an Oxford man myself, I 
have no great sympathy with their special amusements. But is this 
i really the way they go on in the Sheldonian ? I trust not. If so, 
they manage these things better at Cambridge. I should recom- 
mend Our Censor to pay a visit to the American Bar at the tavern 
dedicated to the Horse Shoe (from the custom here of paying ‘ ‘ on 
the nail”), and getting someone to treat him to an Eye Opener.” 

The other evening I went to see Za JoUe Parfwneuse. For a piece 
got up in a hurry, because there was that disappointment about 
Njiniche^ it was very creditably put on the stage. Mr, H. J. Byron 
did a version some time ago for the Alhambra, and I fancy I recog- 
nised some of his fun in the Third Act of this version, which is 
announced as by Charles Lamb Kenny. Perhaps in the hurry 
the two versions have got mixed. Miss Santley sings the song 
of the Second Act (I foi^et its name) capitally, and wins the 
encore ! But, beyond this, there is not much in it. There was 
a good deal in it at the Bouffes^ where I first saw it, and Daubray 
and Tnfio were very funny. But it is peculiarly Parisian, and 
wants both the Parisian acting and the Parisian audience, There is 
I little for anyone to do except the Low Comedian. 

I By the way, what a pretty Ettle house the Eoyalty is now. What 
a difference from the old uncomfortahle dingy theatre, when all the 
brightness was on the stage. Oddly enough, as long as that theatre 
was dingy and uncomfortable, it was generally crowded, and cer- 
tainly during that time of grubbiness it made its biggest successes. 
Miss Pretty Seeusan-OiSLTEB. -will pardon me if I remind her that it 
was grubby. 

But directly it was “ done up ” — ^it was done up, vtith a vengeance, 
and took a long time to recover itself, and get accustomed to its new 
dress. It ’s as pretty and pleasant a Ettle house for a light enter- 
tainment as any in London, and, with careful management, ought 
to have “the old times revived.” Boitl How about the Electric 
Light here ? J ust to show the way ? 

At the Strand, Our Club, which begins at seven and ends at nine, 
is capitally played all round, and the author may say this much and 
be thankful, and Mr. Farnle’s Nemesis^ which begins at 9*15, and 
I plays till eleven, is, with Messrs. Marius and Cox, clever Miss 
I Lottie Yejjtn, and the new attraction^ Miss Yioxet Cameron, as 
amusing as ever it was in the principal situations, though Mr. 
Loreban is scarcely an equivalent for Mr, Edward Terry^ being 
too much of the regular tenor, and too Ettle of the low comedian. 

The piece has yet to he seen by a new set of playgoers, who are at 
I least four years older than when it was first produced, and four 
I years do make a considerable difference to some very young folks. 

I Tantalus^ at the Folly, is a new version of a farcical French piece 
{TJne Boite d Bihi) produced at this theatre last Christmas. The 
present cast is an improvement on the previous one ; and Miss Lydia 
I Thompson has a part in it, with which she can do something more 
I than it was even in her power to do with her role in Stars and 
\ Garters, 

So much for the * * Looks in.” We are to “ look out” for Mr. Irvino- 
at the Lyceum, with Miss Ellen Terry for Ophelia; for Mr. 
PhelP!^ as Cardinal Wohey, at Drury Lane ; for the reopening of 
the St. James’s, for the revivification of Sadler’s WeEs by Manageress 
Mrs. Bateman, who despises the old proverb about “ Leaving WeUs 
alone ” — and unless Mr. J. L. Toole is made President of the Eoyal 
Academy, or Mr. Chatterton Archbishop of Canterbury, vice Dr. 
Tait, resigned, I am not aware that there is anything else for you to 
hear from Your Eepresentative. 


Nasty Particular.— One of the Liverpool Mnsic-HaEs displays 
this notice at the Box entrance : — “ Young Ladies without shoes and 
stockings are not ahowed iuto the Boxes.” 





LA VENDETTA. 

{A Seem mi Saffron Hill. Fact,) 

Infuriated Foreigner {armed with hatchet). ‘‘Ah, Canaglia I Tam you ! Yoir shall never play tat Tam ^ Nancy Lee^ no 
3 j:oiie ! ’ [Bangs away with his hatchet. 

The Crowd. “Hooray! Hooray!’’ OldGentUmcm. “What’s the Kow, Policeman?” 

Policeman. “Italian Organ-grinder, Sir. Just been leet a Legacy! And the very first thing as ever he does with 
HIS Money he buys his Organ on purpose to smash it all to bits 1 ” 

Old Gentleman. “You don’t say so ! Hooray ! Hooray! ! Hooray ! ! ! ’’ 


THE EDISON LIGHT, AND THE SILLY BIEDS. 

Light versus Darkness ? Why no-— not quite, 

’Tis rather a question of Light versus Light. 

Yet these fluttered creatures— a foolish flight,— 

Are blind and noisy as birds of night, 

Owls, gi^s, and noddies, who, soared at the sight 
Of the kindly glare from the lighthouse height, 

' Dash themselves dead in reason’s despite. 

Mr. Funch would gladly some words indite 
To allay the fluster and bletherumskite 
Too often aroused by occasion slight ; 

To sober counsels would fain invite 
Each prematurely despondent wight, 

Who sees but ruin about to alight 

On G-as Share, mid Profit, and Company-right ; 

Who wofuL wails to the papers indite, 

Alwnt empty ooflers, and markets tight ; 

To prove qmte clear that foresight is fright, 

That Otis Shares must come down like a stove-in kite, 
That Hght is darkness, and black is wliite. 

Cease, fools, your brainless heads to smite 
Against an improvement of too much might 
To be stayed by fear of your hopeless flght. 

There ’s room for all ; and this Edison Light, 

With its Hghtning flash bringing day into night, 

Will prove a blessing, and not a blight. 

The shoe may pinch, as shoes will, when tight. 

But Panic is madness,— ’tis true, as trite ; 

A Hundred Millions is a sight 

Too much to he gulped in a Stock-Exchange bite : 


Then cease bewailing your piteous plight, 

Hold to your Gas Shares tough and tight. 

And you ’ll find that things will work themselves right, 
Nor knock out your brains on the Edison Light. 


ALMIGHTIES AT ODDS. 

Lord Dttefeein proposes that the Canadian and United States 
Governments shouldT jom^ to rid Magara of all its shoppy and shabby 
appendages, and to set it apart for the world’s enjoyment of its 
grandeur, as an International Park, free, gratis, for nothing, and 
thus get rid of the present perpetual reminder in the neighbourhood 
of the mighty Fall, of a motive power greater than its own — ^that of 
the Almighty Dollar. 

At the same moment we read of a Company being formed to utilise 
this “almighty water-power ” for the compression of air to be trans- 
mitted by pipes to Bufialo, in unlimited quantities and at merely 
nominal cost. We are about to ' see a match, in fact, between the 
Almighty Cataract and the Almighty Dollar. Who will back the 
Cataract ? 

Seep Tour Heads. 

A Hundred Millions, it is said, is invested in Gas Shares. Ho 
wonder their holders are beginning to ask, if the Electric Light 
takes the shine out of Gas, where will their money go to ? The 
more reason they should not throw away their shares in a panic, 
as they are doing, sacrifloing their money, as the wretched Colosseum 
audience at Liverpool sacrificed their lives, in the “ rush to get 
out.” 




(AND TSE SILLT EIMJDS.) 
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ANGELINA AT THE EXHIBITION. 
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Orthhl Hotel de Centfrancsparjour, Fark, 

TV/r^ BEiEEST Blanche, 

lYl ^ 

t ^ few T^eeks ago, 

‘ Vf/-' yo^ 3nay rememker I toli 

i ! you all about Prance, Grer- 
jlw i f i'l "“' 3nauy, Switzerland, and 

iM '1 Italy. I asked you to 

W K T'' i answer my letter, and you 

M If! MHlij 11 J (naughty girl !) have done 

n n /- Mjif / I nothing of the sort. You 

i/Sfi li ilifiji ^ 

1 1 1 iJ i Wi'w no address. But, my dear 

^ ^ ® 1 IPl, r i'l child, he sensible. How 

If IM/f 'i Edwin and I 

I ^ 1 heen here, there, and 

1 ^ KxnIIiII pE J everywhere, and it would 

* il useless to havCi 

' I you .to write to one 

^ ^ ^ 111 lii I if feK place when the chances 

‘ v-i l^r I'i'-' were that we should have 

! “over the hiHs and 

^ away” long before 

I W ffi letter could have 

^ ^ I ^ reached us. However, I 

^ jT^ ^ malice; and to 

j ^ return 

I I M ^ 

another letter describing 

the Paris Exhibition. 

In the course of our travels we found ourselves at Dinan (you 
know, the town near Dinard, not the place in Belgium), and as the 
direct way home was b 3 r a dreadful long sea-passage from St. Malo 
to^ Southampton, we decided upon going to Paris once more, to get 
within reach of the Calais-’D(nf>vres. ^d so we came here about a 
week ago, and here we have been ever since. Edwin says that the 
prices are simply enormous. I should not mind this so much if there 
were any new bonnets in the shop-windows. But, my dear, I can 
assure you that they have only got last year’s shapes. You remem- 
ber that toque I bought last October at Boulogne, and wouldn’t have 
trimmed because I did not care for it. Well, my dear, I saw one 
just like it ticketed a novelty, in the Rue de la Paix ! Only think 
of that! Edwin said he never enjoyed shopping so much before. 
Stingy fellow ! It was because I could find no excuse for buying 
any th i-ng I 

And now, darling, let me tell you all about the Exhibition. I 
know you like to have your miud improved ; and, without conceit, 

I think I may say that you will find this letter instructive. Poor 
dear ! Fancy, not being able to get away from home I I do so pity 
you! 

Well, dear, we got up early on the morning after our arrival, and 
took a course to the Champs ae Mars. Edwxn bought two tickets at 
one place, had them clipped at another, and gave them up at a third, 
and then we were allowed to pass in. - Dear fellow ! he insisted upon 
my taking a seat in a sort of thing that looked like something 
between a skeleton Bath-chair and an overgrown perambulator. 
This conveyance was pushed along by a man dressed in a uniform 
which seemed to be made of the same stuff that they use here to cover 
pillows and mattresses. I selected the man out of a crowd— such a 
nice fatherly person, with white hair and moustaches, and blue 
spectacles. He had such a beautiful smile, too, which Edwin said 
was “ childlike and bland,” when he came to settle with him. 
Edwin said that the chairman’s watch was “out add away” the 
most wonderful thing in the Exhibition. It gained at least twenty 
minutes in every hour ; and as you pay for a chair by the hour, I 
have no doubt that this watch was very useful to the poor man. 
Although I Hked being drawn about very much, I am sorry to say 
that the conveyance, as a way of seeing the show, was rather a 
failure. Edwin, in his impulsive manner, told the man to take us 
to see the best things. Upon this, the chairman, with his beauti- 
ful smile, leisurely carried us pfi to look at a. large piece of stone, 
a summer-house, a windmill which seemed to be working' a pump, 
and a fiag-stafi. As the careful examination of these objects re- 
commended by our guide consumed a very considerable time, Edwin 
dismissed the chairman, and we passed the rest of the day on foot. 

I did not regret this so veiy much, when I found that the chairs 
were not admitted to the Fine Art Galleries, and were voted a 
decided nuisance by pedestrians everywhere else. I was quite 
pleased that Edwin could not speak French when I heard what 
he said when he felt the chair-wheels passing over his feet. His 
remarks were really too dreadful. 

And now, love,^ let me tell you all about the Exhibition. The 
moment we got in I said, “Oh! isn’t it like the Crystal Palace 


Bazaar in Oxford Street ! ” And so it is, dear, only, of cours^ very 
much bigger. We went first to look at the Prince of Wales’s Indian 
Presents, which you remember you and I saw at the South Kensing- 
ton Museum last year. We were so pleased to see them again. 
Then we “ ^d” the British Department, and it was so nice. It was 
just like being back again in Bond Street or Piccadilly. We were 
so delighted at seeing the dear old ‘London names and addresses. 
Then we strolled into the Fine Arts Gallery, and saw some of the 
paintings we had noticed for ever so many exhibitions of the Royal 
Academy. So nice. Mr. Cope and several other eminent R.A.’s 
have large and beautiful pictures on the line. Only I did not see 
anything of Mr. Solomon Haet’s. Then we went to an English 
Restaurant, and had a mutton chop and a bottle of Bass’s Pale 
Ale. So interesting I We were so delighted with everything. 

After lunch, Edwin met an old friend of Ms who lives in Paris, 
who told him that the British Department was the best thing in the 
ExMbition, and that when he had seen that he had seen everything. 
I quite agree with him. In duty bound we “ did ” the rest of the 
place, hut it was rather stupid. The Trocadero contains a sort of 
weak imitation of the South Kensington Museum ; and the Foreign 
Courts, and the Machine:^, and aH those sorts of things, of course 
we had seen years ago in London, Yienna, and in former Expositions 
at Paris, But the Prince of Wales’s apartments were too lovely ! 
We got a ticket of admission, and were delighted with them. So 
aesthetic and so English ! We saw a funny piano, too, that .sounded 
(Edwin said) like “a lot of poodles with a cold.” What 
comical effects clever Mr. Geoege Geossmith, Junior (you remember 
we met him last season at Lady Caczleton’s) could get out of one I 

And now, darling, having told you all about the ExMbition, I 
must bring my letter to a conclusion, the more especially as we are 
•goir^ to dine at a place with a thorougMy English name— I mean 
me Restaurant du Bfigh life, in the Avenue del’ Opera. 

Ever, dearest, yours most affectionately, 

Angelina. 

P.S. — I have forgotten to say that really the best things in the 
ExMbition are some boot-heels in the Hungarian Court. They are 
quite too awfully lovely 1 


PUNCH STANDS CORRECTED. 

Deae Me. Punch, 

Youe sentiments on Railway work and responsibility are 
entirely right, but the way you illustrate them is altogether wrong. 
For instance, Station-Masters donH telegraph to Signalmen. When 
a man is just under or over your nose— as the case may be— that is 
unnecessary. Perhaps once or twice a day a Station-Master may 
have to shout to a Signalman, or, at a big Station, send a boy to Mm 
with a message, hnt Bignabnen are telegraphing to one another all 
day and night long. 

Then, again, if Railway working depended on Guards obeying 
signals, we should be in a muddle. Why, I ’ve known a Guard sleep 
for five mortal hours on end, from Garngahber to WMtrope Tunnel, 
and nobody a wMt the worse. If we can get them to hear the 
Driver’s whistle (you know what a faint sound it is !} and put the 
brake on, we consider ourselves lucky. No ; it is the Drivers that 
obey the signals, under a code more severe, and infinitely more 
summary, than that of Deaco. 

Then you talk of Drivers looking after Plate-layers ! Why, if that 
were the rule, traffic in day-time would have to be nearly suspended. 


There can be no doubt, that when Directors so pull the purse- 
strings that the permanent way is starved, and trams run off metals 
resembling crooked rams’ horns and cows’ tails mixed and laid in 
rows, a -vmter or two at Dartmoor would he found beneficial, if not 
to their constitutions, to that of their lin^ iron as it may be. The 
same remedy might be usefully tried on Traffic-Managers who 
point raw bumpkins as signalmen at complex and * unlocked ” 
junctions. 

And now, if you please, I ’ll shut off steam, for “ Drivers must ap- 
proach this junction cautioutiy. and have their trains thoroughly 
under command.” (Quotation irom the Anywhere and Everywhere 
Railway Rule Book). HxlUo— wonder if that Guard will hear my 
whistle? No! * Yours, 

An Old Deivee. 


A Gregarious Fowl. 

It appears that German Socialism has,a Rfeht find a Left Wing, 
What shall we call the bird thus typified P Socialism has been put 
forth hy some of its apostles as an Eagle, by others as a Swan, hut in 
so far as it has been tried it seems to have occasionally turned out a 
Tulture, but has often, and indeed as a rule, approved itself a Goose. , 
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A DISAGREEABLE PARTY. 

QMerful Fassenger {who had made several unsuccessful attew/pts <xi Comersation with his opposite FfeigKbour). “ "What noble Institu- 
tions^^ — {they were passing Colney Hatch Asylum ) — ‘‘are these. Sir, that draw a Line—interpose a Barrier, as it were— 

BETWEEN — ^TOU AND MB, TOR INSTANCE — ^AND THESE UNEORTUNATE PEOPLE ” 

Taciturn Passenger (grumpily), “ That may be tour Opinion, Sir. I beo tou^ll speak tor toursele, and not for me ! ” 

{He got out at the Station, where some friends met him, to the great relief of Ho, 1. 


DITTO TO DUTTEEIN. 

“Lord Dufperin’s parting suggestion to his friends in Ontario, with 
respect to the Palls of Niagara, deserves the attention of the two great Com- 
mnnities between, whom the Cataract thunders. . . . The land about the 
Palls has been parcelled out, and a price is set on the privilege of admission 
to every floured spot, , . . Half dollars and quarter dollars are demanded 
on every side. . , . Lord Duppbrin’s proposal is to make an International 
Park about Niagara.**— TiTnes, 

How does the Water come down at Hiagara ? 

The answer one gets is a regular staggerer, 

(The words are not antiphonetic precisely, 

But humour them kindly, and then they *11 do nicely.) 

Here it comes watched o*er, and there it comes warded, 

Hailed in, and paled in, and hoarded, and hoarded : 


AU rkl lAti VJU JLW0AJLGJ. VACliXU.UXA.f9t 

On each hank, Mil, or isle is an ogre who collars, 

As showman or tollman, the traY^er*s dollars. 

Where loud it oomes tumhlmg. 

The Yisitor *s fiunhling 

In podket or purse for the lucre, and grumbling ; 
Where swift it comes rolling, 

He pays, scarce controlling 
His angry disgust at such ti thin g and tolling. 

His chuLer at each fresh extortion still waxing, 

He swears that the heauties of Nature thus taxing 
Is Cockneyish greed that esteems it a duty 
The Sublime to sack-dollar*ge, and Bamumise Beauty, 
And Punch cannot wonder, 

I£ when the Pall*s thunder. 

And the glories around, and ahoye it, and under, 

Are made a mere pretext for impudent plunder, 

And a man, he he English, Canadian, or Yankee, 


Is told by yiLe hucksters, unblushing and frank, he 
Must pay for each peep, he should answer, ** No, thankee ! ** 
It puts whoUy to flight 
One*s most subtle delight 
In splendours of Nature most mighty and rare, if 
They *re rented for peepshows and ruled by a tariff. 

It concerns the repute of two spirited Nations 
To stop these ii^ertinent appropriations. 

Punch seconds Lord Dupperin*s parting suggestion. 

Buy out the riparian Q-oths without question! 

And let the Great Cataract tumble untoUed, 

One of Nature’s free sights for all men to behold. 

Away with each Showman, each fee-grabbing Shark ! 

And for the proposed International Park, 

If there *s no other way 
To give Nature fair play. 

Why, it’s better than low Showman-tricks, any day, 

That Tank and Canadian should both in tMs matter act, 
And rescue from Barnum their glorious Cataract ! 


Most Satisfactory. 

Sir Patrick O’Brien, at Philipstown, the other day, informed 
Ms constituents that he believed in Lord Beaconsfield, “because ; 
Lord Beaconseield, like himself, was a Bohemian ; and, like him- | 
self, Lord Beaconsfeexd was not what is called ‘ respectable.’ ” 

' On the “Birds of a Feather” principle, nothing can he more 
natural or more satisfactory. Will Sir Patrick allow Punch to 
parody a verse of “ Brian G* Lynn ” in Ms honour ? — 

Paddy O’ Brine *d no cardeter to wear, 

So lie went to Bohemia, and got Mm one there ; 

"With, the inner side seamy, the outer side fine — 

“ *Tis Lord B.*s to a moral I ” quoth Paddy O’Brinb. I 
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A COMPREHENSIVE PRONOUN. 

Hairdresser {afably). “It’s ’ard upon mtis. Sir, to be in Town at this time op the 
Year.” 

The Colonel. “Ah, I suppose you would like to take your Family do-vvn to the 
Sea-side ? ” 

Hairdresser. “I have no Family, Sir. I meant it was ’ard upon Me and You !” 


. an awful FHOSPECT. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

These are troublous aud troubled 
times, ^witb muddle and mystery enthroned 
in the Cabinet, Parliament given the go-by, 
depression in trade, failures of banks and 
firms, War and increased Income-tax 
looming nearer and nearer. ' Such things, 
however, are bearable ; but 1 was knocked 
over this morning when I read in the news- 
paper placards — “The Electric Light in 
Chancery ” ! 

We lawyers have never been afraid of 
the clamour for Law Reform. It is a safe 
cry, ''and a “far cry,” as the Highlander 
would say. In fact, we don’t care how 
much John' Bull’s eye is turned on the 
Law and its practices. It is not so likely to 
guide' as to dazzle those who try to follow 
its lead. Hut once get the Electric light in 
Chancery, and we are ruined. 

" Yours, in despair, 

A Lawyer. 


A LAST WORD TO WHALLEY 

GrooD-BYE, honest What, ley,' 

For years Hunch be-chaffed ! 

There was worth ’neath the foUy 
At which folks so laughed. 

Of mind you were single, 

You never bore malice ; 

None of bitter could mingle 
Less spice in Hfe’s chalice. 

To your lights you were leal, 

Though false lights prone to follow ; 

Your kmdness was real, 

Your hates, only, hollow. 


Simla Similibus. 

The Maharajah of Alwar — a potentate 
at Simla^ who ought to he encountered 
by the Maharajah of Nowar— -has volun- 
teered to eg.uip and maintain, at his own 
expense, a corps of camels and camel- 
drivers for semoe on the frontier. Yery 
useful for the English forces. Bravo, 
Maharajah of Alwar ! May we meet with 
many Simla characters. 


m JURE ET DE EACTO. 

Suppose the law, which makes all ratepayers, of a certain 
standing, and with certain defined exceptions, liable to serve on 
Juries, were brought to hear— not de Jure, as at present-;-hut^ de 
facto? What would he like to come of it? WeH-to-do Big-wigs, 
who now escape the burden of Common Juries altogether, would not 
like it. But — 

Firstly. There would be some chance that the comfort and 
accommodation of Common Juries, now cavalierly and completely 
disregarded, would be attended to. 

Secondly. Yerdicts would be all the better for the leaven of better 
trained brains, and wider experiences. 

Thirdly. Council would address Juries under the wholesome 
and much-needed check of increased respect for those they were 
talking to. 

Fourthly. A burden, borne for the public good, which, as now 
imposed, lies heavy, would, when lightened, he next to nothing by 
fair distribution. 

Fifthly, the Big-mgs, in their turn, would learn a good deal from 
a fair turn of duty in the common jury box. 

Sixthly, and to conclude, the design of the'" British Constitution 
— to get into a box twelve good men and true—would be helped for- 
ward as it ought to he, by the upper, as well as the lower strata of 
the middle class. In short, without any Gamhettising, even this 
best of all possible Englands would be aU the better for the in- 
troduction of a muveUe couche sodale into the jury box— all the 
more, as we would take oMr new couchehom above, instead of below, 
the waist of the body politic. 


BALLAD FOR JOHN BULL. 

Air— “ Sally in our AlhyH 

Op all the folks in purse that smart 
I best know money’s valley ; 

My pocket lies so near my heart— 

I do hate that Sbtere Ali ! 

I ne’er enjoy a mind serene 
On any blessed one day ; 

Not e’en on that which comes between 
The^Saturday and Monday. 

Those telegraphs, they break my rest ; 
From one ere I can rally, 

Another comes about that pest 
Of pests, Ameer Shere Ali ! 

But, for a hundred million pounds, 

I must not shilly-shally : 

With Russia close behind his bounds, 
’T won’t do to stand Shere Ali. 


A “pooh-pooh” prom sir crcesus paunchpord. 

Make me a Common Juryman, Sir ?— I defy you. 

Do what you wiU, I must be an Uncommon Juryman ; for here I 
am at sixty-five, and never was on a Common Jury in my life. 
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BRIGANDAGE AT HOME. 

Tag-Rag and Bobtail Club, 

M y Dear 

ticket. Thewor^ 
of -it is, that the 

wa:^ m‘''W’hich’^this®black mail is levied, makes it almost impossible to 
avoid payment. At any rate, it is so with every man who, like 
myself, would rather fork out his shilling than be scowled at. I am 
afraid there are a good many just as weak-kneed in this respect as 
I am. Again, why when I take my dear old mother to the theatre, 
must the poor old lady be made to take off her venerable bonnet, and 
sit in her still more venerable cap, in a place fall of abominable 
draughts called the Dress Circle, or the Balcony Stalls — a fee being 
levied into the bargain for taking care of her said bonnet, while I 
may sit beside her in a dressing-gown, if I choose? Then why 
should a conple of strong-smeUing programmes be thrust into my 
hand, and a fee of a shilling charged for them f I wonder how many 
customers would go back to a restaurant where, on paying your 
first bill, you found yourself debited with sixpence for the bill of 
fare ? People talk of the decline of the Drama, and Managers wail 
about empty houses, but I am only surprised that they are not 
emptier, considering the system or robbery by saucy attendants 
winch they openly countenance. ‘Wherever a better system is 
worked, I am glad to see it worked by neat and attentive young 
women. Box-keeping and Box-opening is eminently woman’s 
work,' Wherever 1 have seen young women at it, they do it most 
pleasantly and attentively. 

I am, ’Mr, Punch, your obedient servant, 


I am, Mr, 
Oct, 19, 1878. 


John Strong. 


“LiaHT, MORE LiaST!’^ 


Eeverting to a paragraph in our last number on the’urgent need 
that J OHN Buxl^ should bring all the light of ids Bull’s-eye to hear 
on defaulting Directorates, we are glad to extract from the Times^ 
City Article (Oct. 18) timely warning of the efforts now being made 
to keep that salutary and much-needed light away from the collapsed 
City of Grlasgow Bank : — 

“ The deputation of directors and shareholders of the City of G-lasgow Bank 
which, came np to London yesterday, has had numerous interviews with bank 
managers and bill-brokers here to-day. The object of the deputation was 
mainly to obtain the sanction of the London creditors to the voluntary wind- 
ing-up of the affairs of the bank, and naturally this proposition was favour- 
ably received. This method of winding-up is thought well of, because it is 
said to lessen expenses, and it probably does so. But there is another cause 
which makes orators and debtors alike view it with favour, and that is the 
facility which it affords for hiding things away. Xot only are malpractices 
apt^ to be concealed, but inconvenient facts about debts, liabilities, and the 

S osition generally of customers and creditors of the bankrupt institution. 

Tow, this concealment is a thing which the mercantile community ought not 
to tolerate for a moment in a case like the present. Wind-up the bank’s 
affairs by all means in the cheapest possible way, but let there be thorough 
and complete publicity — nay, more, let there be condign punishment of those 
whose malpractices, and fraudulent misstatements or concealments of facts, 
have wrecked the bank and caused the min of thousands of innocent people.” 

Saying this, the Times only says “Ditto to Mr, Bunch , last 
week. And Mr, Bunch has great pleasure, in .this very sad and 
serious affair, in saying “Ditto to the Times , and in expressing 
his hope that all attempts to huddle up the discreditahle truth, and 
geep^the dkt^dax]^ in the case of the ooUapsed Glasgow Bank, will 


CIECULAE NOTES. 

(Jottings by Our Town Traveller.) 

What Mr. Bignell in vain attempted to prove before the 
Magistrates was that the Argyll Eooms are^ pmZe-less. “ What'v^ 
he do with it ? ” is the question ; or, what is more important to the 
Proprietor at least. What will he do^ without it ? After a recent 
decision, he won’t be able to turn it into a “Progressive Club,” on 
the pattern of the “Lady Burrel,” which was shut up by the 
Magistrates’ order ten days ago. Make it a theatre, and call it the 

Big -If ell Gwynn, 

Sir John Lubbock is on the Calendar as the City Saint,". “St. 
Lubbock’s Day” being dedicated to him as a genuine holy day. ’ But 
there was one who had a prior right to the title, and who should 
certainly be the Patron Saint of “The House,” and that is “St. 

Simon Stock.” 

“ Light, more Kght ! ” is “ the Gaiety not the Goethe version” of 
the Poet’s last words — as Mr. H. J. Byron describes his Little Dr. 
Faust Burlesque, — applied, of course, to the Electric Illumination 

outside. 

As any stick will serve to beat a dog, so some people appear to 
think that any place in your nicely-furnished and polished-up room 
is good enough for striking a match on. Very annoying. 

This isn’t had, from the Agony Column of the Times, Oct. 11th : — 

A well-born and accomplished ElfGLISHWOMAlf, living in society, 
is desirous of corresponding with a Lady purposing to WIlfTER IN’ 
MALTA, Gibraltar, India, or the Continent, and who would consider the 
companionship of a young Lady as an equivalent for her travelling expenses. — 
Address, &c. 

This is a charming notion of “personally conducting” oneself. 
Yonng, well-born, accomplished, and an Englishwoman ! 

Por she herself has said it, 

And ’tis greatly to her credit 

That she is an Englishwoman ! Is there any other sort of woman who 
would have put such an advertisement as this in the Times f Malta, 
Gibraltar, India, or the Continent ! There ’s a choice I 

There is, I believe, great joy in the Aquarium, Westminster, over 
the repentance of the Middlesex Magistrates in refusing the Wind- 
mill Street Licence. How grieved Mr. Wybrow Eobertson must 
now be that the shortsightedness of the Bench prevented his getting 
that innocent music and dancing licence “merdyfor the recreation 
of onr children at Christmas time,” as he expressed himself on the 
occasion in question, in words to that effect. It was so hard on the 
pretty Little dears, wasn’t it ? 

Here ’s another French puzzle : — 

Translate “the Archbishop of Canterbury.” 

Answer. He can’t be translated. The other Archbishop can. 

In that case, render into French “ The Archbishop of Canterb'Drt 
in the pulpit.” 

Answer, T^te montie, 

Here’s another : — 

Avec le Cure fai vu La Curie, 

Is this the correct translation ? — 

With the Curate I saw the Curate^ s wife. 

If this isn’t right, the boy who got the prize for it will please send 
it back at once. 

“Mr. Ira D. Sanket,” it is stated, “contemplates making a 
religious tour through England.” Are we to have many Dies Irm f 
Heaven preserve us : I 

The Kilkenny Oats, 

(A Brayerfor Irelmd,) 

As Ireland feels the hollowness of the big Butt she has got, 

She ’s going to try a Biggajr, and set-to of Eettle and Pot ! 

Whether Confederation smash League, or League chaw np Con- 
federation, 

’Twin be equally a blessing to the h'ombngged Irish nation. 

Let us hope that of one good result the enepuntjer will not fail — 
That they ’ll fight till on neither side ^s left so much as the tip of a 
tail, 

I THE RUSSIAN MARCH. 

To w^wse music did the Russian Army return to the Tchataldja 
Lines ? — Off-and-hack’s, 

t. * 

The Road to the hTiAGARA Falls.— Dollarosa, 


To CoBBXSPONDBiTTS, The Editor does not hold himself bound to acknowledge, return, or ^ay for ConfrViutions. In no case can these be returned unless accompanied by a 

stamped and directed enveloaoe. Copies should he kept. 
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JUDGING BY APPEARANCES. 

Vndersized Yowth, ‘*lTow then, Jirst Eeturn, Surbiton, and look 
SHARP ! How MUCH ? 

Clerk. “Three Shillings. Half-Price under Twelve!” 


THE POTPEE OP SPEECH. 

{A$ lately exemplified in the Midland Counties.) 

Scene — The interior of a Birmingham heershop after the breah-^ 
up of a political meeting. Two highly intelligent Opera- 
tives discovered, rapt in thought over a pot of four ale. 

First Operative {rousing himself). Yes, it must "be so ! Our 
most worthy Chancellor of the Exchequer is uu(iuestiou- 
ahly right ! Never was the outlook brighter. Our beloved 
country has at last ‘‘taken its place in the great Council of 
Nations.’* 

Second Operative. As highly intelligent Operatives, let us 
hail the change. To quote Sir Staeeoed’s own apt and beauti- 
ful words, now that we are there — “ We will not shrink back, 
and let our Empire collapse, as if it were an air-bladder which 
had been pricked with a pm.** 

First Operative. No j for, as our admirable guide adds : “ No- 
bililw implies obligations on those who are noble.** And to 
think that for the priceless privilege of nobility, purchased for us 
by such noble sentiments, we pay but a paltry lourpence extra 
on our tobacco I The thought unmans me ! [JSe zs overcome. 

Second Operative {handing him the pot). Nay, cheer up ! 
Our good Sir Stafford never meant to depress us with a sense 
of our blessings. Think of his lighter touches — JDon Quixote's 
pasteboard helmet, Baron Munchausen's tiger jumping down 
the crocodile’s throat, and— ha ! ha ! that capital story about 
Sheridan and the letter ! Why, it was all killing ! What a 
blessing that we, the intelligent Operatives of Birmmgham, are 
no longer in “ leading strings,** but able to understand and 
reHsh epigram like this ! Ha 1 I thought so you cheer up as 
you recall it. 

First Operative, I do. For by the light of such brilliant 
flashes, the thought of the Berlin Convention, the Afghan 
difficulty, the expanding expenditure — even fever in Cyprus — 
become, not only tolerable, out delightful. Here’s to “Im- 
perialism ! ** , {^Finishes the ale. 

Second Operative {looking thoughtfully at the empty pot). ^ A 
noble toast— worth 3 r the oration that inspired it 1 And to think 
that when I rose this morning I would, like you, in honour of 
Chamberlain and the Caucus, cheerfully have thrown a couple 
of brickbats at the head of our eloq^ient, our patriotic, our pro- 
found, our excruciatingly funny, Sir Stafford ! 

First Operative. Yes. But that was before we had listened 
to his irresistible oratory. 

Second Operative. True ! Ah, may such long he the effect 
of the right man on the right stump ! 

{Curtain falls.) 


What the City of G-las&ow Bank Dieectoes had, as well 
AS the Shareholders. — Unlimited Lie- ability. 


LES PAETIS HOSTILE8 TO LA EEPUBLIQUE. 

G'-r-r-r ! You presume to cock your nasty red cap in the air, 

And with your horrid tricolor cockade your betters scare ! 

You dare to call yourself La F^ance—iovl scum of Eighty-Nine ! 
Socialiste, Communists, Fitroleuse — ^for all your phrases nne ! 

After your flaring, flaunting, catch-penny twelve-sou fair, 

In the Champ de Mars ! — such impudence ! What business had it 
there? 

After doubling Paris prices with your mobs — as fools make fools-^ 
Mon Bieu I That foreign Princes should have deigned to he yout 
tools ! 

After gettijQg the poor Marshal, though, Heaven knows, against the 
grain, 

To hang the cross round those fools* necks, the badge who’d stoop to 
gain, 

Not satisfled with blowing your Exposition brass, 

You must fly higlier, and attempt to give a Ball. — ^Alas ! — 

You give a hall ! — a business that asks tact and politesse. 

Usage du monde, and breeding, and the -Art to move and dress : — 
And at Yersailles I the palace reared by Le Grand Monarque, 

With his glorious memory Springing with each/e^ Weau in the Park ! 

No wonder *twas e, fiasco — such e, fiasco I'—BieU de Bieu! 

Tagrrasr and bobtail thottsaiLds pent for hours in shivering ^ 
Struggliag, outride* thrdugb. a mud Sea, swelt’rmg, inside, in a mob 
Of canaille in all sMdSs Of red— tnave, imbecile, and snob ! 


Non pas, Madame La Bipuhlique ! Such pride deserved a fall ! 
You might give au Exposition, out you couldn’t give a Ball-^ 
Thai is reserved for us, le Monde, which you, low hag, despise ! 
The next Ball you aspire to give, ask us to organise ! 


DR. CROSS’S DEGREE. 

On Thursday l^St the University of Cambridge, in oom^ance 
with a vote of the Senate, “ conferred the honorary degree of Doctor 
qf Laws upon the Right Hon. Richard Assheton Cross, of Trinity 
College, one of Her Majesty’s principal Secretaries of State.*^ 
Doubtless the Home Secretary has done something considerable to 
earit th§ degree of Doctor of Laws. But both as a Legislator and an 
Administrator, he is much more expressly distinguished by the 
Services he has rendered to Physic. The Medical Profession, and all 
p^ple interested in its scientiio researches, owe Mr. Gross the 
Vivisection BiU; and Physiolo^stS are still further indebted to 
him for having put a stop to the practice of taking casts of the head- 
Of condemned oriminals after their execution. It was all very well 
to make him a Doctor of Laws, but, considering the special and 
peculiar encouragement he has afforded to the Science of the 
Healing Art, Mr. Cross’s Alma Mater would have done better, 
perhaps, if she had dubbed him Doctor of Medicine. 


Naval Nomenclature. ^ 

Some stupid person has been coinplainiiig of our christening some 
la^e additions to the Navy by such names as Bouncer and Insolent. 
Why should not ship’s names, as weU. as ship’s keris, he laid down 
by tie Jingo ^irit-level ? 
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2^ Sill StaI'TOED the Bold lays his pack on the 
\l\ scent 

\ \ Across a new country, and tries for a 
\ “find;” 

J \l A venture as plucky, no douht, as well-. 
V\\ meant, « . r 

MV In weather so q,ueer, with a frost :^so 
l\\\ unkind. ^ - x 

I \\| But your right Midland Box is the^art- 
l' \u fullest beast, ^ xi. 

1 1 And you ’ll scarce strike his trail with the 
i/j wind in the East ! 

/jl Then your dogs, shaky “Budget” and 

\ / “Sauander” o’er-rash, 

V/ And ‘ ‘ Policy,” purblind, and * ‘ Cyprus,” 

/y( who ’s lame — 

Dear Sir S., they won’t do. You ’U want 
bottom and dash, 

Keen sight, scent, and mettle to run 
down the game. 






Across eoontry they know they may make a fair rxin ; . . 
But you’ll find, in the Midlands, they ’re not ‘‘ in the fun.” 

The Radical Reynard is speedy and ’cute, 

And is equally good at a double or rush. 

You may lay all your dogs on the scent of the brute, 

But it ’s twenty to one you ’U not bear off the brush. 

So, my bold you had better hark back, 

For you ’ll scarce bag the Birmingham Fox witn that pack ! 


SIX DAYS OF A SUBALTERN^S DIARY— CYPRUS, 

Monba-t, — ^Walked over Limestonia Hills in search of trees; 
couldn’t find any; so turned down YaUey of Midgeria in hopes 
of discovering vegetation ; again disappointed ; stumbled along bed 
of river in searmi of water search unsuccessful. Thorns and 
thistles beastly; awfuUy pricked about legs. Returned camp. 
Read newspaper article on “Beauties of Cyprus ; its Flora and 
Fauna.” 

Tuesday . — ^Down with fever. Thermometer in tent, 126°. After 
making this meteorological observation, try to sleep. ^ Can’t. Q,uery 
wMch IS worst — ^fever or flies ? Make more observations. 

Wednesday . — ^Fever subsiding. Glad to hear Government is 
going to grant colonial allowance for Cyprus. Fever quite dis- 
appear^. Invitation to quinine party. Accept. 

Thursday . — Dust stormj lasting all mornmg. Helmet carried 
away in a whirlwind; likewise paper with glowing article on 
Cj^ rus, Don’t seem to care about paper, but sorry for hat. 
Write out claim on Government for damage done during storm and 
sojourn in Cyprus. Claim appended. 

Attend quinine party. Ration beef very tough. Fruit 
forbidden. After luncheon, play tit-tat-to ; make ingenious fly- 
traps, also calculation to ascertain day of month. Party breaks up. 
Forward compensation claim to authorities. Fever and ague. Bed. 


Saturday . — Heavy dew last night. Pole went through tent ; tent 
came down ; let it stop tiU servant came in morning. Issue return 
invitation for Monday, Send to Pav Ofdce to find out if Government 
allowance is granted. Reply: “Government has sanctioned an 
allowance of lime juice, per diem per man.” More fever ; more 
dew; more observations. 

Claim. 

Due from Her Majesty’s Government for damage incurred to per- 
son and property of Lieutenant Dumps during his sojourn in Her 
Majesty’s newly acquired dependency : — 

To Damage to Constitution during sojourn, £4. 

To One Year’s Pay due to fact of looking cue year older than I 
am in reality, £92 5s. SJd, (H.B. Change in appearance 
entirely due to climatic influences.) 

To One Hat carried away in sandstorm, £1 11s. JST.B. The hat 
was a helmet. 

To One Packet of Heedles purchased to extract thistle thorns 
from shins and knees, 12s. (H.B. Keedles very scarce, 

thistles very plentiful, in Her Majesty’s newly acquired 
depeudency.) 

To One Box of Cigars destroyed and devoured by ants, an insect 
unpleasantly abundant m Her Majesty’s newly acquired 
depeudency, £3 10s. (N.B. The cigars were Ho. 1 

Manilla.) 

To Hire of One Camel on which to hunt for hereinbefore men- 
tioned hat, 1 Rupee. (H.B. Two Shillings was the real 
fare— but Dragoman didn’t know the difference.) 

1 have the honour, &c., 
Jebp;miah Dumps. 

“aK AGPAEIA3S' OUTEAGE ” SUPEESEDED. 


, Thaitks to the promptly and very generally expressed opinion as 
to the exhibition of the Oher-Ammergau Play, Mr. Robeetsoit 
has wisely abandoned the idea of what would probably have been 


s up. nas wisely abandonea tne idea oi wnat 
Bed. ^ paragraphed as An Aquarium Outrage. 
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"ARRY AT THE PLAY. 


» EAIl’5CHAItI®T, 

I SENDS yer_ the 

^^vf"^biii^n^e g^, ^ 

' ■Whi^sie^kE^^AK 

- ■' — - — 

yer ; a?j.d so PoLxr 
Jane seems to think. 

What I ^old is plays should 5e plays, and not Jiist’ry, or preachin, 
or spout, 

You go in for a laugh and a lush (don’t P. J. lap the lemon and 
stout !) 

I ’m aware there is softs as prefers to see Virtue wop Vice at the 
Tie., 

But we ’ve rose above all that old rot, and go in for what Frepchmen 
calls 

“ Chick’s ’’—well, tain’t so easy to say, but it ’s doosid Like what we 
calls “cheek”; 

Sly sarce, don’t yer know, ’ot and sweet, with a dash of the blue, but 
mixed weak. 

The “ blend ” ain’t a bad ’un, I ’ll tell yer; the toffs put us up to the 
fake, 

And our taste and theirs in sech things is as Like as two peas, — ^no 
mistake I 

In eourse they camt go the ’ole ’og : my Lonn Ghambeblingi- ’s down 
if they does ; 

The bloomin’ old Miyyey must raise, now and then, jest a bit of a 
buzz; 

But, bless yer, there ’s lots as he passes, 0. K* and accordin’ to 
Cocker^ 

As— well, soap-board crawlers might ’owl, but it suits me right up 
to the knocker. 

“ Chick ” does it, yer see; oh a neat bit of parley-voo covers a lot, 
Aad as most of our plays are now cribbed from the French, wy 
they ’re all pooty ’ot. 

Legs ? Bless you, my boy, they ain’t in it with ogles and antics and 
’ints. 

As sets Polly Jane on the snigger, and fetches the ochre in mints. 

It ’s lummy to see the Swells larffng at capers as tickles hus too — 
The Swells used to sit stiff as hice when the Gfallery raised a hohoo ; 
Ifow one twigs out-an-outers a-boltin’ wots too spicey ’most for 
the Pit, 

And if they don’t clap Kke the “ gods,” wy, yer see, kids is given to 
split. 

Ain’t they down on the treacly domestic P — a lay as I always did 
’ate. 

You know the old flapdoodle muck, tea for two and no stoppin’ out 
late; 

Connoobial ynm-yum for ever I no larks on the slyest Q,. T., 

P ramb’lators and properness—lord I it ’ud jest about collyfog me ! 

We men o’ the world, mate, knows better. iBink Dominos^ hay ? — 
that ’s yer style. 

^r’, ’ow I did larf I and P. J. had a straggle to smootji out a smile. 
Then The Idol that widder’s warm- waterworks — quickly turned off 
at the main — 

Aud the no-never-mention-’em larks as they play in that sweet 
Marjerlaine! 


It ’s life, my dear boy, and no kid. ’Ow I wish you could see it, old 
flick! 

Cam’t you run up to town for a week, and, go in for a buster of 
ft Qjiich^^ f 

I know it ’s a lush as you ’d like, most as ’ot as they mix it in Parry, 
I ’m off for a nip of it now, so 0 river / Yours rortily, 

’Abut. 


LOVE IN THE MIST, 

A Romantic Reverie, By Miss Lackaday, 

“ Such stuff as dreams are made of.” 

I. 

I AM sitting by the fire— I seem to be always sitting by the fire 
now that the day’s twilight and the twilight of my life are setting 
in together, like the sohbjng reflux of an eddying tide ; my toes are 
snugly perched upon the fender— the kettle is boiling over— it is 
time to make tea. But I am too absorbed— too happy, somehow, 
in unravelling strange sweet memories that meander on the Turkey 
hearthrug on which my feet rest comfortably — too happy, too sor- 
rowful— how shall I say which (are we not oftenest both at once — 
happiest when it is so) ?— and I let the water bubble over till the 
fire is out, while the children laugh and blow the sparks about the 
room, and trample them out with tbeir innocent feet. The room is 
full of ohil(ken— full of sparks. I think it is always so in the 
twilight. 

Children I . . . Are we not all children ? Do we not all blow about 
the sparks of life, aud laugh as we trample them out — theu wonder 
at the sting and the darkness that remain as we sit down in the cold 
silent lam:^ght, and piece together the dim fiickerings of our past — 
listening, with wiser hearts, to echoes from the far-off shores r 

“ Echoes ” I How many sermons there are in that word I I feel 
that I could write them— that my life has written them. ... I think 
it is better to write sermons than to read them. 

But what was it that I was going to write about to-night ? I 
think I have forgotten. . . The children’s voices, busy with the present, 
have drowned the memories of the old dead time. . . . How strange it 
is this way in which the present revives the past, and makes us live 
in it with a confused clearness 1 1 ! ! 

That little tea-table, with its rows of willow-patterned plates and 
piles of hot-buttered muffins, recalls another tea-tMe to me — a kind 
tea-table that was always spread in a bow- window looking out upon 
the sea, with red roses clinging to its sashes, and a dazzle of hoar- 
frost coming up from the daisied turf beyond. . . . 

I cannot remember the name of the place, but it seems to me that 
it was in the heart of one of our midlaiid counties — somewhere in 
l^orthamptonshire, I think— or it may have been VTarwickshire. . . . 

I remember a deep green valley, a lake, and endless avenues of 
trees. ... 1 don’t tbonk I regret having forgotten the name of the 
place — ^there is a charm about the Indefinite which names dispel. 
The Indefinite— the Immaterial — the Infinite — and Hnmeasurable — 
Was not that the old-world idea of Heaven? — ^is it not still the 
dream of Science ? A friend of mine, who is a great philosopher, 
said to me the other day, “I mean to believe in Spiritnalism : ii 
is a rest from clear ideas.” 

At one time of my- life I was always having tea in that bow- 
window — ^It is long ago— so long ago that, as I think of it, I seem 
to be another person ; and yet I can still hear the crack of the china 
as it broke in my host’s hands— Dear, kind old friend I — ^How clumsy 
he was, and how we all loved him !— Nobody seemed to mind how 
many cups he broke— except his wife, who must have been fond of 
ohina, I think,— So am I now— but I did not care for it then, and I 
had a sort of pleasure in seeing the Sevres cups smashed and the 
cream running in rivers about the table-cloth, while the kind old 
hands fumbled after napkins, and only made the damage worse. . . . 
Broken china has had a poetry for me ever since. 

Yes, she was fond of ohina, and of all pretty things— She was 
herself the prettiest thing in the house, with those soft rich silks 
that made a noiseless rustle as she walked— She had the kindest 
smile and most beautiful manners. — ^There was a great peace about 
her.— Nothing ruffled her for a moment.— She would smile just as 
sweetly when the cups fell, and it did not make her angry if I used 
to start at the crash— They say it was just the same when her son 
died. . I think one thing was like another to her— joy and sorrow, 
sunshine and rain— She translated it all into a music of her own. 
She poured out tea with the grace of a countess of the anden 
rSgims--'Wlo 2 it a pity it is that women have not such manners now 1 
I think philanthropy and machinery are spoxling everjthmg — Some- 
body told me, long afterwards, that die was deaf. How beautiful 
it is— this oabn poetry of silence— to come and go smiling and mis- 
iinderstanding— never to know that hearts are breaking about you, ' 
Kves twisting. ... I think if I could live my life over again, 1 1 
would choose to be deaf. ... 

Then that other figure in the mourning robes, that oame and went 
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like a dream, —vrlio was she ? I never could gnite make out. She 
liave been a dangitter-in-law— or a daughter, perhaps. Hiey 
called her Kose or Myetub, or some such pretW name with a scent 
of summer flowers in it. She was younger, sadder, more spiritual, 
I think, than the other. A mystery hung about her — a recollection, 
as it were, of sorrow and crime. Done, or suffered ? That was the 
question that fascinated me. , . . 

I felt that she did not belong to our world, hut to some dim 
universe of old fables and ffuttermg tapestries, where heroes agonise 
and'wives stab their husbands in the dark. I loved her—she was 
to me the incarnation of a dream — The faded crewels that she was 
always working into the hems and linings of our gowns were -^e 
threads of Penbeope’s web ; the scissors that hung at her chatelaine 
were the shivering shears of Fate. She lives in my mind side hy 
side with the Wolf that ate Bed Biding Hood- 

n. 

Dm he belong to that strange world also ? I have sometimes 
thought he did. He had a sleepy look, and a way of calling her 
“ Sister,” that somehow linked Oiem together in my mind. But I 
never knew what was the exact relation^p between them. . . . 

He wore a brown velveteen coat, and looked in. I remember a 
cup fallmg and a little start. E. played on— her cadences fell with 
the broken china— the melody f oated up among the roses — so did 
the steam — ^it seemed one music, one love, one intensity. ... Is not 
this Hfe ? . . . And she sat calm and sweet, with the smile that 
somehow made one feel a vague security. ... He asked me to put 
sugar in his tea. and I forgot to do it. . . . 

We neither oi us spoke— it was ®aough to he together, and to feel 
our youth and the immense beauty pulsating in sunset clouds around 
us. There was a glory in every pool— little hoys bathed far out 
upon the sands — ^browu cattle came lo'vmg across the common. — 
I stooped down and picked a buttercup — ^its yellow calyx seemed^ to 
mirror our happiness. ... A bell rang, and I saw my queen coming 
towards us, wim the evening glory on her hair. . . . 

“ Is she not sweet and beautiful ? ” I said, holding the buttercup 
over my head, and turning to note its beauty against the quiver of 
the sultry summer noon. “Is not sweet and beautiful?” I 
said again, for be too was dreaming, and in his sleepy way he had 
missed my words. 

He yawned slowly, and patted the brown cows, saying, with a 
gentle sing-song, “ Myrtib is very sweet and beautiful, and she is 
my sister. — ^We are all beautiful here, and we think of nothing 
else. — You will get used to it as you see more of us and come to 
understand our ways. Will you come to luncheon ? ” 

“ Do come ! ” cooed my queen. And I followed her in, wondering 
how long it would take me to get used to it. At any rate I was 
sure that 1 liked it. . . . At home it was all hustle and confusion, 
children tumbling down-stairs, and a red-faced maid-of -all-work. . . . 
I already felt the poetry of having a butler ^d two footmen— I 
thought it would be easier to be good here — it was like Sunday. 
I told bim so — ^He smiled kindly, and said the butler would take 
care of me. How well I remember those days of cakes and ale in 
the pretty house where it was always summer II! Do you not agree 
with me, reader, that there are some places where it is always 
s umm er, just as there are some people with whom it is always love ? 

I know it was so atX ; always summer^ and love and beauty; 

and the tide coming up to make strange little adventures for us 
among the creeks and landslips, and the sun setting with crimson 
throbs, and shooting farewell noods upon the snow. . . . 

How those voices^ used to come up to the window where I sat 
dreaming and dallying T They walked up and down so late one 
night that I ^ew nervous. At last she left him, and he stood there 
alone. — I could not tear myself away — some vague instinct made me 
forhode evE— I leaned out — Suddenly a sound broke the silence— 
My heart stood stiH, but only for a second — ^in time I knew that 
there was no danger. It was the bicycle with its wheels gliding 
noiselessly across the terrace. ... 

How did he know that I was standing at Myrtle’s window ? . . . 
I had no right to he there ; it was only my feverish curiosity that 
had brought me — only their voices that made it impossible for me to 
go.— How did he know it ? . . . The more I think of it, the more 
puzzled I get— It was hardly hve minutes since I had left her 
brother iu the paddock— I had made an excuse to get away from 
him, and he had said good-hye — sadly — ^I felt it was cruel of pae, but 
to tms day I cannot see how I oould help it — Some vague instinct 
told me the other was on the teirraoe. It was" an opportunity not to 
he missed. 

He stopped under the window- the hicyck feU. I was afraid he 
was korti but I did not scream, for fear of hringing Myrtie. For a 
wonder I k^t, cool; and when, a few minutes later, he whirred, 
“All right I was able- to answer, “Yes.” Then he Joahed 
“ Dearest I ” I wayed my hand— he was gone — But how did he, know 
that I should he there? ... 

Next day I hadi a scene with Myrtle. . . . She had met him in the 
morning, and I think he must have thoughtlessly told her about it 


for she seemed upset. She looked more than usually anxious, my 
poor queen I She had the expression iu her eyes, that made me 
think of OxYTEMNESxnA— the expression that I liked so much I At 
those times I never oould refuse her anythiag. There was some 
mesmerism in her face, that compelled me to be open. I told her 
just what had passed. She made me promise to tell it to no one 
el^. As she was leaving the room, me turned round, and said, 
with a pretty laugh, “ There, be a good girl 1 Keep my secret, and 
I will keep yours. You know if I were to tell nim about it, he 
would be angry.” I had not thought of that myself —but I was 
grateful to her for thinking of it. She was alwa3rs considerate for 
others. , . . 

{To be concluded m our next.) 


MASCULINE AND FEMININE FASHIONS. 

L adies and Gentlemen, — 
The Chesterfield Coat 
has been revived for 
Ladies’ wear. It is made 
with or without a skirt of 
the same material as its 
own. 

It has pockets in the 
style of a gentLeman’s 
coat. 

The producers of the Ches- 
terfield Coat have happily 
adapted both the Coat and 
the w aistcoat of the Louis 
the Fourteenth style to 
their Tweed Coats in two 
methods. OnCj of these is 
the shape of a gentleman’s 
ordinary short jacket; the 
other that of the regular 
morning coat with side 
body seams. 

But, Gentlemen and La- 
dies, these are not tbe only 
novelties in the way of 
attire provided for you -at 
a certain eminent Clothing 
Establishment iu a f asbiou- 
able quarter of Loudon. 

There is also a Costume for the Moors. 

The Paletot is long and close-fitting, with leather buttons. There 
are Leggmgs to match. There is a hat, too, of the same cloth as the 
Leggings and tie Paletot. You can thus be equmped for the Moors, 
it you wish to visit them, horn head to foot. But though grouse- 
shootiug is over, which your Clothiers seem to have forgotten, no 
doubt flie Costume designed for the Moors would he equally suitable 
to the Turnips or the Cover. 

But even this, Gentlemen Ladies, is not ah that you are 
offered hy that extensive Clothing Firm. 

Their new Hat for Costumes is the Jockey Cap. It is, they say, a 
most stylish bead-dress in cloth, and has the true jockey character- 
istic ; tie addition of a ribbon run in round the edge finishing with 
a bow in firont to draw the cap tightly round the head,^ Of course 
Gentlemeu might have the cap made for them so as to dispense with 
this addition, wMch they might probably consider less becoming for 
them than for Ladies. 

“ Eow that Corduroys are so fashionable,” the same Frcm recom- 
mend Ladies and Gentlemen to patronise their Corduroys, of which 
th^ have a stock on view. 

From tiie foreg^oing particulars, announced the other day in the 
Morning Post, it would seem, Ladies— especially from the article 
Corduroys — ^ihat the Eights of Women are progressing amongst the 
Etigher Orders. 


Cause and Effect. 

The policy of Beacorseield— apart from party glo^g— 
May most fitly be described in a single word— imposing ! 
OnJEnglandhe imposes tbe cry the Jingo mass adore, 

As upon Afighanistan he imposes an Ambassador. 

But of either impositioiL Johit Bull may look for close sure, 
That which all impositions is wont to dog— ei^sore. 


LA CROSSE RE-CHRISTBIOID. 

Will the TndiflTi Game be known in the Dominion in future as 
Lome-Tennis ? 




SOLDIBE'S SONG. 


‘LORD SEND US A GDDE CONCEIT O’ OUESELS.” 


{Adaj^ted from the Lady of the Lake,^^ and res^pecfuUy dedicated to 
Caj^tam and Oolonel Bumahy, "by Mr, Bunch.) 

Let Gii.DSTOira in public still wash, like an owl, 
Leitannia^s linen, when he thinks it fonl : 

Yankee fashions and folks up sky-high let him crack, 

On his own mother-country come down with a whack, — 
But, whoop, BmuTABT, keep up your pecker ! 

By St. Jingo still swear, and a fig for th’ Exchequer ! 


Amoitg all the unexpected powers revealed by Sir Stappoed 
Noethcote’s recent stumping tour in the Midlands, the joower of 
getting comfort from strange sources is perhaps the most striking. 

” i - __ _ * J. 


After the revelation of utter unpreparedness in every step taken, 
or rather, not taken, by the War Office in connection with the late 


occupation of Cyprus, who would have expected to read this in our 
buoyant Chancelloe of the Excb:eq,ijee’s Budley oration : — 

** Ko doubt while the lessons of the Crimean War were at once melancholy 
and salutary .... nothing could be more cruel or more unjustifiable than to 
expose gallant men to loss of life, and to great privations and sufierings for 
want of preparations and supplies. (Cheers.) And if now it should be our ill 
fortune at any time to be compelled to call upon that army to vindicate the 
honour of the country, we feel that we may do so without any feeling ol 
remorse and self-reproach which must have been felt by the Ministers of the 
time when they were sending men to hard service and the risk of life without 
preparation.” 

THs is pretty cool in the'face of the sufferings of the fever- stricken 
garrison of .Cyprus, alternately shivering or sweltering in hell-tents, 
without anythmg to show that the least foresight has been exercised 
by the War Office for the preservation of their health, or the 
smallest provision made for their comfort or convenience. 


The fool I He can’t see every Russian’s a rip, 

With his ton^e in his cheek and a lie on his Hp ; 
But on Turkish Atrocities still keeps his eye, 

And wPn’t give a poor Pasha’s least slip the go-by, - 
' But, whoop, BiTEi^ABr !— like a three-decker, 
Blaze into him, do—and a fig for th’ Exchequer ! 


Our Giabstone thus preaches, and why should he not, 

‘Now his party is dished and his chance gone to pot P — 

JSince Beaconseield ’s left him and his in the lurch, — 

The right head of the State, the right hand of the Church- 
Then whoop, Buenabt, Hughenden ’s Mecca, 

And, with Dizzy for Prophet, a fig for th’ Exchequer I 


Who says the gilt wears off the gingerbread fast ? 

That of B.^s Peace with Honour we ’ve nigh heard the last ? 
That the peace turned to war too soon England will see, 

By which time, who knows where the honour will he ? 

But, whoop, B-deitabt, keep up your pecker, 

The war-trumpet blow— and a fig for th’ Exchequer! 


. . ALAEiraa Pit oe the Yapotjes. — Among Gas Shareholders, 


Cooking and Dishing. 

The Prench do not altogether excel us in Cookery. ^ British 
Directors of Joint-Stock Companies beat the best of Prenebmen m 
cooking accounts. Yet one often hears of a Bank Parlour, but 
never of a Bank Kitchen, Every Bank has its Parlour, of course. 
Let us hope and trust that Banks containing Kitchens in which any 
other things than articles of food are cooked are rare and rascally 
exceptions to the general rule. 


JJ.d 
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AT THE HEAD OF THE PHOEESSION. 

ScHS^’E — Prisoners' Waiting-Itoom adjoining Police Court, {Eminently respectahle Director awaiting Examination,) 

Aeteul BonfiEE (to Chaklet Bates). “ YOXJ’YE BEEH COPPED FOE A TILL — ME FOR A CLY. BUT ’E.’S 
TiEEN COPPED FOR A BANE— SHARED SOMETHIN’ LIKE SIX MILLION SWAO AMONO THE LOT ! . 
Chakley Bates [in a tone of respectful admii'ation), “ LOR ! ” , . 
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ON THE WRONG HORSE. 

{Hints to a distinguished Captain and Gentleman-Hider entered for 
a Military Steeple- Chase,) 

I NSTANTLY get OB yOUT 
Hgh torse whenever a 
chance offers. 

X Butter the Orovegnnent— 

slaaginf. Here 

-a ^ ‘ ^ y0XL Will prO- 

bably ffud your- 
self at your ease. Itemember the story of the Greet fellow, with 
a long name, who set fire to the Temple of Ephesus. If you want 
to score, ffy at high game. 

Carry this out by presenting the most illustrious opponent you can 
select in some ludicrous and contemptible character— say, as a 
“ washerwoman.” Follow this up with an attack on his moral 
character, and fling the mud about freely till you have raised an 
uproar. jDo all this, and a good deal more in the same style, when- 
ever you open your mouth— that is, of course, if your object be not 
to get into Parliament. Should you, however, change your mind, 
and wish to get in, take counsel of Mr, JPuncJi, He likes to watch 
the running of spirited young fellows of talent, and his advice 
to you is — try another mount. 








OUR EEPEDSENTATIYE MAN. wtere he 

How I found Stanley — St, Jamesh Hall — All in the Dark — Some 
Moore— Travellers^ Next Step — On to the Globe — Les Cloches 
de Corneville. Therf w 

I WENT to hear Mr. H. Stanley give an account of himself^ and Coloured ' 
what he did in the Hark Continent— the Keep-it-Dark Continent which did 
—on "Wednesday last. lessly on 1 

His reading,^— that is, as much as I could hear of it in three first at ti 
quarters of an hour, and I don’t know for how long it lasted, but I still at it i 
: suppose he has finished by this time, — forcibly reo^led to my mind got you n 
I an anecdote about W. M. Thackeray. After the great novelist had then he g 
I given his first lecture on The Hour Georges , he asked , a friend, haps on w 
experienced in entertainments, what he thought of it, and if he had jolly old 
any advice to give him. The friend, who was not gifted with the service wi 
hump of reverence, and who certainly preferred Axeert Smith’s Africa ” a 
Mont Blanc to anything merely instructive, replied: “Well, His mag 
Thack, my boy, it ’s very good I Oh, yes, it ’s very good ! But, stand En| 
look here, if you want to make it go, you must have a planner J ” if saying, 
And this is exactly what I say to Mr. Stanley. “Highly in- Onthewli 
teresting, no douht, only yon ought to have sl manner, — and picture : whole tbii 
and, what ’s more, you should leave out all the sentimental, serious. Persona! 
religious twaddle which was years ago associated with Stigghns’ James’s H 
tea-fights and Exeter-Hallites, and give us something that we moreup-s 
haven’t read in your two illustrated volumes.” The Ha 

The answer now to “ How I found Stanley ? ” is, of course, “ By enough fo; 
taking tickets for St. James’s HaH.” How I liked Stanley when and enjoy 
I ’d found him, is quite another question, to which I can only abont ’Mt 
answer, ‘ ‘ Pretty well, thank you.” And I dare say he ’ll improve on tuted, I 1 
acquaintance (for I see he is going on lecturing), if he ’ll take the Moore an< 
advice above given of a sincere well-wisher, who repeats emphati- watch-cha 
cally, “ Let ’s have planner and picture ; let there be no Methody in them b 
your madness, hut send all that cant to the Princess’^ where they ’H What a* 
put it into Uncle Torrds CaUn, and sing “Hallelujarl Jordan’s a Crusoe an 
wide river, boys 1 ” flrat-ifate 

Those who went to see Stanley must have been considerably dis- nigger), a 
appointed, as they cotdd only catch a glimpse of a third of him, Chnstmas 
sectionally, — ^the remainder, fiom tke first button of his shirt-front mend,” a 
to his toes, being hidden by a table and a reading-desk, which looked BoMmon i 


for all the world as if it had once formed part ©f an old-fashioned 
pulpit. Of course all who were in punctually, saw the entire 
Stahudey from head to heel, but unless they stopped to the end, 
they never saw so much of him again as they got m that one brief 
glance when he first walked on to the platform. 

The arrangement of the platform and the back-ground is highly 
exciting to the imaginative mind, and those accustomed to such 
entertainments as are nowadays given in Music-Halls and at the 
Aquarinm, were expectmg great things. The chairs, placed in three 
semi-circular rows behind the Lecturer, were eminently suggestive 
I of an increased band of Mgger Minstrels to join in, at some portion 
I of the reading, with melodies of their own native land ; while a 
scaffolding above, reaching right up to the^dome, high in the air, 
struck the initiated in such matters as being put there for Mr. 
Stanley to take a header pff, into a net below, T^ch would be pre- 
sently brought forward by the servants on the estahlishmenh ^mile 
the nigger in evening dress, who was at first supposed to be a Christy 
Minstrel escaped from a lower room m the Hall, would throw the 
Lecturer a trapeze, when the organ would strike up, “ We Fly by 
Night, and the Haring Traveller, who had gone through the Black 
Continent and come out safely the other side, would fly through the 
air, and, amid the deafening cheers of his admirers, would land on 
the front railing of the opposite gallery. The Haring Traveller, 
however, did nothing of the sort, and those who had expected as 
much as this, must have been wofuHy disappointed. 

He might have done it after I had left. I am not prepared with 
evidence on this subject; hut all I can say is, as he himself says of 
his French traveller who tells tales out of school rather at vananoe 
with Mr. Stanley’s, “ If anyone saw him do it, then he saw what I 
did noV^ (Cheers after this. "Why cheers ? It was evidently a 
point. But why ?) 

Another practical joke — for the above-mentioned arrangement of 
chairs and scaffolding np to roof partook of the nature of a practical 
joke, or intentional sell, — another mactical joke was the Pantomime 
Map suspended behind the Haring Traveller. Poor Artemus Ward ! 
What fun he would have got out of this Map. There were Sahara 
and Madagascar on it very large, reminding one of the adventures 
of the three sailors who took a boat and went to sea, and perhaps it 
was originally intended to say something about — 

‘‘I Ve gone wrong for the sake of Sahara^ 

But the idea was given up at the last moment on account of there 
being no planner. As the Lecturer had told us how he gave Daily- 
Telegraphic and New- York-Heraldic names to the lakes and moun- 
tains — e,g; Gordon Bennett to a very tall mountain, Lake Lawson to 
the largest double sheet of water with the largest circulation in the 
world — ^I at first thought that Sahara was a misprint for Sala, 
and that, presently, the Intrepid Traveller would point out one spot 


where he had erected a finger-post, for the information of future 
travellers with “Here Stands a Post” written on it, which central 
district he had called the Clement Scottland. But no. On ne 
badine pas avec Stanley. 

There was a twinkle of great humour, though, in the eye of the 
Coloured Gentleman (when the Coloured Gentleman was awake, 
which did not appear to be very often) as he sat huddled up help- 
lessly on the platform. "When he opened his bright eye, he looked 
first at the Lecturer, as though to say, “Hallo, Massa GiNaER, 
still at it?” and then at the Audience, as much as to add, “He’s 
got you now, and, golly I he won’t let you go— I know him ; ” and ~ 
then he gave a silent onuckle, and dozed off again, meditating per- 
haps on whether he had really “ bettered ” himself by leaving that 
jolly old humbug, ’Mteba, *‘the Star of Africa,’^ and taking 
service with the Lecturer. What are the odds against the “ Star of 
Africa ” appearing mthin the next year at the Aquarium ? 

His master informed the audience that Massa Sambo didn’t under- 
stand English ; but I fancy I saw Sambo grinning to himself, as 
if saying, quietly, “ That ’s ^ you know about it,^ Massa Stamlee.” 
On the whole, I think this nigger had the best of it, and enjoyed the 
whole thing as a big practical joke from beginning to end. 

Personally I am grateful to Mr. Stanley for having selected St. 
James’s Hall for his lecture ; as when I did not care about hearing 
more up-stairs, I went to hear Moore below. 

The Hark Contineat, as represented by the Christys, is good 
enough for me. I ean read Mr. Stanley’s hook in my own room, 
and enjoy it, hut it’s hard work to he sermonised at feom a pulpit 
about ’Mtesa, XJguse, and tJganda, in whom, as at present consti- 
tuted, I have no interest, except when they are exhibited in the. 
Moore and Bmr^a state of civilisation, with white frills, large 
watch-chains, diamond studs, rufi3,es, and wearing decorations given 
to them by various potentates. 

What a chance Mr. Stanley has lost in not dressing like Mo^nsQn, 
Crt4Soe and bringing on the real Friday h A few good songs, some 
flrat-ifate dances between Bohimon (Stanley) and Friday (the 
nigger), and all London would have fushed to him, specially at 
Ctastmas time. Let him take the hint. ^‘It’s never too late to 
mend,” as Mr. Charles Heade says. Friday on the bones, 
Bobmson on the banjo. “ Finding the Footstep,^^ a pas seul. Arrival 
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of the Black Mail {Friday), Ending mth ajpas de deux. Planner, 
Pictuxs, and comic dnologne. 

I hadn’t seen the Moore and Bttroess Minstrels for years. The 
place was crammed, and the peonliaj singing peculiarly good. Mr. 
Moore was yery funny. But what delights me is the serious interest 
taken by the gentlemanly nigger, in the centre, in the adventures of 
Messrs, Tambonrine and Bones, the comer men, as related by them- 
selves. It is delightful 1 The Bones (Mr. Moore) has not the 
slightest respect for any Sentiment, or for any singer. "Whenever it 
occurs to him that a note is too long, or that a song is beginning to 
be a trifle monotonous, he at once relieves the dulness with some 
utter absurdity done in the quietest possible manner. 

The first part of ^e entertainment, the genuine Christy Glee part, 
is ihe best ; and this is really unique of its kind, and well worth a 
visit. But oh ! what execrably bad taste on the part of Your Repre- 
sentative, Sir, to prefer the London Blacks to the genuine Central 
African produce, quietly resting on, Stanley’s platform. Well, I 
can’t help it. Exclaim, if you will, “ O tempora ! 0 Mores and 
I wiR reply, ** O tempora ! O Burgess and Moore^s / ” ! 

And now, to finish np geographically, let ns study the Globe and 
what is going on there. i 

It speaks weR for the future of Light Operatic Entertainment that | 
such exceRent houses should stiR be the rule at the Globe, where 1 
the Cloches de Cornexille i^ given, and at the Opera Comique, where 
S,M,8, Finafore is stiR at the height of its thoroughly weR- 
deserved popularity. 

Zes Obohes is put on the stage far and away better than it was in i 


Mr. Paulton as the Baillie is capital. The business of the letter- 
reding, in Act IL, is the fmaniest thing I ’ve seen for a long whRe ; 
and in this portion of the dialognie the Authors, Messrs, Farnib and 
Exiege, are at their hest. 

Mr. SiQEL Barry was exceRently made up, except in hands, which 
did. not correi^nd with his sickly face and decrepit state ; his 
acting is very good in the First Act ; but, in the Second^ where the 
original Graspard^ Milher, was strongest, Mr, Shtbl Barry is disap- 
pmn^g. This may he partly owing to the stage arranganent, 
which cramps his action. But for aR that, I stiR think that, out of 


Opera, he could fairly represent Robson’s great part of Daddy 
JSardacre, 

Miss Cora Stuart is an acquisition, but must beware of monotony 
of action. She has been, it seems, trained in the One Action School. 

The performance altogether thoroughly deserves the support it has 
obtained and is obtaining, and what it lacks in briUiancy of tone in 
the vocal part, is made up by the briUiancy of the mise^ensceney 
costumes, and the pretty bright faces. "We have not yet got the 
executants, among the men at least, for French Comic Opera of this 
Rghter sort, but m Finafore the right men are in the right place ; 
at least so ventures to say Your Representative. 


A YERY NATURAL INFERENCE. 

It is impossible not to feel tbe force of the Commander-in-Chief’s 
pathetic deprecation in his speech on Army Administration at the 
Haberdashers’ Company : — 

^ “ I assure you. Gentlemen, that in these matters there are a variety of con- 
siderations on both sides, and these considerations are not lost sight of by 
those who are intrusted with the administration of the Anny. We may not 
he quite as wise as other people, but I submit to you that it may he a mistake 
to put down aU officials as fools.” 

Not all officials, your Royal Highness — only aR Army officials. 
Remembering Crimean aud^ Cyprus blundering, and the usual fate 
of miRtaxy undertakings, in their first stages at least, tiR those 
responsible for them have had the benefit ,of that experience which 
as the old saw says ** makes fools wise,” is the popular inference to 
be wondered at ? 

TURNINa NIGHT INTO DAT. 

They have been playing f oot-baR by the electric Hght at Sheffield. 
They wiR he playing cricket next. Night, not twilight, wiR soon 
be the time for the bat. 

THE ASIAN REEORM SYLLOGISM, 

JlfjaroRpr^mis‘s~-Sultan’s promise. Major Pasha’s per- 

formance. Conclmion — ^Remains to be seen. 
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INTUITION. 

Pusded GoolciM. “Well, I can’t QtnTE make it oitt, ’Arkt ; but I think 

IT MEANS AS WE AIN’T TO PASS ALONG ’EKE.” 


“TOUT YA BIENC' 

“ Before leaving the platform, the Marshal, taking both hands 
of M. Gr^vt, said, ^ Une helU journSe, Tout m hien / ’ — 
Account of Ceremony at Distribution of Awards^ French Fxhi^ 
bxiion. 

Brato, mon brave I A better phrase 
Than that which set all France a-fuming:, 
When, touched with the Imperial craze, 

Yon stood the despot’s pose assuming. 

Through faith, the path that France finds best 
If you will tread in fashion loyal. 

You yet may say suis^fy resfe^^^ 

In tones feciumphant, if less royal. 

And bravo France ! JPunch lifts his voice 
In cordial congratulation, 

And tells her English hearts rejoice 
In the success of the Gr^d Nation, 

Whose seven years of patient toil 
Have set her fairer lar in story 
Than long pursuit of power and spoil, 

And that blood-spotted phantom — Glory. 

Peace has its victories. W orsted late 
In War, and schooled by black disaster, 

France shows herself supremely great 
In might that can misfortune master. 

Self-ruled, strong, rich, she firmly stands. 

Midst general povert^r and pother. 

The best “revenge ” is in her hands ; 

They ’re foes wno ’d urge her to another. 

Yes, Tout va hien ! May good increase, 

And your belle journee^ my dear Marshal, 

Be harbinger of process, peace, 

And liberty, and law impartial. 

Faxons de parhr change, ^ou see, 

Like other fashions, —tms fits better. 

Funch trusts your vows and hopes may be 
Right soon fulfilled, ay, to the letter ! 


Venus’s Oven. 

Sir Garnet WoLSEEEr, in answer to a memorial from 
the Church of England Temperance Society, assures the 
Society of “the warm interest that he takes in all 
measures calculated to encourage sobriety.” In Cyprus 
Sir Garnet must find it difficult to take anything ouit a 
“warm interest” in anything. 


JUST IN TIME. 

Mr. Wybrow Robertson, having roused British passion in earnest 
hy his unwary announcement of selected Tableaux from the Ober- 
A m-m ergau Passion-Play at the Aq^uarium, has had the good sense to 
acknowledge his mistake, and hack out of his blunder. 

Not a day too soon. For on the heels of his letter announcing his 
withdrawal of these Tableaux comes a pithy telegram to the Times, 
which turned into literal EngHsh, runs : — 

Eepresentation of the Ober-Amraergau Passion-Play at the Aquarium 
Theatre— humbug. No native of Ober- Ammergau has anything to do with it. 
Legal steps in progress. Please make public. Lang, Burgennaster’s Office.’’ 

So it seems that Mr. Wybrow Robertson has not only roused 
the British Lion, but has done so under, let us say,^ a mistake. His 
Passion-players would have been impostors — ^violating propriety and 
outraging respect for sacred thin^ in borrowed plumes. Of course 
Mr. Wybrow Robertson did not xnow this. But how very unfor- 
tunate he has been in the whole business. 

It is a comfort that one set of people come well out of the mess— 
the worthy, simple, aud pious peasants of the Ober-.^me3;gau, for 
whom the performance of their Passion-Play is a religious solemnity, 
in performance of a vow made in 1633, when their village was ravaged 
by a pestilence. When the performance of Passion-Plays was inter- 
dicted in Bavaria in 1779, this one was speoia^ excepted, as heir^ 
under the superintendence of the monks of Ettal, nard-hy, and, 
besidesj in fulfilment of a vow. 

But if the institution of the play stayed the pestilence in 1633 
(as these simple Ober-Ammergauers believe), its continuance may in- 
troduce a new- pestilence in 1880, should it bring on Ober- Ammergau, 
as yet pure and simple, the pla^e of speculating Managers to tempt 
the viUage Actors, as well as of Coox’s tourists and cosmopolitan 
audiences, to poison the village life -with greed of gain, and take 


the sanctity of simple faith from this Passion-Play, so turning it 
— as there is already fear it has begun to be turned — ^into a show 
which, in becoming popular, must become profane. 


CAMBRIDGE COLOURS. 

From the subjoined announcement there appears to be a good tune 
coming for our Cambridge Crews : — 

** The River Cam.— At the Cambridge Improvement Board yesterday it 
was resolved that immediate steps be taken for diverting the sewage of the 
town from the river Cam, and that Sir I oseph Bazalgettb bo requested to 
advise the Board as to the best mode of doing so.*’ 

The Cam’s colour will probably also be the better for purification, 
so as to be no longer in such flagrant contra^ction to the tint 
wherewith. it is associated in boating circles — “light blue.” 


Jockeys and Judges. 

It is annouuced that Sir Henry Hawkins has been elected an 
honorary member of the Jockey Club, as also was bis learned Brother, 
Sir Samuel Martin, three years ago. The Jockey Club has done 
wisely in calling to its counsels two good Judges, in the ordinary 
sense, as weR as the special one in which a man is spoken of as a 
“ good judge ” in the horsey world — ^that is, a good judge of a horse. 
Unfortunately, as assessors at the Jockey Club’s assize-courts, 
Brothers Hawkins and Martin have no power to commit rogues 
and swindlers convicted of ti:ioks, whether of ownen^p or jockey- 
ship. ; 

Last News erom Berlin . — Freie Fresse put down. 
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WHAT IT MAY COME TO. 

{Bij Mr. Funch^s Frophetio Telegraph.) 




■JURKEY. 




Alexandria, Saturday. 

sTiltation. 

The Minister of Finance (Mr. Kivees Wilson) opened the pro- 
ceedings hy explaining that the time had arrived for the payment 
of the Autumn Coupons, secured on the revenue of the Eg3rptian 
Eailways. He was happy to say that the money in hand was amply 
sufficient to meet all demands in full. 

The Minister of Public Works (France) protested. The Railways 
belonged to his department, and he would not allow his English 
colleague to interfere with them. Great Britain was a grasping 
power. In France the aims of perfidious Albion were thoroughly 
understood, and appreciated— he would not say, seen through. 

The Minister for War (Russia) agreed with his French colleague. 
The funds of the Egyptian Railway Department could not be better 
spent^ than on milita^ preparations ot a secret character. At any 
rate, in this matter his (the Minister for Wax’s) hands had not been 
tied by the Treaty of Berlin. 

Mr, RrvEES Wilson urged that the money belonged to the 
creditors of the State. It would go to pay the hondholders of 
England and France. Surely he could rely upon the support of his 
French colleague ? 

The Minister of Public Works begged to repeat that in France 
England had always heen known m the best informed political 
circles as ‘‘ perfidious Albion.” He had nothing more to say. 

The Mimster of Marine (Italy) said that the money might be far 
more usefully ^ent upon the H avy. He had privately informed his 
ffighness the Ahedive that, unless an aUianee offensive and defen- 
sive were immediately concluded between Egypt and Italy, he (the 
Minister of Marine) should consider it his duty to retire from the 
Cabinet. The interests of Italy and Egypt were identical on the 
shores of the Mediterranean. 

The Minister of Agriculture (Austria) protested in the warmest 
manner. His Italian colleague was evidently aiming at Trieste. 
The Egyjpti^s were hot the on^ semi-independent subjects of the 
Sultan m tiie world. He (the Mbnster of Agriculture) claimed that 
the money should he handed over to him to be expended in much- 
needed improvements in Bosnia and Herzegovina. 

The Mini ster of Public Instruction (Germany) could not consent 
to this. He demanded that the money should be used in suppress- 
mg Socialism everywhere. The Egyptian Finances ’^ould never be 
in a satisfactory condition until tne smouldering fires of Social 
Democracy had been stamped out in everv auatter of the universe. 


' Mr. Rivees Wilson implored his colleagues to consider only the 
interests of Egypt and the Egyptian bondholders. 

The other Ministers, in chorus, explained that they were greatly 

f rieved and surprised at this observation. They added that it must 
e obvious to everyone that the prosperity of Egypt and the security 
of the Egyptian Bondholders were the two objects nearest to their 
hearts. 

The Khedive expressed himself thoroughly satisfied with this 
explanation, and revested the Cabinet to come to some decision. 
After a pause His Highness was informed that the Cabinet could 
not comply with his request. 

The KmEDiVE then said it was his pleasant duty to dissolve the 
Meeting. He was more than contented with his present advisers, 


funds paid into the Treasury from the Egyptian Railways in a 
manner that would not wound international susceptibilities. He 
thoroughly appreciated those susceptibilities. Tinder these circum- 
stances he considered it advisable to keep the money in dispute in 
his own pocket— till his Cabinet could come to an agreement. 

The proceedings then terminated. 


CANNIBALISM V. YIVISECTION. 

The late Mr. Samuel Rogees, poet and banlcer, once, called 
monkeys our poor relations.” Mr. Daewin, in scientific earnest, 
has contended for — if not exactly proved — their consanguinity with 
ourselves. A Bishop, and a Bishop’s son, have not only echoed 
Rogers, but even endorsed Daewin. Fact. At an Anti-Yivisec- 
tion Meeting, held at Southampton the other day, the Bishop of 
WiNCHESTEE presided, in the absence of Lord Shaetesbuet. He 
said, in holding forth, there were certain parties he would oaU his 
friends, and — 

First the brute creatures, many of whom were among the warmest friends 
of mankind— their dumb, and, as people called them sometimes, theh ‘ poor 
relations,^ although he did not see that, with freedom given them, they were 
poorer than mankind — indeed they were oftentimes far richer.” 

Referring to these words, the Rev. Canon Wilbeeeoece, in a 
subsequent speech, observed that : — 

“ He was not going to enter to-night into the question of whether animals 
were possessed of immortality— not but it would oe a far harder task to dis- 
prove than to prove this QMear! henr V)^ but when they looked at the 
wonderful development of what he could only call intellect in some of those 
creatures, and saw in them sometimes what looked marvellously hke an 
exhibition of the Christian virtues, he thought they were justified ’in calling 
them, as the Bishop did just now, their relations, and not always their poor 
relations. (‘ Sear ! hear !’)** 

A most excellent argument against Yivisection, undoubtedly. 
But clearly an' argument equally good against Butchers. If animals 
are really and truly our relations, poor or rich, what is killing them 
hut murder, and eating them but cannibalism? The Rev. Canon 
Wilbekeoece (the son of Samuel) should he a Yegetarian, as well 
as a Teetotaller. 

Among the other speakers was Miss Cobbe, who read an address, 
in which, though womanly feeling was of course combined with 
masculine vigour, the former perhaps a little preponderated. Miss 
Cobbe observed that — 

“For her part, though she had no sympathy with sporting, she indig- 
nantly repudiated comparing the sportsmen of the field to the sportsmen of 
the laboratory, and asked did our sportsmen tie down a fox to a table, and 
slowly dissect its quivering nerves for two Honrs at a time, as Paul Beet 
tormented a dog, or bake rabbits, as Claude Beenaed baked one in his 
stove.” 

Certainly the sportsmen of the field axe not to be compared with 
the sportsmen of the laboratory. In the first place, there are no 


sportsmen of the laboratory, 


L as Miss Cobbe means. Yivisectors 


colleagues, the Ministers for Foreim Affjors (Bulgaria) and the 
Interior ((freece), who had both of them requested him to repr^s^ht 
them, again urged that the money should he used for military 
pieparations of a secret character. 


pp’sue not St)ort, hut Science. Then the pursuit of Science, even by 
viviseotioujdiffers materially, both As to end and means, from fox- 
hunt^?. Yivisection is practised for the acquisition of medical a.nd 
surgical knowledge; fox-hunting as a mere amusement. Which 
would Miss Cobbe prefer, if she were forced to choose — ^to he vivi- 
sected, and forthwith killed, under chloroform, or to be chivied over 
the country miles and miles as hard as ever she could go, till she 
could go no further, and then to be torn alive in pieces by dogs ? 
And all for fun ! And that too when a red-herring trailed in and 
out and round about the requisite distance would serve just the same 
purpose as that particular poor relation, the fox ! 

We may expect that tiie Hampshire Independent shortly' 
announce that the Bishop of Winchestee, the Rev. Canon Wilbeb*- 
EoiOE, and Miss Ooqbbe have all sworn no longer to devour their; 
relations, the ox, the sheep^ and the pig. 

LttjojJ’s La^^How to keep the Frontier out of hot waters— 
Get rid of all the Khans. 


To CosEXBFOimxxxs.— Sdifer doe$ net hold hianseJf bound to aeknowledget return, or ContrUntUons, In no ease can these he returned unlese accompanied by a 

etemped and directed envelope. Copiee should be ~ 
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TWO BILLS AND TRUE BILLS. 

Feaco wifh Honour r. W'ar with Dishonour. 

To ^Y. E. a. and Sir H. 



A KEYEREND EOCK OF DEFENCE. 

To the Hev. Jabez Whitetvash, M,A,, Vicar of All Saints 
and Sinners, 

Eeyeeend Sir, 

I Air a tmef . There is no doubt about it. I have 
been examined before the Magistrates, and all (the awk- 
ward particiilars have come ont. I have read in the papers 
that ;^ou give testimonials of “high character’^ to gentle- 
men in my position. Do please, Sir, give one to' me. 
There is not a redeeming feature in my case. I admit it. 
But that cannot be helped now, and I hope it won’t make 
any difference to you. Do you know of any other Clergy- 
I man who gives testimonials of this kind ? Because I 
I think that, if I could only get a few more. I might come 
: off easy at the Assizes on the ground oi character. I 
am told that your last testimonial made a ^reat impres- 
sion on the Court. Please address, in the hrst instance, 
0. Bates, Esg., care of the Governor, York Castle. 

N.B. — need not teH you that I am not a dirty pick- 
I pocket or anything of that kind. I embezzled £10,000. 


Eemembee, remember, 

The Ninth of November, 

When to take Civic luck of the pot, 

My Lord Beacontspieli) goes— 

Then down on your toes 
Won’t he come— just— and give it you hot! 


■What the New City Peal Says. 

You must pay up your “ calls ” — 
Say the hefis of St. Paul’s I 

Stock rises and falls — 

Say the beUs of St. Paul’s ! 

City Companies’ hauls — 

Say the hells of St. Paul’s ! 

Snug prebends and stalls — 

Say the heUs of St. Paul’s I 
Blest he these old walls I 
Say the hells of St. Paul’s I 


The Last New Deeinitioh op Hom-EuxE.— Obstruc- 
I tion. 


A MODEL LEADER. 

The country will hear with satisfaction that the Government, 
after mature consideration of the aspect of affairs in Afghanistan, 
has decided upon doiug something. Wnat that something is precisely, 
has not yet officially transpired. Whether it is the resolve of the 
Government to invade Afghanistan at once, or to postpone action 
against the recalcitrant Ameer sine die, we are not yet in a position 
to say. Earl Gat, in a long and able letter, which we publish else- 
where, leaves little to be said against the first proposal ; Sir Barter 
Fair and Sir Stephen James, whose communications we also print 
in another column, leave as little to he said against the second one. 
There is much to be said on both sides ; and we must admit that our 
correspondeuts have not spared our space in saying it. The country 
must read these various communications — ^if it can spare the time — 
and decide for itself upon t^ rival poHoies.^ ^ ^ ^ 

with an inconcln^e conclusion. On the other hand, ^ir' Stephen 
James’s statement would settle the question completely, did not 
some question occur as to the completeness of the settlement. There 
is no doubt that our dealings with the Ameer for some time^ past 
have been all wrong, but we do not see what that has to do with it 
from a practical point of view. The argument from abstract right 
is only of antiquarian interest. The question is not moral. But 
military. We have said so before. We may probably have occasion 
to say so again. The statement is concise and alliterative, if not 
exactly conclusive or enlightening. The country is in no mood to 
argue nice points of morality, especially in regard to its dealings 
with a half barbarous country. The earthly Providence of a yast 
Asiatic dependency cannot afford to be more ethically punctilious 
than other Providences— the Providence usually invoked by armed 
despotism, for example, or that which is authoritatively asserted to 
he ever on the side of the biggest battalions. We are of more value 
than many Afghanistans, and have, consequently, the right to make 
self-preservation our first— and last— law. Whether it is expedient 
to exercise that right, is another question ; hut it is a question for 
us only. This is a nice mild, musty way of putting it, which must 
commeud itself to the common sense of the country. The country is 
in no mood for selfish dogmatism or arrogant hlu^r. 

Earl Gat says that a Russian invasion of India is a hig Bogey. W e 
need harffiy say that we entirely agree with him. It is what we have 
systematioaEy urged all along. The idea maybe dismissed as a wild 
Chimera. But to the more thoughtful alarmists the banished Bogey 
and the dismissed Chimera have somehow come back in another 


guise— really an unpleasant one. It is just on the cards, they say, 
that Russia may unwarrantaHy take upon herself to imitate our own 
conduct in India by setting up on its own account as the earthly Pro- 
vidence of a vast Asiatic dependency adjoining our own; and that 
would he awkward. Two earthly Providences in Central Asia might 
not agree in their dispensations, especially at close quarters. Of 
course this would take time. Earl Gat says it is often as foolish to 
look too far forward, as to watch only the things immediately before our 
eyes. This is quite true. It is equally foolish to look too far backward. 
It, for example, we were to look over our own leaders for the last twelve 
months; hut no matter. Sufficient for the day are the statesman- 
ship and the jomnalism thereof. We should entirely agree with our 
noble correspondei^ hut f orathe fact that on many points we entirely 
differ fromthim. He overlooks the grievances we nave against the 
Ameer. That the Ameer has also grievances against us is true, 
indeed, hnt scarcely to the purpose. Our conduct has been entirely 
indefensible j but tben'what we have to defend is not our conduct, 
but our dominions ; and if we cannot conveniently do that without 
attacking him, so much the worse for him. 

We must again insist that it is not a moral question. It is a 
question for Soldiers, if only they would agree upon the answer ! 
But who shaE decide when Burnabt, Adte, and Havelock dis- 
agree P Of course, if the Ameer cannot hurt us, we need not hurt him. 
We can in that case afford to be just, ma^animous, or, at worst, 
indifferent. The difficulty is to find out whether or no he can hurt 
us. The country must mate up its min d on that point, which, with 
•&e aid of our luminous leaders, it will doubtless have Ettle difficulty 
in doing. And then we shall agree with the country. We wish the 
country would make haste about it, for this prolonged uncertainty 
is trjing to trimming joumahsts. Our eminent correspondents 
rather add to the difficulty, fox they differ diametrieaEy in their 
views ; and to agree with tnem all round, as we earnestly endea- 
vour to do, though agreeable to the feelings, is distracting to the 
intellect. 

Earl Gat and Lord Florence think we had better stop a^s we are. 
The country would he very happy to think that they are right. ^ So 
should we. Indeed, we do think so — almost. A contest could bring 
us little good, and might bring us much harm. And if this reasoning 
is sound, then the preparations of the Yioeroy for war are a flagrant 
iniquity. But then we have gone too far to draw hack, and must 
do— what we have the pleasure of informing our readers the Goyem- 
ment is about to do— Something I The country, however, is in no 
mood for embarking in a vague and boundless adventure of annexa- 
tion. iTo-morrow we shall doubtless have more correspondence 
from eminent hands to deal with, and then— we shall see. 


von. Lxxvi 


T 
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PIG-STICKERS, BEWARE! 






m 








Or, a capital sport is Pig-sticking, no doubt, 

I£ your seat is assured and your muscles are stout ; 
With, a tougli-sliafted spear, keen of point, and held 
straiglit,' 

And tbe pluck for a charge plus the nerve for a "wait, 
You may find in the Boar the best sport of the jungle : 
But still ^tis a sport Trhere to falter or bungle 
Is like to prove fatal. “Pig-stickers, beware ! ' 

A discourag:ing notice to post in his lair ! 

When the jiangle is beaten, the boar-spear in hand, 

And the hog, bristles up and, tusks oared, makes his 
stand. 


To slip in one’s seat, give a dubious glance 
(Like a carver unskilled) at the point of one’s lance, 

Is not Pig-sticking form by a very long shot. 
Forewarned ts forearmed ; but blow cold and blow hot 
Is a game that will bring one to grief in the chaoe, 
And if in the jungle the Sportsman should trace 
Bigger tracks than the Boar’s, hesitation may prove 
From circumspect caution the farthest remove. 

If the sport you misdoubt, if the game you can’t face. 
The best thing, of course, is to give up the ohace. 

But if you mean husinessj its risks you must dare, 

Nor be funked by the notice, “ Pig-stickers, heware I 


At the Music-Halls.— The Birds ttat fly by nigbt— the Aero-hats. To Oculists.— "Wanted, the site for the eye of Cleopatira’s Needle, 
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A FELLOW-FEELING. 

Old Lady {to young Curate who has oUaiTied preferment, and is about to 
leave), “We ’EE main soeet to lose you, Sie. You’ve been vbey good to 
us old People. You might ’a’ been a Old Woman yourself, Sir I ! ” 


A SEASONABLE ERENCH EXERCISE. 

{Set hy Our Own OUendorfian Professor— for I^ovejnber,) 

I HATE the nice Cold and yon have the Pockethand- 
kerchief I have the 'W'et Feet and yon have the thick 
Boots. — I have the vret Feet and the thick Boots. — ^Yon 
have the Ifeighhonr’s Umbrella [or the Umbrella of the 
Neighbour). — have the new Hat and the old Shoes. — 
Do yon wish to take a Cab ?-“I wish to take several. — 
I have time, but no mind [pas envie) to walk in the Eain. 
— He has a mind to take the Umbrella which yon have, 
that which your Son has, and that which my Neighbour’s 
Mother [or the Mother of my Neighbour) has. — He has 
the dirty Boots on my Carpet.— i have the bad Cold, 
the Rheumatism, the Lumbago, while the Peasant has 
neither this, nor that, nor the other.— Are you going to 
the Theatre to-night ? — No ; I intend [comptev^ to put 
my Feet in hot Water, to tallow my Nose, and ;to take 
some Gruel, while my Wife and my Neighbour’s Wife 
win go to the Theatre [spectacle), — The pretty Women 
are at the Theatre, but I am at Home. — I have the red 
Nose.- -The Washerwoman has not sent home my Linen 
[Unge), — I have no Pockethandkerchiefs. — I have a cold 
Fit. — Since yon are happy, why do yon complain ? — ^The 
Stocks ^ have fallen [Le Chayige a baisse), therefore I 
complain. — I am sitting in a Draught. — My Wife’s Mother 
holds her Ton^e because she has a Cold. — I am not at 
home to anybody.— I have gone to Bed, but the Organ is 
playing opposite my Window. — ^Last Night I ate the thick 
Soup, the stale Fish, the underdone Joint, the bad Pota- 
toes, the hard Cauliflower, the preserved jam Tart and 
Cream, the new Filberts, the roasted Chestnuts, the old 
Walnuts, and drank the cheap Sherry, the strong Stout, 
the sweet Champagne, and the bad Port. — To-day I have 
the bad Head-ache, the Rheumatism, the Gout, and the 
Doctor. 


A Ritualistic Confession. 

The other morning, as I glanced 
Adown the daily sheet, 

I saw that Priests of views advanced 
Were holding a Retreat. 

Strange words are these, and yet one sees 
Fit reason to endorse ’em — 

Vestigia, if these held sway, 

Would cuncta be retrorsum. 


ECHOES OE THE BACKSTAIES. 

{From Our Man at the Key-hole,) 

« « -.It ^ ^ 

Hjeiee is a capital anecdote about the Yiceeoy which has a special 
value at the present moment. As Beaconsfield was having his 
hair arranged one day last week, and was chatting, as is his wont, 
fanffi^ly with his dresser, on the mowing complication in Asia, the 
possibBify of seizing Afghanistan oy a coup de main at the Khyber 
came in its turn on to the field of discussion. ‘ ‘ Then you think, my 
Lord,^’ said the perruguier, taking his cue from the tone of the pre- 
ceding conversation, ‘^that the Yiceeoy is up to a trick or two with 
the cards ? ” 

“Yes,” was the prompt reply, “but he can’t manage 'the 
Pass,^ ” 

I think this is quite one of the best things Beaconsfield ever 
said. 

* * * # # « 

It seems that when Haweis was trying the tone of the new carillon 
at St. Paul’s the other day, the Canons, nervous lest he should crack 
or chip any of the beUs. came up in a body into the belfry to see what 
he was at. They found him, as might have been expected, laying 
about him freely with a powerful sledge-hammer and taking notes. 
Seeing that their presence in no way disturbed him, Liddon, 
who is never at a loss on an occasion of fihe kind, stepped forward in 
his bluff genial way, and said, “ Well, Mr. Haweis, if you were to 
strike us like that, I fancy we should sing out in a different 
fashion ! ” 

“ I ’ll be bound yon would,” retorted Haweis, quickly, making 
the tower reel again, as, with a thundering blow, he extracted a 
diminished fifth from the M^*or Tenor ; “but Canons are generally 
made up of gun metal ; and the sooner you all go o# the better ! ” 

There was a short, ^ awkward pause, tUl the shaft slowly went 
home. In a few minnl^s the Canons withdrew, and Haweis 
completed his work for his interesting letter to the Times. 


I heard a good thing of [[Salisbuey’s about the “Decoration” 
scare. It appears that when Bessemer went down to the Foreign 
Office on the subject, words, as usual, ran high, and things seemed 
likely to come to an unpleasant pitch, when the great Inventor 
abruptly remarked, “Well, orders are not unassociated^ with 
Salisbury, though the order of the day seems to be not ‘ Salisbury 
Coloured,’ but ' Salisbury; plain? ” 

“ Yes,” replied the facile Foreign Secretary, nothing taken aback 
by the iavolved iagenuity of the satire, “ and, talking of Salisbury 
plain, the spire is not ' decorated? ” 

When this was translated to MacMahon, he laughed heartily. 

^ ^ 

Sir George BqwYEE, who is too keen a humorist to let the music 
question pass without turning it to account, observed the other day 
to Arthur Sullivan, “What! a hundred thousand a year for 
singing ! Why, they ’ll teach the children next with five-pound 
notes ” 

Leslie,' in repeating this, added: “Mark my words. If 'that 
gets to the Premier’s ears, Sir George wiR have his Committee.” 


A Chinese Tribute. 

“A telegram from Hong Kong states that Mr. Pope Hbnnessy, the Gover- 
nor of the Colony, has received from Mr. Belilios, a Director of the Hong 
Kong and Shanghai Bank, the sum of £1000 for the erection of a statue to 
the Earl of Beaconsfxeh) at Hong Kong .” — Pall Mall Cazeite. 

They gave me a Garter in June, 

And now they declare they were wrong ; 

But though Britain alter her tune. 

There is justice at least in Hong Kong, 

With worship I still must he fed, 

Though Imperial policy fail ; 

I have had it for years from Pig-head, 

I wiR turn for it now to Pig-taR. 
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ALL IN A CARTE. 

Scene — The- JValling Room of a Rublkliing^ Rhotograplief Popular 
Celebrities discovered in readiness for their Sittings, JEnter 
Mrs. PEi-COCK, who is received by Polite Employe at the door. 


^ Of M I^RMA J D 'arii/ A. 



distressed, and the Public mil he so disappointed. Oh, do thinls; of 
Mr. Kammerer and the Public ! 

ranher's Popular Plantagenet {good-naturedly). Don’t get the poor 

mter yoTing man into trouble. And why should you and me quarrel 
wp the door Dishop), when we shall be all next door neighbours in the shop 

)ye az e . ^^tdows for the next two years ? {To Aristocratic Bride.) Look 
fSoLiTE Em- here, you are ready, and she {pointing to Mrs. Peacock) is readier 
H ployL We than me, as I have to make up my face and get into my never- 
* are rather mention-’ ems, so you two shall be taken first ; and, by the time you 
busy this morn- are done, the Reverend gent and me will be ready. There, that ’s 
ing, Madam; but, real jam! Don’t you see— while Kammerer is knocking oE your 
doubtless, you two be-oo-tiful nobs, the Bishop can be putting on his lawn sleeves, 
come by appoint- and I can be getting into my tights, 
ment? {Scene closes in upon the arrangement,) 

Mrs. Peaeoch. 

Certainly {giving 

S'ere'fr^y LOYE IN THE MIST. 

T 7 A Romantic Reverie^ j&yMiss LackAday. 

Polite Em- 
ploye {looJdng at “ Such stuff as dreams arc made of.” 

his list) . Oh, yes, jjj 

of course, the ‘ , . , ^ 


LOVE IN THE MIST, 

A Romantic Reverie, By Miss Lackadait. 
“ Such stuff as dreams arc made of.” 


lovelv Mrs’ Pea- always was angry when other men were kind to me. ITow 

COCK i I trust ^ older, and see things more clearly, I think he must have 
Madam, that you l> 6 |ri^®a-lous ; but it did not occur to me then that he could have 

bS-dress^^th ^ ^ clearly before the reader ; but to be clear 

vou? Mr Kam- always my difdculty. . . . There was nothing salient about 
him—no trick, no mannerisms— no fault, as I thought then, unless 


TinrHpn- him— no trick, no mannerisms— no fault, as I thought then, unless 
1 ] ^isii^es to ^ ^ itself. I sometimes wondered whether it was so. 

take at least one certainly that that made it so difdoult for me to distinguish 

of the portraits other. And the other was so vivid. He had all sorts 


in dScoUete cos- 
tume. 


of ways about him that compelled you to recognise his presence— He 
would stumble over the coal-scuttle as he came into the room, and 


Mrs. PeacocTi. My Mau has, T believe, the larger part of my start up to welcome Hm-Then.be was irritable-and 

wardrobe in boxes in the hall. > & j. j when he was contradicted, he used to nap his coat-tails— or some- 


Polita Employs. A thousand thanks. Madam! Mr. TrATO.pp.p tnnes he wnuld suddenly imtie his neck-tie, and then Myrtle would 
win have the honour to attend upon you immediately. go up to him m her gentle, cat-like maper, aM tie it again, and 

Aristocratic Bride {in white satin and orange blossoms). I trust always seemed to soothe him somehow. Then there was his 
that Mr. Hammerer wiH see me as soon as possible. I have been ^icycle.-Mtogether. he was a man you could not mstake.-J?{ was 
waiting here for some time. ® magnetism. But the other — my man I mean— I think I must call 

Polite Employs. Certainly, my Lady, certainly. But you see ^ ^ ^^7® ^o^fotten Ms real name, and people tell me 

there will he a greater demand for Mrs. Peacock’s carte than for confused when I cdl them both “the other.” 

yours for the momeut, Mr, Kimmerer thinljs it better to keep your ^ad no tricks, pd p faults. If he had not always worn brown 
Ladyship’s picture back imtil after your LadysHp’s marriage. It ^^Ivetep, I should not have knop him from the hustler, mat a 
will be published simultaneously with the account of your Ladyship’s thing identity is . We all say, I pi I. But is that 

nuptials and wedding presents m the morning papers. r-yAm not i you also Are not you me ? Does not a common 

Aristocratic Bride {with an unpleasant look at Mrs, Peacock), emotion make us one P Surely it must have been something of this 
I can’t help feelmg that Mr. Hammerer is neglecting me for others. Shakspeare was thinking of, when he said, “ One touch 

Polite Employs. On the contrary, my Lady, Mr. Hammerer is ^^pre makes the whole world km.” I used to talk of this to A. 
most anxious to take a really popular portrait of your Ladyship sometmes, but never could get him to understand me. There was 
He has ordered a special back-ground, representing the Castle m TO® dear kmd sort of stupidity about him that was a barrier to 
which your Ladyship purposes spending your honey-moon. sympathy.— I thmlc that was what I loved him for.— I have 

Mrs. Peacock (with a scornful glance at Aristooratic Bride). I ^'^aysfelt that there is a pathos in the stupidity of kind-hearted 
must have a easlle in the back-ground, too. If Mr. HAMTvn?.T?T?.-R iRen— something that softens us towards them, and makes us feel 
does not provide one, I shall go off at once to Messrs. Strutt and we do about big dogs and cart-horses, and all the 

Stareleiuh. They have been boring me for weeks to d.ve them a uncouth creatures that fetch and carry for us in this weary, 

sitting. ® toiling world. 

Polite Employe. Certainly, Madam, You shall have any back- 1 ^ *.7 

CTound you please: although Mr. HATwivrRuw thought that perhaps , stupid A. I You need not have been so jealous. In my 
the sea-shore would be appropriate to one of your caries— with I always loved you better than clever B. But B. had a "Way 

perhaps, a bathing-machine in Sie middle distance. ’ eommg on his bicycle that I could not resist ; and besides there 

Clmcal Dignitary. I hope that Mr. HATMnvrT!T?T>T> -will not keep me V®"® ®' between you. It was not in figure, for he was tall 

waiting longer. I have a Missionary Meeting to attend, ancP — (you never were) ; and I don’t think it was in features. But there 
Polite Employe. Certainly, my Lord. I tbi-nTr you wish to be ?" about you both— an intensity, a hidden flash, a word, a 

mken in your vestments. (Clerical Dignitary looks displeased.) I ■ Sow shall I describelit ? How make people know the fasci- 

beff pardon. I was mixing up your Lordship with the Ritualists, ^o-tion those tw men had for nie, and the impossibility it was to 
1 should have said lawn-sleeves. ^ne to tell one from the other, till they were hoth gone, and I was 

Miss SaUie Plantagenet, nSe Sarah Snooks {entering briskly). Row, to think it over, and over, and over. . . . Sometimes, as I 

gien, young man, look sharp ! I have got a rehearsal on at the think of it, I seem to be a child in a fairy story, that has gone out 
Revelry Theatre at eleven, and I shall only just have fifteen minutes lost.— A crowd hustles and jostles,— rou^ voices 

to slip on nay togs, give the guv’nor a sitting, pop into my brougham, oig feet triple, the little one begins to cry. A kmd hand 

and get to the stage- door in time to save a fine. stretches out, and it feels saved. — But its eyes are full of tears; 


and get to the stage- door in time to save a fine. stretches out, and it feels saved. — But its eyes are full of tears; 

I Aristocratic Bride. ) f Surely, Mr. Hammerer will not before it can wipe them away, the hand is gone, and another is 

> together. < presume to give this young per- ^ place.— It cannot see this one more than the other, What does 

Olencal j^gndary. ) ( son a sitting before any of us ! matter ? Both are kind hands.— It loves hoth.— Either will 

Miss Same Plantagenet. Come, I say, who are you calling “ a home. . . , Only with me both hands Went at once, and I had 

young person”? As young as you please— hut person, indeed ! lam to come home alone, 
sure my caHes seH just as well as Mrs. Leacock’s, or any of the LV. 

.MM dreaiy ooiniii« ! I leiaemW tile cHllaess in. the 
■oTiii J!™ ’ ^ daresay ifcs young man air wnen 1 opened my window Ijefor© hreahfaat.— It was like the 


p^ don t think of going, Ladies. Mr. Hammerer wUl be so I 1 had 


and quarrelJiag again. He said I was false— 
to B. from the window— that I had broken 
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MrnTLE^s heart. He called B. a blackguard. It -was at that that I 
hared up. I could not stand hearing B. abused— dear B., who was 
so cleyer, and whom we were always so glad to see when he came 
on his bicycle.— I took his part fiercely, and A. only grew anmer. — 
But I did not mind. — was young enough to enjoy a scene.— i think 
I must have said some things that went home, for A. gave up 
answering at last, and when he went out of the room he did not say 
“good night.” Poor fellow, I am afraid I wounded him— but he 
' should not have abused B. to me when he knew I was fond of him. . , . 
I never understood what was the beginning of it all. As to my 
talking to B. from the window, I did not hesitate to deny that alto- 
gether. I had promised my queen to tell no one, and it was a duty 
to keep my promise. Besides, I knew that she had kept hers to me. 
— would not haye broken our covenant for the world. — think if I 
had, those beautiful eyes would have haunted me for ever. $he, 
crime and^the mystery would^have poi^ned my ^eams. ^ 

"We all cried at breakfast. — ^The children asked for A., and cried 
when I said, he would not come. — I felt hysterical. I was impatient 
for the carriage to come, and take me away. A little three-cornered 
note tumbled out of the toast-rack. The butler handed it to me 
with one of Ms kind looks— that made me cry outright. I crumpled 
up the note in my hand, and ran out of the room. I lost it somehow, 
and have never known what was in it. Perhaps if I had, my life 
might have been difierent! — On such slight chauQies do our destinies 
hang I A few scratches on a scrap of paper, and two hearts are 
made happy— or miserable. A post fails, and Heaven is missed. We 
tremble to think of it. 

Mteltlb met me in the doorway.— She was in great disorder. Her 
eyes had large red rims round them ; her hands were clasped over 
her head ; she looked splendid, and asked me to forgive her, I 
kissed her, and sobbed “Yes,” Thinking over it afterwards, I 
wondered what I was to forgave her for — It seemed, to me that I had 
only to thank her— However, it does not matter— It is always sweet 
to forgive and forget. . . . 

^ ^ ^ 

The house at home seemed more bustling than ever —The children 
had all outgrown their clothes. — ^There were more of them than 
usual. I asked R, to keep them out of my way. — I could not bear 
their presence.— I was always thinking of A., and wondering what 
had become of B. — TMs state of things lasted a whole day, — think 
I should have died if it had gone on longer. But a change came, 
and we were all glad of it. The Watsosts asked us to work for a 
Fancy Fair. We set to work busily. E. was a genius with her 
fingers— it was a happiness to watch her. She knew how to make 
something out of everything— out of nothing ! The tiniest scraps 
were of use to her— the most hopeless rubbim grew hopeful in her 
hands. I used to bring her all the odds and ends I could find— old 
Incifer-matches, broken bottles, corks, cigar-ends, and dead leaves 
from the garden. She transmuted them all— infusing into each 
something of her own bright being. . . . 

It was while we were busy in this way that I had a second note 
from A. Poor fellow, it was a very tender HtHe note, just like 
himself. He said he was afraid he had been hasty, and had not 
given me time to e^lain. Would I write to him? or migit he 
come and see me ? He called me his “ dearest,” and signed himself 
my “ devoted and penitent A.” I cried as I read the note, and felt 
that I loved him better than ever. I meant to answer by the first 
post ; but somehow I grew absorbed in watching R. at her work. 
She was making a cockchafer out of a cheunpagne-cork— it was so 
soothing to see her dainty fingers twisting the wires into antennae, 
and poking holes for the eyes. In watening her, I forgot every- 
thing — suddenly the clock struck six. It was too late to wnte 
that day. I thought of Cinderella^ and how Tier clock struck. . . . 

I meant to write next day— but again I was busy, and again I let 
the post go, without a word for A. Then the whole thing went out 
of my head — I was gettiug so happy over the bazaar, that I could 
tMnk of nothing else till it was fimSied— Then I remembered again, 
and looked for the note, but it was gone— Unfortunately, 1 could 
not recaU. Ms address, and so I have never been able to write— 
Poor A. ! That is how the Priuce vanished ont of my Fairy tale, 
and I had to come home alone. 

The children are tired of waiting for their tea.— I rouse myself 
from my dreams— They crowd round my chair— they have broken 
aU the willow-pattem plates, and eaten the butter from the 
mufifins— they tell me so laughing, and 1 laugh with Ihem. The 
Landlady comes in with dusters — It is hed-time — The children 
are asleep already.-— I shall be soon. — Good night], my Mends 1 


iSnom SWEET* 

Put into t'wo ymde Bulgarian 'Qn^tion, ihh Asia-Minor 
Question, the Greek QuesHon, tue A|^an Question, and all the 
other “ Imperial ” Que^ons m Mess. 


SOCIAL SCIENCE AND SUNDAY. 

^uery—'Bj what means 
fj can good examples of 
^ Art be brought within 
the reach of the population 
of small towns and villages ? 
Anstce7'—hL a measure, by 
providing Sunday and other 
parish schools, and Work- 
men’s Clubs, with models, 
fittings, furniture, and pot- 
tery, of good shapes. Re- 
spondent, Mr. T. C. Hobs- 
PALL, of Manchester, in a 
paper read in the Art Section 
of ^ the Social i Science Con- 
gress at Cheltenham, thus 
ending : — 

“ But, above all, if English 
peojple are to live mth pictures, 
and learn to think of pictures, 
they raust be enabled to give 
part of Sunday ta the study of 
pictures and the lessons taught 
by tbem. (‘ heat' ! ’) 

Picture Galleries and Museums 
should be opened on Sunday, 
and, to make them more attrac- 
tive, music should bo intro- 
duced.*' 

Mr. Haywood, also of Manchester, recommended the Art Q-allery 
of Birmingham, open on Sundays, as an example to other towns, 
especially because such iustitutions were “counteracting infiuences 
to the attraction of the dram-shop.” And — 

“The Eev. Mr. Roberts thought the English observance of the Sabbath 
was rather Jewish than Christian. The spirit and example of our Saviour 
himself was of a more cheerful character. Sear^ hear T) He himself 
walked in the fields on the Sabbath, and taught his disciples that the Sabbath 
was made for man, not man for the Sabbath. (‘ Sear, hear ! *) If the 
exhibition of Art of a refining and elevating kind would keep people from the 
pubHe-houses, they ought not to frown upon or discourage such exhibitions. 

Sear, hear 

Hear an^ enlightened divine. Only take Ms divinity with just 
half a grain of salt. English Sabbatarian observance of Sunday 
: is, in fact, neither altogether Christian nor exactly J ewish. Our 
Sabbatarian brethren observe the first instead of the seventh day of 
the week ; and that with breaches for wMch, had they so broken 
the Jewish ^Sabbath, the Jews of old would have stoned them. 
Nevertheless their manner of observing their Sabbath so-called is so 
nearly J udaic as quite to justify the statement that it is rather J ewish 
than Christian. If this were all, it would be of no consequence to 
anybody but themselves ; but they are not content, for their own 
part, with regarding Sunday as the Sabbath, and considering man 
made for the Sabbath, and not the Sabbath for man. They endea- 
vour with all their ability to enforce such an observance of what 
they call their Sabbath, that in all of our towns with but few excep- 
tions— amongst which honour to Birmingham— there exist on that 
holiday no counteracting infiuences whatever to the attractions of 
the dram-shop. “Bravo, Bigotry!” cries Mr. Bitn-q-. “Gin and 
true Religion ; Sabbatarianism and Swizzle for ever ! ” 


Hope for the Hew Egyptian Xioan. 

“ Among the documents upon which the loan, bas been negotiated, we be- 
lieve, is a letter from Mr. Money, C.B., the English Controller of the Baira 
Estates, who was requested to make a special examination of the property 
given up by the Khedive and his family. His account is that in the last 
two years net revenue has exceeded £700,000 per annum. That though 
the past administration of the estates has been wasteful and extravagant to 
the last degree, with proper management they will yield even more than the 
actual revenue for the last two yem'S.’* 

Then there is “ Money ” in it. 


A HIKT TO THE DETECTIVES. 

We observed the foUowiag in Lloyd’s List of Thursday 
^Jas. Nlcol Fleming (of Glasgow) steering "W., Oct. 14:,in lat, 41 N. long. 
14 W.*’ 


A PEOPOS OF ST. PATTf-’S PEAL. 

Busy City Man {who doesnH like the dMurhanci)^ Bless the Bells ! 
Confound them I 
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WHAT WE MAY COME TO IN TIME. 

Mrs. JBrabasoiir Vavazon {reading extract from Journal of Antliro^pological Imtitute, May, 1878, 480-1). ^‘*Tiie bodies oe the 

Moth Giels in I^ew Guinea abe coveeed with Tattoo Mabks resembling fine Laoe Garments. ... It has the appearanob 
OP A tight-pitting Suit op Clothes.’” 

Ethel and Clara. “ How quite too lovely ! ” &*ir George and the Colonel. “ Aw— yes! Awp’lly jolly 1 ” 


A PAS PE TEOIS. 

** At present, however, France gets on well with, the Kepnhlic, and discerns 
no change to her advantage. One Prince alone enjoys a sufficient popularity 
among all parties to form one of those attractive personages from whom a 
Eepnhlic might apprehend competition for popular favour. ^ He is young, and 
has a look of vigour, is muscular, has ready wit, is able to listen seriously and 
reply affably, on the sea like a sailor, and in the forest like an Arkansas 
hunter, pursuing with equal ardour work and pleasure, and surpassing in 
both those who foUow him. The Prince to whom I refer is at the present 
I moment one of the most popular figures in this country. He is affable with 
his equals and smiling with those below him ; he is peremptory in his orders 
after having been docile as regards the advice he asked. He expresses him- 
self with equal ease in the languages of most who come in contact with him ; 
he loves the arts, hunting, arms, beauty under all its forms ; he is neither 
unbending nor compliant ; he will endure no stain in those who surround 
him, nor does he emorce any hypocrisy on those who serve him. He has a 
communicative gaiety, a vigour enhanced hy elegance ; he is natural in his 
princely bearing ; he amuses himself when he wishes to do so ; he can be 
sumptuous without being prodigal; he remembers men and thinks; he is 
firm and liberal; he detests all that is exclusive, likes a straightforward 
policy, is a staunch friend and frank adversary. He is cast, in short, in the 
mould whence great popular figures in France have issued— the Henry the 
Fourths, the Francis the Firsts— a seductive mixture of excellences and 
foibles, against whose candidatures Eepublicans and Eoyalties collapse, and 
who are borne on the wave of popular movements. Happily for the Kepuhlic, 


and also I hope for England, this Prince is not a Frenchman, and is not a | 
candidate.' ’ — Times Taris Cm'respondent. 

La Ripublique hguitur. 

Ah yes, this is better. Quelle journie ! Ma foi ! 

Such partners are pleasant ; my step they have caught. 

This is really a ver^ superb pas de trois, 

Aoid should furnish my enemies matter for thought. 

They think — quelle idie ! — ^that the fierce Carmagnole 
Or low Can^can are aU I am fitted to dance. 

But a Priuee and a Marshal for partners ! Quel rSle ! 

They ’H allow that this figure is worthy of France. 


JSoup, Mar^chal! Bravo ! A leetle hit stiff — 

Minuet de la cour might he more in liis line. 

But he goes, and, consid/ring our late little tiff, 

Has fairly adjusted his footing to mine. 

He cries “ Tout va hienl ” and steps briskly— though this 
Is not Quite the pas he expected, perchance. 

Mon vieux I you ’ve behaved, I ’ll admit, not amiss, 

And faU in, faute de mieux, with the fashion of France. 

Mon Prince ! Ho, not mine, though I almost could say — 
JECalte-ld ! La Republique must not take that tone, 

But a partner more pleasant, more active, and gay 
Ho Lady could wish. His step ’s light as my own, 

At not even pas-risqu^ nor can-can he ’U wince, 

Chassez, croisez , — how gaily he follows the dance ! 

Mafoi ! if one could he Spris of a Prince, 

This brave Prince de Galles were the fancy of France. 

Our Own Correspondent! Could fiunkeyish soul 
Up-pile panegyric in style more profuse ? 

To such sugar as that, I should think, on the whole, 

The frank Prince would prefer the most acid abuse. 

Henei Q,uatbe! Le vert galant ! Faith— he had need, 
With ces dames pulling caps for his hand m the dance ; 

Brisk in work as in pl^. He ’s the man to succeed 
In winning, thou^ Prince, the affection of France. 


May ibis gay pas de trots prove an au^ry fair 
Of union atliome, as of peace with ms land, 

Who, Prince though he he, with such grace debonair 
So frankly coula mve the Eepuhlio has hand. 

And, Marshal, my dear, you may cast aside fear, 


ua mve me HepuDiic ms nana, 
ly dear, you may cast aside fear, 
snares the Bepuhlican dance, 


How Royal^ shares the Bepuhlican dance, 

We may foot it together for many a year, 

If you ’ll just leave the choice of the figure to France, 
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a k GAINST 

7\ folly,” 
Schil- 
ler says, “tlie 
gods tfiemselves 
flglit in ‘vain!” 
Why, then, 
shomd }jPunc7i 
hope to contend 
snccessfullyvnth 
this irresistihle 




,1V . 1 a^erssgy? At 

' ^ Glasgow Bank, 

has been con- 
sumed by an indignant eoriespondtnt — a Scotchman, he is sorry to 
say— into an ouiiageons and nnfeeling attack on the unhappy 
sufferers by that gigantic swindle — ^the yery objects, Punch need 
scarcely point out, of his deepest sympathy as helpless andf inno- 
cent yictuns of these thieves on a colossal scale, whom his Cartoon 
presents in their trne'character as heads of the plundering profes- 
sion, 

PEIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

Being the hri^ record of a feio Winter^seasonalle Visits to certain 
Country Mouses. 

Charter I, 

The accidental meeting — Spontaneous invitation — Mesiiation — Becw 
sion — Explanation — Instruction — Suggestions — Insulting a 
tried companion — The hag — The address — More next time. 

Abort this time I manage to give a few friends the benefit of my 
presence.^ I did it last year. I nave begun again. 

My friend, Josslyn Dyke, is jealous of my other old friend, 
Boodkls of Boodels. Josslyn Dyke complains that, whenever I do 
go anywhere, I always visit Boodels of Boodels at Boodels. The 
repartee is evident, *‘Then ask me, my dear Josslyn. Whistle, 
and I ’ll come to yon, my lad,”— which last q.uotationj by the 
is inscribed on a Cab-call presented to me on my birthday. The 
instrument in question is pretty on a watch-chain, and amusing as 
a puzzle, but its practical working is a failure. It is, “ Blow your 
whistle ! I won’t come to you, my lad I ” This is merely avis aux 
siffleurs. 

Josslyn Dyke replies, warmly, ** Come the day after to-morrow.” 

This is sudden : but it is “ now or never ” with Josslyn. I am 
all for ** now,” and I accept. 

Capital!” says Josslyn, as heartily as before; “that’s fiirst 
rate.” 

Then he pauses, and puts his head on one side, as if considering a 
difficulty, I make a pretence of being uninterested, but I O'wn to a 
misnying about his in-vitation. It was given readily, it was as 
reamly accepted. It was offered carelessly; it was received with 
eantion, 

“Hum!” he says^ dubiously, as if turning it over in his mind, 
“ let me see— I ’m going to the Thompson Bonhams on— ah ” 

This sounds as though he were goin^ to the Thompson Bonhams 








it had suddenly occurred to him how tired he might possibly become 
of me in two days’ time, and what a loophole was at once offered 
him by the Thompson Bonhams’ engagement. 

Josslyn Dyke, having concluded Ms soliloquy, and very nearly 
made Ms fixtures for the next few days, continues, as we walk 
along “The fact is,” he says, confidentially, “the country’s 
charming, dehghtfiil in the summer,” he empnasises “summer” 
strongly, when my house is full— lots of pretty people and pretty 
dresses, you know— and the birds are singing, and all the flowers 
are at their brightest and sweetest ’’—(quite a poet is Josslyn ! only 
I cannot avoid the thought that flashes across me, “If it were such 
a Paradise in summer, why the deuce didn’t he ask me there when 
there were, as he says, lots of pretty people and pretty dresses?” 
However, I ’ll keep this — ^I ’ll brood over it — ^till we have a cosy 
tete-d’4ete in Ms snuggest of snug smoking-room^, “but now,” 
he goes on, when all the leaves are falling, when the fogs rise and 
steal up the garden- walks like chilled ghosts of the past ” 

“ My dear fellow ! ” I remonstrate, “ yon ’re romancing. It can’t 
he so bad as that.” How about my bargainj and my pleasant time 
at Ms country house, if he ’s going to have foggy ghosts stealing up 
; the garden walks ? 

“ 0 yes, it is,” he insists. “ You see, at four o’clock, one is only 
too glad to close the shutters, draw the curtains, put on the logs, 
light gas and candles everywhere we can, and keep o\it the shadows 
Of the night and the sort of churchyard damp that will stream in 
through the cMnks and crannies of the old house in spite of every- 
thing.” 

“ Ah ! ” I say, endeavouring to divert him from Ms present 
gloomy line of thought. What ’s the matter with him ? He is tall, 
rather a chubby-faced, or cherub-faced, man, guiltless of moustache 
and wMsker except for a little bit that seems to have slipped down 
from under Ms hair on each side, and been fastened on flat with gum, 
and broad shoulders with just the slightest stoop. I have always 
heard of Mm as being, or as having been (and quite recently, too), 
dauntless as a lion in the cricket-field (a lion in the cricket-field 
would be the only dauntless one there, if the other dauntless ones 
had any sense — ^so it is a good simile after all), and a hero at lawn- 
tennis, 

“ Ah ! ” I exclaim, cheerily. “Yes, yonrs is an old house, a very 
old house, isn’t it ? ” 

“Yes,” he begins. But I am afraid of Ms harking back to Ms 
former theme, and I cut Mm short with— 

“ I love an old house, whether in England or abroad ! ” I ’ve not 
seen very many anywhere, except when in process of demolition for 
‘ Metropolitan Improvements ; ’ but inference, and not accuracy, is 
the point when conversation has to be made. In fact, an origmator 
of conversation should drop vague hints, calculating on the probable 
inferences to be drawn from them by his auditors, who will then 
keep np the interest for themselves. TMs process might be called 
the Inferential Calculus. TMs is a note by the way. 

“ I love old houses ! ” I go on enthusiastically. I feel I must be 
enthusiastically joyous with a man so depressed as Josslyn. Odd 
that he should be taken like tMs immediately after giving me my 
invitation. Is it repentance ? Eegret ? 

“ An old house is so cheerful in winter,” I say : and here it occurs 
to me that I will give him a hint, and oppose ghosts with real flesh 
and blood — “ I mean it is so lively, when there are about half-a- 
dozen pleasant people”— is half-a-dozen enough ? I ought to have 


dozen pleasant people is half-a-dozen enough ? I ought to have 
asked more, and then he would have come down to that— I retrace 
my steps carefully— “ half-a-dozen, or a dozen ; according, of comcse,” 
I am careful to add, “ to the size of the house. A few Ladies to 
brighten up the scene. Then the chat round the Are ” — somehow I 
cairt get away from the fibre. Whenever I begin with my ideal of the 
cheeriness of a country house in whiter, the fire is the centime, as it 
were, of my system, and I invariably picture everybody sitting round 
it all day long, as though really afraid for their very lives to move 
away, lest .they, should be frozen to death, I leave tMs inference, 


however, for bun ; only^ as far as I ’ve gone, my sketch does not pre- 
sent that idea of heai^ joviality with wMch it had been my object 
to impress Mm. Sitting round a jSre the whole day is more sugges- 
tive of a purriug, rieepy, stupffi state, than of roUiokiug country- 
house amusement. I determine to throw more spirit into my 
description, just to encourage him to ask some pleasant people ; for 
if he doesn’t, and if he is goiqg to be as gloomy as he is just now, I 
shall begin to regret I accepted Josslyn’s invitation. ^ 

“Yes,” I continue, “some lively people,, all bright and cheery 
round the breakfast-table in the moming— the freshest, merriest 
meal of the day ! ” 

“ Ah ! ” he interrupts^ “ I hate breakfast in the morning ! ” 

WTien would he have it then ? In the evening ? 

]^o ; he meant it seriously. He wouldn’t, he sayS| have it at all. 
PersonaUyj he doesn’t have it for himself, only for his guests. 

1 am eomp^ed, out of deference to my future hosi* to tone down 
this brilliant colouring at the commencement of fhe day, and go on 
te the next step. 

“ Well,” I admit, as if convinced by Ms manner, more than his 


on the very day of my arrival. But 1 ’ve accepted. Ergo : Put off description, just to encourage him to ask some pleasant people ; tor 
the Thompson Bonhams. I make no observation, tbiukiug it better if he doem’t, and if he is going to be as gloomy as he is just now, I 
for Mm to arrange Ms own affairs with Mmself. and leave mine to shall begin te regret I accepted Josslyn’s invitation. 


for Mm to arrange Ms own affairs with Mmself, and leave mine to 
myself. My affair is that I am going down to st^ with Mm, and, 
hotrever he may treat the Tho»son Bonhams, 1 am not going to 
be put off. 

He goes on soliloquisiug— “ Yes, let me see — ^if I don’t go to them 
ihen-^ can write and say that— yes— if yon come down on Monday,” 
— I brighten up at tMs— I foresee a pleasant week — “ Yes, if you 
come down on Monday— then I can go to the Thompson Bonhams on 
Thursday— that will suit you, eh ? ^ 

“ Oh. yes,” I reply, considerably damped by the sudden curtail- 
ment of my projected visit. 

It seems as though he were caiculating my cost per diem* or that 
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BURNING QUESTIONS- 

Mistress. “Anything the mattee, Cook?” 

CcoJc {hystencally), “I’ve been upset, Mum I That Bill” — [the Gardener) — “has been a-gotn’ on about the Heasteen 
Ceisis, Mum, that I don’t haedlt peel as I can betain my Sitiwation I He’s that wiolent ^ Jingo,’ Mum, and we was 
ALWAYS HULTBA-LiBERAL IN MY Tam’LY i ” 


arguments, and in a general way deferring to liis better sense and 
greater experience (always in view of him as my future host), 
“ WeU., there is something in what you say. A row and a noise in 
the morning is not good; it’s exhausting. But then afterwards — 
the first pipe, for example, after breakfast—ah— ah ! ” and I try to 
represent, in action, what rapture is mine when smoking my first pipe 
in the morning. 

“Ah I” says Josslyn, most seriously, “I detest smoking early 
in the morning ; I onl^^ smoke at night : last thing.” 

“Indeed!” I exclaim; and for a few seconds I haven’t any- 
thing fiirther to say. I am a trifle shaken in my notions of 
the jollity of Josslyn as a companion ; but I think it best to “go 
with him,” so to speak, as far as I can, and {still in view of being 
my future host) by an effort I recover this blow — ^for it zs a blow, 
when a man who is to be your host and companion, differs from 
you on such an essential point as the first pipe in the morning — 
and say — 

“Well, possibly you ’re right — ^it suits me— hut one can’t legislate 
for others wish I could) — “ hut then that ’s not the only plea- 
I sure ’’—(and I q.uite pick up again as I begin to picture to myself a 

I briUiant society at Josslyn’s house)— “ there are the Ladies ” 

! “ JS'eyer look well in winter,” he says, shaking his head, then 

adds — “ and so difficult to get the right ones. Hate girls,” 

What age is J osslyn ? I ’ll go and talk him over with a friend. 
At present my object is to show I’m the “Cornerless Man,” who 
will fit in everywhere and anywhere. 

[Sdppu Thought , — Capital name for a story, The Cornerless Man, 
Also, good idea for an Advertisement : — 

W j^TED, by a CORHERLESS MAN", several pleasant COUNTRT?- 
HOHSES to stop at during the Winter Months. Hunting and Shooting 
g^uarters not so much an object as agreeable Society, and aU found. Ho ob- 
]ection to travel in perfectly fine weather, and the sea like a lake.— Address 
C. M., Somebody Rise’s Chambers, Ho. 1 (which number be is at present 
engaged in taking care of) .] 

“ Yes,” I own to Josslyn, “ you are right. It is difficult to select 
exactly the people. But you have always plenty ready and wiUing 


to come down to you. Then ” — (I go on mth my ideal country-house 
and its joys) — “ there ’s riding, or perhaps hunting, or a walk out 
and a drive hack ” 

“ And walk back,” he corrects me ciuickly, so that there should he 
no misunderstanding, no accepting on false expectations. “ I don’t 
keep any horses or carriages.” 

“ Ho— but” — (I suggesti as possible) — “ a pony- trap ” 

“ Ho trap at all,” says Josslyn, decisively. 

I am about to recover myself with greater difficulty this time, as I 
foresee not being met at the Station, which is an omission I detest, 
and am trying to pump up some fatuous remark about walking 
being better for the health, and so forth, when he takes up the con- 
versation, and says — 

“ Ho ; out of the summer, it’s a very dull place, and I ’m only 
too glad of anyone coming down to talk to me.” 

The deuce I 

“ But I shan’t have any one else there, because if two fellows come, 
they talk to one another, and not to me ; and they go out togeth^, 
and leave me at home, because I don’t walk muon now. Ho;’\he 

t oes on becoming more contented with the prospects of my being 
own there alone, and, so to speak, in his power ; “we will have 
the place to ourselves. It ’s an enormous oldhouse. I shut up most 
of the rooms when there’s nobody there, and occupy one; that’ll 
be guite enough for usP ‘ ‘ Oh, guite ! ” I say ; but my heart fails me, 
and my mind misgives. 

“ You’ll see what a strange, queer old ghostly place it is : some 
terrible legend to every room in the house. That ’s what’s you’ll 
enjoy.” 

He is now quite lively again, as he bids me good-bye, and tells 
me he shall certainly expect me the day after to-morrow. In 
answer to my question about the line '‘and station, he inf orms me 
that I start 6om Eenchuroh Street Station. Eenchurch Street ! Oh ! 
I almost exclaim. Couldn’t he make it anywhere else ? If there is 
a station I detest— hut, no matter, it is too late now — ^Ihave accepted 
— and it mayn’t be ,so far, after aU, — only to begin with Fenehurch 
Street Station on a foggy, mizzly, dull, damp Hovember afternoon— 
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A PUBLIC NUISANCE. 

Fancy Portrait of the Party who will deface the Books from the 
Circulating Library, by scoring under the Passages he approves of 
WITH A Lead Pencil, and writing the word “Bo-s'h” on the Margin 
WHEN HE disapproves. 


THE JINGO-ENGLISHMAK 


[New Vci'sioii of cm old Song, adapted to the taster of the 
Patriot of tlie FeriocL) 


There ’s a Land that ’s Cock of Creation’s walk, 
Though it is but a tiny isle, 

And to hear its brag, and its tail tail talk, 

Might make e’en Bombastes smile. 

It holds itself holiest, first in fight, 

Most brave, most wise, most strong, 

And will ne’er admit what it fancies right 
Can by any chance be wrong. 

’Tis the pink of perfection, deny it who can, 
The^Home of the Jingo Englislunan ! 


There ’s a Flag that floats o’er every sea, 

And claims to control the brine ; 

And if any dare hint that it makes too free. 

The result is a deuce of a shine. 

For the bouncing boys who walli the deck 
Deem the Ocean their own little lot, 

And foreign fools at their pride should check, 
They will catch it exceedingly hot. 
Right-divine ’s in its bunting, deny it who can. 
Is the Flag of the Jingo-Englishman ! 


There ’s a Heart that leaps with abominable glow 
A paying cause to defend. 

Lets interest rule it in fixing a foe, 

And profit in choosing a friend. 

It nurtures a deep and abiding love 
For possession of power and pelf, 

And deems that the duty all others above 
Is enshrined in that sweet word “ self.” 

’Tis a rare tough organ, deny it who can, 

The Heart of your Jingo-Englishman ! 


The Briton may traverse the Pole or the Zone, 
And annex on sea or shore ; 

He calls an immense domain his own, 

But he means going in for more. 

Let the wandering stranger seek to know 
To what charter such " rights ” are owed. 
And a fiush will rise to the Briton’s brow 
As he answers — “ You be bio wed ! ” 

There ’s no end of a pnR, deny it who can. 

In the words, I ’m a Jingo-Englishman I ” 


as a place to start from (better, in that aspect, thank Heaven! 
than as a place where we might he forced to stop ! !) is not an 
encouraging prospect. 

“ From Fenchurch Street,” he explains (and Ae thinks it a charm- 
ing station ; far better, he says, than Paddington, or St. Panoras, 
or Liverpool Street— oh! far better! — so much more convenient; 
yes, for where he wants to go) “ you take the train” — or, more cor- 
rectly speaking, the train takes me; for I couldn’t take a train 
anywhere without m akin g a dreadful mess of it— “ the train takes 
you,” continues Jossiyn, “ to Bursted Mills. There you get out.” 

* ‘ Yes ; and take a fly for your place,” I say, with ready intelligence, 

I am wrong, Jossltn explains. I do not take a fly. Does a fly 
take me? Ho,” Jossltn replies, with such gravity, that I at 
once become seriously attentive. Another train comes up on a looj)- 
line, and that takes me to Clogsole and Clayhoro’ ; and this last is 
Ms, Jossltn Dike’s, Station. 

I feel as glad as though I were there already. 

“There is sure to be,’^he informs me, “some one there to carry your j 
hag he has evidently decided on the limit to my luggage, and 
my stay — “ and if there isn’t, you can walk up through the village ; 
and I can send the Gardener down, if he hasn’t gone away. But,” 
he adds, in a hopeful tone, “ we ’ll manage— som^ow.” 

I detest this expression when applied to dealings with my hag. 
“ Love me, love my hag,” is my motto as a traveller, and if I dqn/t 
care about being treated “ somehow,” much less do I like to think 
of my hag having to rough it in that sort of manner. After aR, 
what am I without my hag ? What is any man, travelling, without 
his ha^ ? Absolutely notiong. And knowing^ this as well as every 
one With any experience must do, nothing irritates me more, or! 
more justly— as it should irritate every right-minded, honest, self- 
respecting person— than to hear a host, or a hntlerj or any servant, hut 
specially a host, say carelessly, “ Oh, your hag will he all right. It ’ll 
come up somehow. And, if it doesnH, we can easily send for it ” ! 

No, 1 do not like this prospect as presented by J ossltn ; and from 
Ihis moment I have one fibsed determination for this visit, and that 
is, Hot on any account to part with my Bag ! 

I reserve these remarks, and do not tell Jossltn how he has 
wounded a sensitive nature. 


“ And the name of your place — I forget exactly ? ” I ask. 

“Here it is— on my card. I thought you knew,” he replies. 
“ The Mote, Moss-End. It ’s about three miles from the station.” 

JBCappt/ Thought — More Re-mote than Mote. But I mustn’t ven- 
ture on a jest about the name of a man’s place, where his forefathers 
and foremothers may have lived for centuries. But yet, wasn’t he 
disrespectful to my ha^ ? He won’t he when he sees it. Boy carry my 
bag, indeed I I should like to see the Boy who could carry the bag that 
I ’m going to take down with me to The Mote Moss -End. That Boy 
would have to be a young Hercules. Jossltn little suspects that in 
that hag of mine I can pach things sufficient to last me for three 
months at a time ! I ’m an old carpet-bagger, and patent packiag 
has been my study for years. But, he will see. I.shall arrive — ^the 
Cornerless Man with the Carpet-Bag I 
We part. And the day after to-morrow will see me— if the day 
after to-morrow only looks out sharp enough, and isn’t too foggy — 
down at The Mote Moss-End, chez Jossltn Dtke. Au revoir / 

{To he continued^ 


THE RIGHT MAH IN THE RIGHT PLACE. 

Mr. 0. R. Low closes his panegyric^ on Sir Garnet Wolselet, 
just published, with this proud peroration : — 

“ Young in years, yet ripe with a military experience almost unrivalled in 
the British .Army ; blessed with an equable temperament and an iron consti- 
tution; . . . gnted with sound judgment and a thorough mastery of the art 
of war, theoretically as culled from hooks, and practically as studied and illus- 
trated in all climes and under varied conditions; possessing a chivalric 
courage that has extorted the admiration of witnesses, and confidence in him- 
self, combined with that attribute which is an unerring indication of the 
presence of genius— a faculty for inspiring confidence in others.” 

Surely he is now in the very place to show his iron constitution, 
his equable temperament, and his faculty for inspiring confidence 
in others. AR together may help to account for his courageous 
attempt — in a private letter, of which extracts appear in this 
montlJs Macmillan— to in^ire a confidence in Cyprus and its pros- 
pects ! 
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THE SONG OF THE BELLS. 



f/ Qi-XS G^reat Tom 
O to Big Ben— 
“ Have yon read 
HAWEis’sletter? 
One for your nob 
— ob, ain’t it 
A real down- 
setter ! 

Don’t it just show 
you np. Sir, 

Bor yotir barsb- 
nesa and boarse- 
ness, 

Yonr deafening 
elangonr, 

Yonr horrible 
coarseness ! 

If of me it don’t 
xitter 

Mncb pleasanter 
things, 


It has a good word for 
The new peal that swings 
In the opposite turret, 

To call folks to prayer, 

And not just strike the hours, 

As I do, here, in air. 

And at the new peal’s faults. 

If Haweis railer, 

As ’twas cast by no Belge ^ 

But a true British Taylor, 

On the whole, one may say — 

And J haven’t a doubt on’t — 
That the new ring o’ Bells 
Has come very well out on’t. 
Then, of course, as a Bell 
Much pitched into, one chuckles 
When Beckett comes down 
Over Haweis’s knuckles. 

And these two Bell-oracles 
TeU the world soon. 

That whatever we Bells are, 

They aren’t quite in tune.” 

Says Big Ben to Great Tom — 

‘‘ Keep yourself to yourself, 

And leave Scbibblees’ bob-majors. 
Like me, on the shelf. 

About Hawbis’s letter 
“Whatever Ifeel, 

I don’t have my head turned. 

Like you, by a Peal. 

Since o’er my first casting 
I heard Beckett groan, 


At least, I can boast 
Of a Peel of my own — 

A Peel, and a Canning, 

A Palmerston too. 

And a Derby besides. 

At my feet that kotoo. 

And o’er Peel, Pam, and Derby, 

I know very well, 

Be my voice what it may, 

I, at least, bear the bell. 

I look down on ’em all. 

As you look on Oueen Anne, 

And leave Beckett and Haweis 
To clash, pot and pan. 

Yon are as good a BeU, 

As the City has claim to, 

With its Bulls and Bears crippled 
And Ducks plucked and lame too. 
And if my voice ain’t sound — 

Well, it ’s one folks can hear ; 
That ’s the voice that should sound 
In the Parliament’s ear. 

There ’s another Ben yonder 
Will soon have to try 
If he can make his voice 
As well heard as I. 

Then let ’s both strike our hours, 
True or false — were we^true, 
With City or Commons 
What should we haye to do ? ” 


Justice to Canada. 


™ j3aij.cxivja,u oAutj, ujj. bue v^anacuan siae me 
See and open ” mouth to the rapids abovejhe PaH, is quite 

make a run on the Canadian bank without putting 
^ ^heir pockets. Lord Dxjeeerin’s International Park is haK made 

No (foreign) Orders Admitted. 

Foreign Office ^omitur). All very well for yon low feUows in trade, and 
manufactuj^es and all that sort of thing. You are used to touting for orders. 
But we don’t mean to give you ours, and won’t have you taking other 
people’s, 

The true Policy oe the Gas Companies with regard to Mb, Edison’s 
P 4 TENT.— Make light of it. 

The Plan with Beet-Boot Sugae (ie you don’t Liko it). — Lum'p it. 


ONLY TOO TEUE. 

Or History to Order — d la Basse. 

“ Possibly it -vyill be a blow with other weapons than tke rifle 
and sword. English, agents disguised as merchants, tradesmen, 
or travellers, will find their way to the capitals of minor 
chieftains subordinate to the Ameeh. Some will be bribed, 
others dethroned, and others still done away with by secret and 
mysterious agencies. The path having thus been smoothed, 
Sheue Aiii will be taken in hand. _ A cup of coffee will remove 
biTw from the Hst of Asiatic Princes.” — Ths St, Tetersburg 
Tedomostif Oct., 1878. 

The thick black fog of Westminster hung heavily 
over the Council Chamber of the British Cabinet on this 
ominons afternoon, and, as the Ministers entered one by 
one in stealthy silence and the door closed with an iron 
clang, it soon became clear that no common business was 
about to be discussed. 

The beetle-browed Be aconseieed, glittering through 
the gloom with insignia^ the fruits of his BerSn 
chicanery, was the first to speak. 

“Well, Messieurs les Ministres^^^ he said, with aMachia- 
vellian laugh, “ the mighty civilising power of the North 
is again alive to our machinations. Can you tell me how 
we are to oppose it this time ? ” He struck the table as 
he’ sjpoke, and there was a strange gleam of suggestion 
in his eye. 

The Ministers held their breath. 

“ Will it he by ships 9 ” he asked, suddenly, darting 
a lurid glance in the direction of Lord Smith, the 
Chancellor of the Admiralty. 

“ Certainly not,” was the prompt reply, “ Their hulls 
are wormeaten, their crews mutinous for arrears of pay. 
You must not look to our ships.” 

The official paled as he spoke, and his voice trembled 
slightly. He had spent the whole of the twenty-seven 
millions, voted for two years’ naval estimates, on furnish- 
ing his villa at Highbury. 

The story, however, was not new to his colleagues. 
They were accustomed to Government corruption. The 
Prime Minister merely smiled, and proceeded — 

“ Wni it be by men ” he asked, turning to the Grand 
Minister of War with the indifference of one who antici- 
pates the answer. 

“ Does a brand new Earl ask the price of a British 
coronet ? ” was the insolent but convincing retort. It 
was the Count of Cranbrook who spoke; and report 
said that he had purchased his title from the Duke of 
Cambridge for a fabulous sum which should have been 
spent on facings for a line regiment. The Ministers 
looked from one to the other, and the subject dropped. 
Their chief continued — 

“ Then if it’s not to be by sea or land, by sMps or 
len, by what is it to he ? ” His voice sank lower, and 
Ms audience read his meaning in his eye with the swift 
instinct of habit. There was a momentary pause. Then, 
like one man, they sprang on to the seats of their chairs. 
“ Poison ! ” they aU shouted together. 

“Poison! Lytton shall breakfast with the Ameer, 
disguised as a travelling dervish — and put it in his 
coffee 

^ # 

That afternoon the Cabinet Council was dissolved, 
and, a few hours later, a carefully-packed box, con- 
taining an assortment oi hal masgu& dresses, a few con- 
juring tricks, a coffeepot, an Afghan dictionary, and 
two pounds of Yermin Destroyer {xoith directions fyr use 
in cypher)^ was on its way to the Viceroy of British 
India. 

That box has arrived. The se(juel alone remains to 
be told in the tragic language of Mstory ! 


aim) RIDES? 

We gather, from Ms recent speech at Birmingham, 
that the gallant author of a Bde to Khiva is at present 
engaged on a new work— ^ Kide over the Caucuses. 


The Bight Man in the Bight Place.— L ord Dw- 
EERiN, anywhere. 

According to the Hostile Parties.— The greatest 
French Lottery — La RipubUqm. 


To CoBUKSPONDBiTTs. T^e Editor does not hold hinisdf'bound to aeknowUdgt^ return, or pay for GonSrUnUiom. In no ease can these ie returned unless acetmpani^ u 

stamped and directed envelosoe. Copies should be kept. 
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A HOME IN THE GALTEES. 

*TlS SWEET TO KNOW THERE IS AN EtE WILL MARK 

Our coming, and look brighter ween we come.” — Byron* 


WHO KNOWS BEST? 

{A Question for the Commissioners) 

Scene — The Interior of a Famoiis City Church* 
Enter two Strangers. 

First Stranger {loohing round). Ah! tte old walls still 
stand, and time has dealt gently with the work. Faith 
it was goodly work ; and even now bears on it the stamp 
of that vanished age ! 

Second Stranger, Yanished'age? "VYhat do yon mean, 
Sir ? Where ’s your past here ? 

First Stranger, Past? Methinks, my good Sm, that 
the epoch which saw this noble City rise, Phcenix-like, 
from its ashes, might be held worthy of its memorials. 
This church, for instance 

Second Stranger, Just so ; and we are going to restore 
iWrather ! 

First Stranger, I am glad to hear it. The land-marks 
of olden days should not be lost. 

Second Stranger, Precisely. That ’s our motto. So 
we ’re going to get rid of . all that rubbishing old carv- 
ing, scrape the chancel, pitch-pine the nave, sink the 
floor, throw up the roof, pierce the sides, cut the whole 
in half, then turn what ’s left inside-out, finishing off 
with a dozen coats of pink and pea-green— and mere 
you are ! 

First Stranger {coldly). And you term this restoration 9 

Second Stranger [warmly). And ain^t it? It’s our 
firm’s business. Our Governor ’s got dozens of churches 
in hand. 

First Stranger, The process hkes me not. Methinks 
it savours foully of sacrilege, 

Seco7id Stranger, Sacrilege! YThat do you mean. 
Sir ? ^Yhy, we ’re the Restorers J And who, I should 
like to know, are you ? 

First Stranger, The Architect ! 

[/SiV Christopher^ s ghost vanishes. 


Poet and Prophet. 

Burns, hard of Scotia’s braes and banks, 
Foretold Directors’ recent pranks, 
Though nane wad tent it — 

And yet his verse each scribbler quotes — 
A chiel ’s amang ye takiu’ notes.” 

Sae it stands prentit I 


A RESPITE EOR ROGUES. 

You suspect your grocer, chandler, or general-dealer of having 
watered his rum, sanded his sugar, wetted his tobacco, substituted 
otato-stareh for arrowroot, or mingled heterogeneous matters of any 
esoription with his tea, coffee, tobacco, snuff, vinegar, and pepper. 
You wish to ascertain whether or no these suspicions are just, to the 
intent of pulling up a possibly dishonest tradesman nnder the Food 
and Drugs Act of 1875- 

You repair to his shop, you purchase a sample of a suspected 
article, and take it away to get it analysed. Or you employ a 
Sanitary Ins^etor, or some other i)rofessional analyst, to procure 
and test it. But, by a special provision of the Act above named, the 
purchaser having made his purchase, is required to tell the vendor 
that the sample has been purchased for the purpose of analysis. 
Another clause of that Act provides that, to constitute an in- 
fringement of it, the sale of an adulterated article must he made 
to the prejudice of the purchaser. What prejudice can you have 
sustained from the purchase of a thing which you have bought 
merely for the purpose of experiment ? ^ The worse the better for 
that. Fiat experirnentum in cor pore vili. Of course, d fortiori^ an 
adulterated article cannot be bought by any professional analyst, 
in his professional capacity, to his own prejudice. 

So says common logic. ^ do the Lord Chief Justice of England, 
the Justiciary Appeal Court of Scotland, and Sir Ja me s Ingham, 
Stipendiary Archbeak, read the Food and Drugs Act of 1875. His 
Worship, following their Lordships, ‘‘has decided that the selling 
of adulterated milk to a Sanitary Inspector is not an infringement 
of the Act, inasmuch as the sale is not made to the pr^'udioe of 
the purchaser.” (See The Lancet.) Here ’s “ a go ! ” as the school- 
boys say. Every conviction obtained during three years under that 
Act is wrong ; and every rogue, however deservedly fined, has, 
been fined illegally. Whether or no the rogues could recover the 
amount of their fines, may he a question which the^ legal sages 
might or mi^t not also rule in their favour. 

So, then, Clause 14 (the Rogues’ Clause) of the Food and Drugs | 
Act eimply makes that eaaotmmt of none effect. I 


As early as possible next Session, of course, the Act will be ex- 
purgated of the provision which renders it a dead letter. In the 
meanwhile, dear friends and consumers, mind with whom you deal : 
for, of course, between this and then rraudulent shopkeepers will 
endeavour to make all the had hay they can whilst their malifio sun 
shines. 


HONOUR r. EIGHT. 

(A Conscientious TTar-Song,) 

From Shere Aix we ’ve met with a snub and rebuff, 

For which we, perhaps, gave him reason enough ; 

But, because we ’ve not used him as well as we ought, 

’Twill ne’er do to permit him to set us at naught. 

We have made a mistake ; true, hut what ’s done is done ; 

And we ’re honnd to proceed in the way once begun ; 

Right or wrong, never mind — we must go in to win ; 

[Nor care more than Ring Richard, though sin pluck on sin. 

There is much on the other side, needs we must own, 

To he said for our letting thiss Ameer alone ; 

But “ prestige ” we may lose by forbearing to fight, 

So we can’t leel quite sure the wise course is the right. 

To he just and fear nought may he policy sound, 

As between man and man— but it won’t do all round ; 

Christian ethics onr conduct in private may rule, 

But the Statesman whose acts they restrain is a fool. 

Let ’s he hold, ever bold— we are out of harm’s way — 

Whilst from battle and murder deliverance we pray. 

That ’s in church ; but man’s blood without stint must be shed, 
When a loss of “prestige ” we have reason to dread. 

There ’s one fear a Briton can own without shame, 

That ’s the fear of risking the national fame ; 

Britain’s Lion is brave as a lion can be, 
if his courage were moral no Lion were he. 
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MY STARS !!I 

Me. it 13 HA.ED OB' THE “ LbGION OF HONOXTE;” BTTT COHSIDEE THE “ SFAEKS ” IF TOIT ONCE LIT UP SUCH 


A Centre-Piboe 1 


ATSr IMPROVEMENT. 


Hong-Koitg is not tlie only place in -wMcli oin: negotiators at 
Berlin are to be duly recognised. Onr great National Propbets are 
to be bonoured in their own eoirntry. we have received the pros- 
pectus of a movement for a national presentation to the Earls of 
Beacoe’STIexp and Saxisburt. It is to tahe the foim of “ hand- 
some testimonials,” in silver, representing “ Peace with Honour,” 
to cost £1,000 each. Subscriptions not to exceed 10a. Qd. 

“ Peace,” we are told, is to be represented by Corn-fields, with the 
Lion lying down withjthe Lamb ; * * Honour,” by British Soldiers, with 


the British Flag, and either Britannia or a figure with a wreath of 
laurel. • 

This design — "Punch takes leaves to remark — seems open to 
ment. For “ Peace,” hew'ould suggest, say a loving-cup chased -miDn 
scenes of Bosnian and Bulgarian massacre, and Macedoman 
Albanian insurrection. On the cover a group rgj>rese^ng me 
Amber and LordLxTTON sq.Tiaring at^ch other. lor 
Lord Saxisburt signing the Secret Schouvaloff 
Britannia putting Cyprus in her pocket. Round the base garters 
intertwined, mth the motto ; 

** She did love to see you cross-gaxtered.” 
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Samuel 


Born, 1806. Died, Kovembeb, 1878. 

So falls the last of the brave troop who fought 

' ■ A good fight for a nobler, stat^er Stage ; 

When young hearts, young hopes swelled to the high thought 
Of spells that should renew the Drama’s age : 

That bright hope grew, took shape, and of it came 
‘Great plays of old, presented with new power ; 

Purer one theatrej at least, became. 

And all was quickened me for a brief hour. 

Swift as it rose the light began to wane, 

When they that could best aid to it have given, 

Set faces hard, and thought of pence to gain, 

-Moi?e than of Art, that ’gainst the tide had striven. 

And when the chief of that foiled enterprise 
Laid down his truncheon, this man did not fear 

With smaller force, and in less stately guise, 

To hold the same good fight for many a year. 

Lifting rude hearers from their rough disport 
To rare^ invoking Shakspe are’s magic spell 

To work its wonders on the baser sort, 

The downward bent of joyless souls to quell. 

Bringing all Beauty, Terror, Tenderness, 

Fantasy’s wildest freaks, Mirth’s brightest face, 

Humour’s most potent charm, athwart the stress 
Of all life has of sordid, foul, and base. 

And nightly, year on year, with brief stage-cheat, 

Out of a workday world, poor, grim, and CTey, 

Bearing^ the crowd on Art’s wings, wide as fleet. 

To fairer Hves, and realms of sunnier day. 


For eighteen years who knows how much of hope, 

Grace, sweetness, aspiration, this man’s art 

Has sown or strengthened, imped what wings, to cope , 
With downward drag of counter, street, and mart ; 

Set what founts flowing, ope’d what windows wide. 

Done what schoolwork, as school but rarely can ? 

On all this he might well look back with pride, ' 

As one who had wrought well in cause of man. 

Ho common Actor either, he could reach 
A range of various parts, from grave to gay : 

With simpl'e touches probe the heart, and teach 
By pause, hand, look, what words axe weak to say. 

Hone better gave the struggle of i^ong will 
With yearning heart : * none with more power portrayed 

The loving father, f hardening himself still, 

Till by the voice of nature overswayed. 

Hi FI name brings back the mad Midsummer Dream^ 

And ass’s head of the Athenian Clown : 

With him as Falstaffm Eastcheap we seem 
To feed SaVs laugh, and wither at his frown. 

But less, just now, behoves us call to mind 
All that the Actor was, than fairly tell 

How much his work of managing combined, 

To earn good word from those who wish men well. 

Honest and hearty, howso curt and gruff, 

Hone knew but to respect the sterling soul, 

To learn that deep down in his gnarled stuff 
Lay a soft core oeneath the rugged bole. 

Farewell to him, and honour to his work, 

Done years ago, but not yet passed away : 

Whose growths in unexpected places lurk, 

To bless and cheer, to solace and to stay. 


* Joh Thernbury. 


t Old J)ornton, 
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appropriately 
d hisnearers 


CAUSATION OR COINCIDENCE? 

the course of an 
VMl? I exceptionally sen- 

bearers 

jiS^^ number of persons had 

** **^^^ 
anoe. Tet, in spite of 

COWTRIBUTORS TO PiJj!% m^faXir^^ar^! 

I ^ ' “ ' ■ " sion that, on the whole, 

I during the last ten years 

drunkenness had rather increased than diminished/’ 

That intemperance should have gone on increasing simul- 
taneously with agitation and declamation designed to diminish it, is 
surely a remarkable coincidence. Does not the coincidence suggest 
a possible causation ? May not the subject of intemperance have 


I COr^TRIBUTORS TO 


SUGGESTIONS TOE LOED MAYOR-’S SHOW. 

( Which launch is sorry to say were not acted upon,) 

The Company of Surgeon-Dentists, led _by the Hew. Mr. Tooth, in 
Roman Costume, as Curzus JDmtatws, 

Alderman Lusk, escorting Miss- Quotations. 

Aldermau BeputyBHAss as 

as Pyramm, showing Ms nhi-nV. ^ 

Sir John Beitnett as an im-tick W"atclimaii, performing a duplex 
movement, 

Mr. Daewtn, reciting the Tales of a Q-randf ather. 
Alderman Sidnex as Silenus. 

Moncexon ! 

The Aldermen who have passed The Aldermen who have passed 
the Chair. . tine Bottle. 

The Band of Hope, telling Hattering- Tales. 

Ald.erman Cotton, contemplating the Hides of March, 
Zoological Specimens, in rows of two and tliree, commencing with 
two Elephants, escorted by a Flea. 

Alderman CarPen, blowing his own Trumpet. 

A Band of Kasai Organs and Jews* Haxps. 

Somerset House OffiLcials, with Red Tape Banner. 

The City Chimney-Sweep and his Soot. 

Alderman Rose, singing “ The hies of 
Dr. Sullivan, in his pinafore, looking back for Alderman Kottaoe, 
the last Cord-wainer. ’ 

The Company of Tanners, singing ^'‘The Song off ixpencei^^ 

The City Remembrancer, in a state of oblinoii. 

(Chorus of C.C.’s, ^^JRabert, toiquefmneJ^) 

Alderman St. Lawbence, on a Gridiron. 

The Honourable Artillery Company, in sixies and sevens. 

The Ex-Lobl Matoe— by Jiag-o! 

Alderman "White, rather fort-sokem. 




interests oi temperance f Mas not the talk perhaps provoked reaction 
and opposition ? And does not Lord Abebdahe point out a much 
more excellent way ? According to the report above quoted-— 

In conclusion. Lord Abbruaub advocated the encouragement of the study 
of music, and the establisluaent of workkig-men*s clubs and coffee-houses.” 

Are not these conditions precisely similar to those nnder which the 
; npper classes turned from tipsy to temperate, of their own accord, 
without talk aud temperance agitation to urge them i* "Would not 


Alderman Ellis, knocking down everything and everybody. 
The City Sword-bearer, with his Mace aud Cinnumon. 
Alderman Fiugins, as the Type of Elegance. 

The Right Hon. the Lord Mayor, Sir C. W'^ethaim, escorted by 
St. S within, the Rev. Flood Jones, and Captain Shaw. 

Alderman Knight and the Dbt or Aigxers. 

The City Comptrollers, with great control over thenasclves. 
The City Coroner, in quest of some-body. 

The Company of Cooks, personally conduoted. 


Temperance Societies do better in endeavouSng to counteract the js.r. n. 

attraction of puhHc-houses than in trying to close them? To a ^epi^tyCocKEBBLL and the Prothonotary oi the Poultry, Mr. Tootel, 

I certain extent, no doubt, people can be made sober by Act of Parlia- t i t> 

ment. They could be, as they used to he in some^measure made Lord BEACONSPraLD, GoiiTSCHiUCOPP, and BisirmcK, singing, 

sober by being put in the stocks for getting drunk. Sots can be m...... 

made sober, as rogues can he made honest ; but what, then is the 
honesty, what the sobriety? And know we not that, in 
dealing with all donkeys, persuasion is better than force ? 


THE WORKER AKD HIS "WAOES. 


Professor Edison, trying his Electric Light on the Berlin Treaty 
(a Dissolving Yiew). 

Lord Litton, as an 0-jib-away Indian, Avith his hot potato Khan. 
Sir A. Latabd, puning his hashed Turkey. 

Cc^t. Buhnaby as jBo?nhastes JFurioso, 

The Company of Eishmongers. out of place. 

The Band of the Company playing "'^ETerring go br-aghy 
The Company of Skinners, in the skins of YYeLsh Rabbits. 


FALLACIES OF THE COOTTRI. 


has sm^ been, repudiated, leaTing only ^0 available. Punch — 

Z^ArlSl\nb]i^teartor^f®hle“a?^^^ FALLACIES OF THE COOTrLI. 

K™ AfcS ™ 1. .i».t ire .a. 

thS^W. That in the country you vrill aecompKsli T^rlat you have long 

■with one outstanding bdE for^MwoA^U pay “and^riwger one SaskaMe^an languages, 

loominff in. the •np^a-r fTifn-ro -nryiof That there will be abundance oi cream and. new-lsLid eggs. 

taking a new and Imperial measure of the hardly ^used for reading*, arid tRat you will ffet 

servi(Ss, had he been ten tiTes the first to prove the na^>ab^^^ you have long intended to study, 

the Red Sea, so shortening by two montls the^nvfi.o.A LI botany, or ichthyology, or some other soien- 


^ u.xewuijLs bu pay, anu a larger one 
looming m the n^ future, what chance is mere of Government 
a aew md Impwial measure of the hardly-used Lieutenant’s 


the^d Sea, so shortening by two months the Toyage to India, W tifie unSSt 
iS SrZ^ ^ tifac pursuit. 


woman's way to win. 

Manchester, 

I Mr. L. Couetnet, M.P., observed that the movement on behalf of 
temmine emancipation ‘‘could only hope to succeed by ‘pegging 
away."’ Peg away, then, Peggy! • 


That you are sure to find rare wild flowers, ferns, insects, lepido- 
ptera, &c., m abundance. 

That you will rise at a much earlier hour than is your custom at 
home. 

That you w^ have an enormous appetite. 

That you will be able to clear ofl your arrears of letter-writing, 
inat you will not require your dress clothes, 
and leturn home from the country tlie picture of health 
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ECHOES FROM THE BACK-STAIRS. 

(From Our Man at the Key-hole^ 

# « ^ * 

A GOOD story comes to me 
from Cyprus. It seems 
that as Smith— -whose 
well-known habit of break- 
ing out into the hornpipe 
whenever he gets a chance 
has become of late almost 
irrepressible — was going 
through some of the figures 
on the deck of the Himalaya 
off Larnaca the other even- 
ing, he happened, in the 
haul-over-hand step, which 
is new to him, to tread upon 
the skylight of the Captain’s 
cabin. The shower of broken 
glass and dust coming rather 
smartly down upon Standet, 
who was idling over his 
walnuts with the Officer of 
the W ateh beneath, the latter 
good-humouredly said, 
‘‘WeU, Colonel, Smith’s 
chief has certainly taught 
him how to bring down the 
dust ! ” 

^*‘Yes,” replied Staitlet, 

■ with one of those flashes that 
have made him so dreaded 
in PaU Mall, and how to put his foot into ity 
Later in the evening tms was, by general consent, signalled bj 
rockets to Sir Garnet, who thought it so good that he had it 
repeated. 

# 'lit « 

It seems that the success which has attended the great Preneh 
lottery, like that of everything else connected with the Exhibition, 
has been entirely due to the tact and goodwill of the Prince. When 
the sale of tickets was rather hanging fire, Gambetta^ who, being 
financially interested in the undertaking, was in the habit of walking 
about with his pockets crammed with them and forcing them on his 
friends, happened to meet the Prince one day at breakfast, at the 
Marshal’s, where the conversation turned ^ chance on the approach- 
ing departure of the latter for Cowes. “ Tour Royal Higmiess had 
better take ten thousand of them,” said the illustrious Republican, i 
laughing, and at the same time producing coupons for that number 
from a couple of carpet-bags which he held carelessly in his hand. 
And then he added, as if struck by a happy after-thought, “ Such 
an investor ought to score some points, especially as one of the chief 
prizes is a ton of pinsJ^ 

“ Fins f ” was the ready and royal reply, delivered with admi- 
rable honhomie, ‘‘Then I certain^ ought to take them, for I am 
going straight to the Needles ! ” There was a hearty laugh, but the 
Prince took the tickets, and the Lottery was made. 


SOMETHING LIKE ATHLETICS. 

As exercises intended to test human strength and endurance seem 
just now to be very popular with the million, Mr* Funch begs to 
propose the awarding of prizes for feats other than those associated 
with Agricultural Hall pedestrianism ; as, for instance : — 

First Frize* — Conductor Smith, of the London General Tramway 
Omnibus Company (Limited) for standing on a shelf from eight in 
the morning until past twelve at night for weeks and months 
together, in winter and summer, in thunder-storms and in snow-falls. 
At the same time keeping a record of all his inside and outside pas- 
sengers, and receiving and aooountmg for their various fares. Prize : 
five shill mgs a day. 

Second Frize* — Costermonger Snooks, for rising with the sun, 
purchasing his flat load of vegetables, cheap fruit, or fish in the 
e^ly market, and spending the rest of the day and some of the 
night in tramping down s&eet after street in the very often vain 
effOTt to sell bus load at a few halfpence rise upon the onginal cost. 
Prize : A pound a week for the support of himself, his wife, and 
several children. 

Third Prize* — Cabman Brown, for spending sixteen hours a day 
on the hind seat of a hansom, driving a jibbing horse through 
crowded thoroughfares often paved with ^ppe^ asphalte, and 
never free from bad-tempered pohcemen : performing tms feat with 
civility, and even cheerfulness, in spite of the irritation produced by 



tbe receipt of closely- calculated fares as per tariffi and much per- 
sonal abuse. Prize : a couple of hasty meals at a shelter, and a few 
shillings daily upon which to keep a home. 

Fourth Prize* — ^Boardman Crawley, for tramping the streets in 
extreme old age as a “ living sandwich^ ” carrying ms boards in the 
face of the wind, sleet and snow, amidst the derision of the hoys, 
the contempt of the public, and the moving on of the Police. Prize : 
One Shilling and Sixpence a day, less Contractor’s commission. 

phrand Fxtra Prize for Women Only* — Angelina Baker, twenty, 
Milliner’s^ attendant, for observing the following regulations in 
the establishment to which she belongs : 

Hot to sit down ^ during the hours of business, generally eight 
o’clock in the morning until six, seven, or eight o’clock in the even- 
ing except at meal-times. Breakfast from quarter to eight to cmarter 
past. To be in the shop as soon as breakfast is finished. Dinner 
served in relays irom one P.M., when twenty-five minutes will be 
allowed, unless business be very brisk, when attendants will be called 
up, as wanted. A quarter of an hour at five p.m. for tea. To re- 
main in the shop until parcels for delivery are packed, and goods 
cleared away.* Prize : a worn-out frame and shattered constitution. 

Extra Prize* — To Mart Dexter, Lodging-house Maid-of-aR- 
Work, aged seventeen, for the following uneg.ualled feat, kept up 
for four months, in a lodging-house near Piccadilly, occupied by 
two married couples, a sinj^e Lady, their maids, and occasions 
visitors. Seven baths filled every morning; two cans of water 
carried for each from the basement to the bed-room floors of a four- 
storeyed house. Coals supplied to every room. ^ Three sitting-rooms 
swept and dusted. Three breakfast-tables laid and cleared after 
use. Every bed-room, including tbe Maids’, put in order. Table 
laid for lunch and dinner in the evening. Things removed. China 
and plate cleaned and replaced. Cabs called. Lodgers sat np for, 
till their return from the theatre, or parties. Never in bed before 
twelve ; seldom before one : and sometimes as late as half-past two. 
At her post by six in the morning. Pood : scraps from the dishes 
and plates of the Lodgers, and their Maids. Potatoes now and then ; 
and never any other vegetable or pudding. Prize : a bed at the 
Hospital, and a parish coffin. 

* See Dr. Enis’s Letter to the Times* But see also the disclaimer of such 
slave-driving by the leading W eiat-End firms, such as Lewis and Ailenby, 
Maeshall and Snelgbotb, Swan and Edgar, Peter Robinson, 
Redmaynb, et hoe genus omne . i 


WHICH DEYOIIR WIDOW'S’ HOUSES, AND FOR A 


SHOW MAKE LONG PRAYERS.” 

By a City of Glasgow BamJz Shareholder* 

‘‘ Wha’ e’er lived at a strecter rate, than oor Directorate ? ” 

Around the hoard sitting, in gravity fitting, 

They piously say, “ Dear freens, let us prey ! ” 

And begin with devotion the work of each day, 

O’er forking the shiners to gamblers and miners, 

And helping themselves all the time as they may : 

And lendmg and spending, and gold madly sending 
To India, Australia, and farther away, 

Tin the Bank finds itself, like a part of it’s pelf, 

“ In the Province of Poverty Bay.” 

Denser, intenser the shadows that loom 

O’er the faces that sit round that Board in the gloom. 

As the Bank rushes on to its moment of doom. 

Inglis commingles with caution his cant, 

Taylor grows paler at every new grant, ^ 

Wright for tiie o’er-righteous finds inillions scant, 
While the gammon of Salmon, and low knack of Stronach, 
Sull deepen the villanous plant ! 

Yet which of the lot, through the plot, was arch plotter ? 

Since of Stewart, his friends and his enemies say, 

“ He is sott, and was easily moulded, like clay.” — 

Yes I “ clay in the hand of the Potter.” — 

"Who shall fix whidi of six, was such master of tricks, 

As to chalk out the scheme and begin it ? 

For six, at the least, of these seven seem in it : 

Though some pious brothers slipped out from the others, 
And sold off their shares to the minute — 

Pawky sons of the Church, when the ship ’gius to lurch. 
To lose cash is more easy than win it ! 


’Twas an infamous slip ’twixt the cup and the lip. 
Whether chancing by fluke or by flaw. 

That let Fleming vanish to Spain with the “ Spanish,” 
And a lot of the loot in his maw, 

And leaving behind him no trace how to find him, 

But a million of debts, and top i^anty assets, 

And securities not worth a straw. 



A PROMISING PARTNER. 


toit Plated much, Mr. Green — **0h, yes; a great dbal.’^ 

**I HOPE TOU HAVE GoOD LUOK.’’ — “ Oh, YES — VERY ! OnCE I HAD THIRTEEN TeUMPS IN MY OWN HaND.” 

“Really! Then of course you were Dealer?^* — “Oh, no; indeed I wasn’t. I played Third Hand V * 


POG AND FIICEWOEKS. 


John Btodl loquitur. 

“ This way ! This way ! This way ! ” 

A plagne on your discordant shouts, I say. 

Your dancing, dodging, and divergent lights I 
You rush about and yell with all yonr mights ; 

But is there help in each conflicting halloo ? 

Which voice^hioh flaring torch am I to follow ? * 
Will-oVthe- Wisp ! Why, here’s a whole battalion. 
Of vocal Ignes fatui ! Each rapscallion 
Has 'his own cry, and his particular course, 

Until my sole resource 

Seems to stand still, by worse than fog confounded, 
And with these Imps of Sbindydom surrounded. 


I used to think I knew my way about, 

But now — (Confound those boys I how they do shout!)— 
Now I am aU abroad. I somehow seem, 

As in a nightmare dream, 

To miss my ancient way-marks. Am I failing ? 

Or have I trusted to new guides o’ermucli r* 

I feel that I must put it to the touch. 


I do like open weather and plain sailing I 


Mere noise and flare are not illumination. 
Fireworks confuse, their blaze is botheration. 

A steady Beacon is a thing to trust ; 

But better far a simple Bull’s-eye use, 

Than false and flickering flames, which but abuse, 
And, in the unwary wanderer’s pathway trust, 


Like Wrecker’s signals, only lure to wi*eok. 

I cannot follow every link-boy’s beck. 

This way ! This way I This way ! 
Well^ I dare say 

Some of the shoutmg lot, at least, mean well ; 
But which to follow how am I to tell ? 
Will-o’-the-Wisp is a misleading elf 
That often lands the traveller in a bog. 

I must strike light, I fancy, for myself, 

Ere I shall And my way out of this fog. • 


G-r-r ! I hate fog, and I can scarce remember 
A denser one than whelms me this November. 

The weather has for long been precious hazy, 

Unusually so, or else my sight 

Is not quite what it was ; but this is night, 

A prospect dark enough to drive me crazy. 

It thickens momently, and what ’s surprising, 

There seems hut little promise of its rising. 

swamp and stagnant water 
A chiU Hqrth-Easter brought it, and so long 
As that wind rules small chance seems there of change. 


Steady it blows, and strong, 

And sticks and sticks in that confounded quarter 
As stubbornly as though the Weathercock 
^^'’ere nailed N.E., and never more could range. 

My hopes they did but mock 
Who lately talked of clear and open weather. 


Open and clear f 

Extremely pleasant words, but muob I*fear 
That I have parted with them altogether. 


Great Civic Betrenchment. 

The Corporation has been in the habit of looking to its intrench- 
ments. It has at last, we are glad to hear, turned its attention to 
retrenchment. ^ 

1. The Men in Brass are put down. 2. The Badges of the Dinner 
Committee have been done away with. 3. The Lord Mayor’s Foot- 
men are to be reduced from six to flve. 


Motto eoh an IiiPEEiAii Cabinet. — Tlx XJno Bizzt omnes. 



FOG AND FIREWOEKS. 

{The Afghan JDifficuUy.) 

Mit. Bpii, {log.). » COKT-FOPyp IT ! ONE SAYS ONE WAY, AND ONE ANOTHER ! YOU CAN’T ALL BE RIGHT, YOU KNOW ! ’ 
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A RUN WITH OLD BUCKS. 

By a Veracmis Veteran — a Fine^ Old Englishman, one of the 
Olden Time. 










Mm 






[Totj are quite ri^kt, Sir. Keitlier do I see wliy the Daily Tele- 
graph should have all the sporting to itself. Acting on your hint — 
venii vidi^ and, as the Detective said, when he caught a fellow 
watching the private gallops of the Derby Crack, “ Voilu Tour ! ’’ 
Yours, ^rj, IT A^AIN.] 

Mount Street, 

The morn was brip-ht, crisp, and cheery as I slapped my buck- 
skins, and saluting right and left, rode up the hill to the Meet, 
determined to do or die, as I have do’d and die^d any time this last 
forty years past. Companions of my youth, where are ye ? But no 
matter. Here I am, at all events, the same gallant clinker across ; 
country that I was of yore, with as mettlesome a bit of stuff under me 
as ever answered merrily to whip and spur, or came a light-hearted 
cropper at the first fence. Toioks I my boys I 

A better meet than Cox Hill there isn’t in the whole county. 
Everyone knows it. It is visible from the rise of its twin brother, 
Box Hill, and is scarcely a couple of miles canter from Knox’s farm 
— ^Knox who married Penelope AnnEj I mean, originally widow of 
William WroorNS, proprietor of bathmg-machines at Margate and 
Eamsgate, and to whose stables, when the bathing season is over, I 
invariably go for my ready-made hunter, to do all my winter work 
— seven — I mean six days a week at the least. 

But the show, hrst-rate though it be, and not a finer one for men 
and mounts in aU England, is yet not what it was (with, of course, 
one exception) in my day. 

Ah! how well I remember Alebed Count D’Orsay as he dashed 
up in his curricle and two grooms, with the lovely Lady Cussington 
beside him. How he would jump out, seize me by the^ hand, and 
exclaim, “ Bouncer, mon ami^ comment qa va ? ” To which I would 
reply, “ Alfredo mio ! ca va tres lien chez moL Dt vom, mon 
eherh' 

Had I at that time possessed the advantages of Briareus, I couldn’t* 
have gratified all the shaldng required at my hands. There they 
were, Princes, Peers, Judges, Bigwigs, Peeresses,^ Duchesses, rich 
Commoners, and all the reigning beauties sparkling in the early 
morn, coming up and Prying out, Bouncer, my buck, how goes 

And then old Q-eneral Torloett, riding up on a little towel-horse, 
of the rough-and-ready sort, at the last moment, and calling out, in 
stentorian tones, ‘‘Bouncer, you” — the G-eneral was noted for his 
I warmhearted expletives, for which, in this rose-water age, I substi- 
' tute reversible eqtdvalents — “ Bouncer, you blooming gentlemanly 
party, why the heaven don’t you move your flowering beautiful 
young person out of the blessed road, and be beatified to you I ” ^ 

Dear old G-eneral, how fond he was of me, and I of him! 

“ Bouncer,” he ’d say to me, often and often, “ of all the blooming 
clever people I know, you are the bloomingest clever person I ever set 


Fresh from Devonshire, on my own pure cream (as fine a mare as 
ever trod the sands at Dawlish — I didn’t get her at^ Knox’s for 
once), whose outside price Was sixty sovs., but whose inside price, ^ 
when the bhnds are pulled down, is known only to his owner-H:huS 
I mounted, I say, I was the c3naosure of aU eyes. They would never 


have gone away had I not exclaimed, “ Gentle-mew, Gentle?wew, 
what are you staring at ? Ain’t we here to catch a fox, or a stag, 
or somethiug, and not to be standing staring all day at the Peal Fine 
Old English Gentleman ? Eh ? ” 

“ How, my lads ! ” 

It was an animated scene. There were three'*Dukes in white hats 
and Eoyal Liveries, twenty Earls with their sporting coronets 
jauntily set sideways, a few Viscounts, two Judges (supposed to be j 
on Circuit}, a fair sprinkling of Q,ueen’s Counsel with their best 
sporting wigs on, and their brief-bags (containing luncheon) hanging 
fern the saddle, several unknown people in pink tops and caps, and, 
finally, of course, the usual comic countr^an on a donkey, followed 
by the Parish Beadle in full fig, and thelanghing crowd. 

Through my exertions the Ileporters for the Press had a table to 
themselves ; and a Gentleman from the Daily Telegraphy who had 
got himself up for the part, in pink, brass buttons, yellow cords, 
gamboge tops, white hat, and bird’s-eye scarf, I accommodated 
with a seat on my own saddle, courteously dismountiag, with the 
true gallantry of the old school (of which I was Captain), and doing 
all in my power with the stirrups to make him comfortable. 

He looked as fit as a fiddle, but he repaid my kindness basely — 
donble-basely. 

Ho sooner was the fox uncarted (or stag, for I couldn’t see which 
it was, and the people about were uncertain), than with a “ Whoop ! 
Tally-ho ! Yoicks ! ” and a flick of his himting-whip that whisked 
off my hat, and caught me a nasty one in the eye, the Daily Tele- 
graph man was off— 5 mean, I was offy and he was on my horse— and 
away! away ! o’er the mountain’s brow ! 

“Hullo! Stop him!” I cried, as I saw him hucketting away 
over the ploughed field, whooping, yelling, spurring, and whipping 
like a maniac. 

My Devon cream was thoroughly whipped by the time they came 
back— dead beat, and not worth sixpence an hour to the merest 
invalid in a hath-chair. They had a splendid run for their money, 
and so had I. We were “away” for an hour and forty minutes 
— I taking all the short cuts I could think of, and catching sight of 
them now and then, or hearing the distant horn at rare intervals. 

On their return to Eiox’s Farm, the Gentleman of the Daily 
Telegraph (at least so he gave me to understand) apologised sin- 
cerely, explained that he had been run away with, that he couldn’t 
stop my horse ; and when I ventured to observe, that, as he had had 
all the fun, I thought that he ought to pay for it, he turned on me 
quite savagely, and wanted to know what I meant by putting 
him on a brute beast that had almost broken his neck, and that 
might have brought ruin and misery to the orphan and widow. I was 
j nonplussed. I accepted the positiou, and went home thoughtfully. 

Two days after, 1 did see au account in the D. T, of a day with 
Her Majesty’s Bnckhounds, and I fancy I recognised much that I 
had let fall iu the course of conversation about the glories of tbe 
past, anecdotes of D’Orsax, and so forth. This may be mere coinei- 
denee ; but I shall certaiidy call on the worthy proprietors of that 
journal, or the worthy Editor, and ask to see the photograph of their 
Sporting Correspondent who signs himself “ A Yeteran ”— when 
perhaps he means a Teterinary — ^and who is an Old Soldier (if he ’s 
the man I met) if ever there was one, and knows his way about — 
rather ! 

I may be mistaken ; but still I send you this to show you how I 
did go, and how it was, through no fault of mine, that I missed the 
first run -that the Old Bucks have had for some years. 


SkyfiLying— Captive and Loose. 

By a Mostile Party, 

{On M. Gambetta’s late ascent in the “ Captive Balloon P) 

Though he can’t shoot the moon, 

In a Captive Balloon, 

Bed BepubUcan gas is tbe force of it ; 

“ Opportunism ” ’s the rope. 

Cut that, give car scope, 

And who ’H check, guide, or forecast the course of it r 
Hazy. 

A TTEHDAHT 'WAHTED, for an occasional Invalid Gentleman who 
-w-ill act as Cook in a small family. "Wages, £18. Aged 35 to 45. Ho 
Irish.— Apply, &o. 

Does this mean that the occasional invalid Gentleman imll act as 
Cook in a small family ? so, no wonder he is occasionally invaUded, 

and that the rest of the family should find it necessary to hire an 
attendant to restrain him. ^ ^ -r 

In answer to this wonderfully lucid advei^sement, from the Daily 
Telegraphy one need hardly be told “ Ho Irish need apply.” There 
must, one would think, be quite enough of the Irish element m the 
faidly already. 
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A CAUTION. 


No WONDER Miss La.vinia Stitchwort thought the People very rude at the Station when she went for her '‘Water- 
proof’^ (which she had lost on the Railway sohe Time before). She found out when she got Home she had not removed 
THE Label! 


OUE EEPEESENTATIYE MAN. 

A Visit to a Musical Festival^ and a few words about Theatrical 
Matters. 

Sir, 

I wouldn’t have missed Mr. Samuel Hayes* festival (or 
the Festival of Samuel Hayes) for a considerable sum. To have 
heard Sims Reeves sing “ The Bay of Biscay 0 ** was worth, well 
worth, dining earlier than six-thirty,— ^was well worth coining even 
an unreasonable distance. And people did come an unreasonable 
distance, 1*11 be sworn, on that occasion, and were marvellously 
unreasonable in consequence, for they would have had Mr. Sims 
Reeves encored and encored again, and then wouldn’t have been 
satisfied. Mr, Sims Reeves gave in, once, to their enthusiasm, and 
gave in graciously, shaking his head, however, as he skipped up the 
steps and bounded on to the platform, as much as to say, “This is 
too bad of you-— I mean too good of you, Ladies and Gentlemen — ^but 
as this is my first appearance at what is called a Promenade Concert, 
why I will aec^t the encore^ or as the Chairmen of the Music-Halls 
have it, “Mr. Sms Reeves will oblige again.” 

But this was not^ to “ The Bay of Biscay O ” no. This was to 
Mendelsshon’s recitative and air ^^If with all your hearts ^ 

Madame Antoinette Sterling is’ a great favourite, and, being 
encored in “ The Song of the Shirt sang Bulky Haukyj^ and, 
of course, sang it adu&^ly. 

There can be no objection to encores being taken as a demand from 
the audience for an entirely new song, if it be so stipulated in ihe 
bond. But, i£ I am so pleased with Madame’ s, or Mister’s, rendering 
of a particular song that I cry out “ Bncore ” or “ BisB meaning, 
in plain English, “Again! again I ” surely Madame, or Mister, ought 
to reneat that identical acno-. nr elfle mxr “ >> ay* ■mTiaf. 


you only liy; so please give us another, and something totally 
different iooP 

Consequently, my “ encore ” is only a qualified compliment. 


But “they all do it,” except Mr. Sims Reeves, who, I had always 
heard, steadfastly set Ms face against the encore system. He is only 
partly right. A delighted audience pays a singer a compliment m 
re-demanding a song. A flattered singer should take the compli- 
ment as intended, and, if in his power y without fatiguing himself 
and so detracting subsequently from the pleasure of Ms audience, 
he ought to “ obfige again.” The engagement to sing includes the 
probability of an encorey and an encore is the pleasing penalty of 
well-deserved popularity. To^ sing an entirely dinerent song, by way 
of accepting an encorey is a mistake in toto. 

T alkin g of in toto reminds me that there was another case in Tito 
—I mean in Tito Mattel. Signor Tito Mattet played admirably 
bis “ Souvenir dBtalie^^ and his “ Valse de Concert Result an 
enthusiastic encore. What does Tito do ? He plays “ Homey sweet 
Home^^ with variations. Signor Tito, however, must be credited 
vrith something of satire in his selection, as “ Homey sweet Home ” 
becomes rather monotonous, even to the most domesticated, without 
variations of some sort. 

The excellent Signor was immensely applauded by the audience, 
and, above all, by the members of the Orchestra, wno shook hands 
with Mm as if he were going away on a long journey, one energetic 
gentleman, attached, I think, to a second violin, actually slapping 
him on the back, as much as to say, “ Bravo, Titus! You’re the I 
sort of chap I like— you are I Bravo ! I backed you to vrin, and 
you ’ ve done it, Titus, my boy ! ” 

Then there was a merry Zingara (Mdlle. Mathude Zimebi), who 
ought to have appeared half-an-hour before, but had probably been 
detained by being out gipsying, and having some distance to come. 
She sang “ Tra la la ” as a merry Zingara invariably will, and told 
us how her “passport was a light guitar,” wMch would of course i 
have to be carefully examined at the Custom-House — and tMs might ] 
have caused her some extra delay. , 

M. Riviere’s orchestra performed in first-rate style Lumbyes 
spirited “ Summer JDay in Norway y^ a descriptive fantasia, and so 
brought the first part to a brilliant conclusion. 

But, mind yom this “ Promenade Concert ” was not a promenade 
concert at all. Every' one was seated ; and the di^^concerted look oi 
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A FAIR INDUCEMENT. 

Emmmt Qoach {to Favourite Pupil). Now look here, Adams ; if tott will only work 
HARD with mb FOR SiX MONTHS, I PROMISE YOU TJBREE YeARS COMPLETE EOLIDAT AT 
Oxford ! ” 

the few swells of the present “Toothpick and Crutch” school, who strolled in, ahont ten, 
for a lounge, was most amusing to behold. 

The absence of the popping of soda-water bottles, and of the jingling accompaniment 
of anything but musical glasses, was a great boon. I heard only two pops the whole 
evening ; and as this was not one of the Monday Pops,” it was a custom more honoured 
in the breach than the observance — for imagine Mr. Sims Reeves being interrupted in the 
middle of his great “ Bay of Bucay^ 0/” song, when everyone is liter^y hanging on his 
lips, by the sudden pop of some buoyant cork ! 

There was another capita selection for the Orchestra in Shppe’s “ Poet and Peasant 
Overture title that reminds me of a certain Cartoon, in this periodical, where Lord 
Beaconsfield is envying the lot of the happy Woodcutter— the People’s Wieuam— in his 
rural retirement. 

Then the next feature of the Festival was Madame Lemmens-Sherrin&ton’s By the \ 
Mar am of fair ZuricKs Waters ; ” and expectation was a-tiptoe, and a perceptible i 
thrill ran through the audience, as the gallant young English Tenor^the jolly Tar in all j 
but the costume — came aboard, and piped all hands to listen to his “ Bay of Biscay^ 0 ” 

Everyone who knows anything at all of the Tar-Tenor, knows how Ae, and he alone, 
can sing this, so to speak, plain-sailing song. From jfirst to last, artistic au lout des 

7__ T 1./* _ :__T - _T aT- - J J. _ _ 


angles, I defy anyone— except he absolutely detest the sea and the ^ghtest motion of the 
smallest boat— not to go with the singer throueh that fearful night or shipwreck, and be 
scarcely able to resist joining in the “three cheers” with whi^ the vocalist greets the 


scarcely able to resist joining in the “three cheers” with whidh the vocalist greets the 
opportune arrival of a Sail ! a Sail ! ! 

All I want to know, without being hypercritical, is, who is supposed to sing this song ; 
a professional sailor or an ordinary passenger ? If an Old Salt— then Mr. Sims Reeves’s 
reading is faultless, hut the baUaa itself is not what a tar would have written. If the 
narrator is an inexperienced passenger, then the ballad is faultless, and Mr. Sims Reeves is 
wrong in his interpretation. j 

I have not time to go thoroughly into this nice question, which I recommend to the study I 
of the singer and the public ; only a suggestion arises out of this, and that is, let Mr. Sims 
Reeves first sing it as the tar, and when encored, as encored he cannot fail to be, let him give 
a new reading of it as a passenger who suffers from sea-sickness. This will touch heart- 
home the majority of his audience. Indeed a new edition, or encore edition, might be written 
on these lines : — 

Loud roared the dreadful thunder, We made but one remark — 

r The rain a deluge show’rs ; “ Oh, this is not a lark ! ” 

We felt we ’d made a blunder For the d^ we must pay 

To take our boat two hours. In the nay of Biscay 0 ! 

And a very little humouring on the part of the singer would express exactly the impecunious 
state of the parties, who had just got the money for a two hours’ sail, hut hadn’t enough to 
satisfy the boatman for a whole day out ; thus — 

For the day we can’t my. 

Let’s in the Bay of Biscay owe / 

And this I present, with my compliments, to Mr. Sims Reeves, when next he sings this 
song^when may I be there to heai>-and to Mr. Samuel Hayes for another Festival. 


But I hope to hear more of our gallant 
young English Tenor, before long, in Tom 
Tug^ and also as Captain Macheath in the 
Beggar'* s Opera, It used to be “Bravo, 
Hicks ! ” That is past and gone. Let us 
substitute “ Bravo, Hayes !” if he is going 
to give us that treat. 

Mr. Chatterton is showing us what can 
be done with Shaksfeare at Hmry Lane, 
and Mr. Dillon and Mrs. Yezin have any- 
thing but an idle time of it just now. 

Poor dear old Phelps ! the last of the Old 
School has gone, and with hhn Sir Pertinax 
Macsycophant, 

A word, by the way, for the dear old 
Polytechnic — “ clarum etvenerdbilenomen^'* 
—though it wasn’t by any means a case of no 
men the night I visited it, but of a good 
many men, and still more women and chil- 
dren. They are having great doings there 
just now. 

First, they give you “ Food, and its Pre- 
paration,” by Pepper— the right condi- 
ment in the right place — and then you are 
introduced to “ Cabul and the Afghans,” 
by Mr. T. L. King — “Scenery, People, 
Manners, and Customs ” — ^for oux guidance 
in these anxious times, when every day 
brings its letters in each other’s teeth, for 
and against goingj in at the Ameer. 

And then the visitor is pitilessly taken all 
about the Paris Exhibition — ^twenty miles of 
it, at least — ^by judicious short cuts, and then 
trotted off to China— then into fairy- 
land, to he introduced to the “ Cinderella of 
1878,” who is called — I can’t conceive why — 
Zitella^ through a series of tahleaux^ on the 
disc and on the stage, with musical and pic- 
torial accompaniments written by a gentle- 
man of the excruciatingly funny name of 
Tipkins Thudd ! If the patter could he out 
a little shorter it would be so much the 
sweeter. And all this besides the old stand- 
ing abactions, the Diving-Bell, and the 
Machinery, and the Cosmorama, and the 
Electric Cascade, and all the Arts and 
Sciences know what besides. It is the 
fullest bill in London. 

Mr. Clarke with The Rivals is doing 
I capitally at the Haymarket, and I hope he 
wul go on with the Old Comedies as long 
! as he can cast them as well as he has east 
I this masterpiece of Sheridan’s. Wliat 
a good ^lay it is, barring always Falkland 
and Julia^ and what a model from begin- 
ning to end. Yet I suppose modern Cntics 
would call the ^ot “ slight ” — if the play 
were modern. But suiSythe plot of a 
genuine Comedy should be “sHglit”— ^d 
the greatest events from the most trifimg 
causes should spring — telle est la vie — ana 
Comedy is Life, or Life is Comedy, at least, 
in the opinion of the laughing Philosopher 
who signs himself 

Youe Representative. 


Important Notice. 

For the use of all Political Students of 
Greography, we intend publishing a correct 
Map of the "World, when the present 
Eastern and Western Questions are finally 
settled to the satisfaction of everybody. 
Orders, with subscriptions in advance, may 
now be sent to our OfiBLoe. 

What the Ameer thinks might come 

OF ADMITTINai- AN ENGLISH EnVOY {as he 
puts it in his broken English ), — “ Am ’ere 
to-day, might be gone to-moirow.” 

“JFbR — The Presidency of 

Trinitjr College, Oxford. ( With Mr 
Punches Apologies to the Editor of the 
“ CornhUi:^ 
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GROWN-UP BONFIRE BOYS. 

I P Gruys are dy- 
ing* down m 
London — till 
one feels tLattlie 
only fit retreat 
for the few. de- 
crepit specimens 
still to be seen is 
Grny’s Hospital 
— they are still 
in full bang* at 
Le we s, and 
seem to be blaz- 
ing tlieir way 
thence to an imi- 
tation “fiare np’^ 
in other parts of 
Sussex and Zent. 
But Lewes still 
stands supreme 
as the High 
Court of the 
Lord of Hismlej 
w^ho makes a 
Guy of himself 
on the Fifth of 
November, when 
it would almost 
seem as if Zing Carnival had iisurped one night’s sway in this 
normally (luiet — not to say stupid — Sussex borough* Brass bands, 
heading a procession of cresset-bearers many hundreds stro^; 
banner-men and maskers ; a Commander-in-Cnief, with his staff— 
not a constable’s, we need hardly say — and a Lord Bishop, escorted 
by a strong force of mock clergy ; colossal bonfires and blazing 
tar-barrels scattered about the thoroughfares crowded with mas- 
meraders of both sexes ; fireworks in fnll blast all over the town ; 
shop-fronts and lower storey windows barricaded; cart-loads of 
combustibles piled and fired within a few feet of the Town Hall ; 
and a brace of colossal Guys, to he duly paraded first and blown up 
afterwards, all help to make night hideous, to frighten timid house- 
holders out of their wits, to keep the fire-brigade on the alert, and 
reduce the police force to insignificance for one night of the three 
hundred and sixty-five. 

“It is a poor heart that never rejoices;” and Lewes takes its 
rejoiciug as the county capital of “ Silly Sussex ” might he expected 
to do. 

It is really refreshing to know that there remains in the United 
Zingdom one town at least in which the good old times of merry 
England are renewed, with their horse-play, row, and riot, 3 
only for one night in the year. And as they say no houses are 
bximt down, and no more heads broken or pockets picked than 
the nonnal allowance among quieter crowds, why should not Lewes 
'enjoy its Fifth of November revel till its inhabitants wake sadder 
and wiser men, not only “the morrow morn,” — ^like the ancient 
mariner, — but all the year round ? 



"THE WOEKING OE THE WIEES;" OE, TJNDEE 
THE CAUCUSES. 

(-<s£ Chapter from a JSistorical HoinaTico of the Future,) 
Ghaptpb. XXIX. — Victu ! 

BnuTUS Jones, the Modern Cromwell, as he was called by his 
trembling admirers— the Nineteenth Century Eobespierre, as he 
was denounced (in whispers) by his embittered but impotent foes— 
sat alone in his sanctum. In spite of his victory, there was a frown 
upon his brow telling of remorse. His success had been complete. 
The result of the Municipal Elections had given him unlimited 
mwer. The “Hundreds,” and the “Four,” ‘^Six,” and “Twelve 
Hundreds,” who hailed him as their chosen Wire-puller, had done 
his bidding to the letter. Everywhere his party was in the ascen- 
dant ; everywhere the other party was cast down, demolished, 
grovelling in the dust. And yet Brtjtus Jones was not happy. 
He fell asleep ; and in his dreams he strove in vain with the 
Nemesis, of his own overthrow. He imagined that the wheel of 
fortune had revolved, and that the other party had taken the place 
now occupied by Ms own. He woke with a start, and, murmuring, 
I must reassure myself,” touched the bell with wMoh he was 
M summon Ms Secretary. That faithful follower appeared. 
\ M I • Smite:,’* he exclaimed. “ I see uou have not left me. Mv 
word Still is law, eh ? ” ^ ** 

The Secretary raised Ms eyebrows in astonishment, and bowed. 


“ Let me know at once,” continued the Chairman of the “ Hun- 
dreds,” bent on testing the reality of Ms nightmare, “ wMch of my 
orders have been carried out ? ” 

“Nearly all, I think, Sir,” returned the Secretary, glancing at a 
list. “ The places of the Directors of the Bank of England, left 
vacant by the abrupt dismissal of the leading merchants and baiikers 
of the other party, have been filled by trusty nominees of our own. 
It IS true, that the new men as yet know little or nothing about the 
law of finance or banking, but their political principles are unim- 
peachahle.” 

“ So far, well ! ” murmured Brutus ; “ on ! ’^ 

“We have changed the entire Bench of Middlesex Magistrates. 
The new Justices have reversed all the decisions of their pre- 
decessors. They have restored licences to ” 

“Of course: I know,” impatiently Interrupted the great Wire- 
puller. “A party must sacrifice something to its principles. I 
hope the officials of all our gaols are changed ? ” 

“ Much to the disgust of the prisoners of the other party, who 
have lost all their good marks in consequence. The Hangman, too, 
pretends that he has a vested right in Ms appointment,” replied the 
Secretary. 

“ And our Hospital Staffs? Have they felt the infiuence of our 
victory?” 

“ They have, Sir,” returned the Secretary, with a sigh : he had a 
kindly heart. “The patients complain that the new Surgeons are 
not so skilful as the old ones. An amputation now takes fifteen 
minutes against five under the old reghmf^ 

“ What if it took an hour ? ” cried the modern Cromwell, angrily. 
“ A good citizen surely should be prepared to endure a few minutes’ 
pain for his country’s good What more ? ” 

“ The Schoolmasters appointed by the old School Boards have been 
dismissed, or appointed to worse paid posts.*’ 

“Ah! those old Schoolmasters have much to learn. The sooner 
they take their lesson to heart, the better,” said the Chairman, with 
a bitter laugh. “ What next ? ” 

“We have deprived all the Beadles of their posts. They clung 
to their uniforms ; but now tbeir gold-laced coats clothe limbs of 
purer political type, their cocked hats cover heads of more advanced 
Liberal inspiration. If Bumbledom is not sound in political opinions, 
what can be expected of Bull ? ” 

“ And the Pmice ? ” 

“Judiciously handled, and now officered by men of the right 
sort, they may he said to be with us to a man. The Yohinteers, too, 
have threatened to resign in a body, unless their officers give place 
to citizen Soldiers of our colour. In a fortnight the Gazette will con- 
tain the names of Colonels, Majors, Captains, and Subalterns, all as 
sound in opinion as St. Paul’s bells, if a little shaky in their drill 
and the duties of their respective commands.** 

“ One can’t have everything in tMs world,” returned the Chairman. 
“ Have the crossing- sweepers been changed, and the cabmen been 
warned that their licences are forfeited, except on condition of ad- 
herence to our platform ? Have the retrograde apple-women of 
the hostile party been informed that they must give up the sites of 
their stalls to those who go for Progress and the People ? ” 

“ Certainly, Sir,” replied the Secretary. And again he sighed 
heavily. 

Ak\—d propos. Have the attendants at HanweU and Colney 
Hatch been removed, to make way for successors of sounder 
sense ? ” 

The Secretary hesitated. “Not yet. Sir,” he said; and then 
added, in a tone of sorrowful remonstrance, “ Cannot we spare them f 
They are good and worthy men, and their duties are difficult, and 
take long to learn. Some of them have families — ^what will become 
of them ? ” 

The Great Wire-pxiller turned on him an eye of stem, but cold, 
reproof. “ If their successors know their duty, they will shut them 
up for being mad enough to disagree with us. Aid now begone I 
I would be alone.” 

As the Secretary retired, his Chief muttered between his teeth, 
Why does he prate to me of gjoodness and worthiness ? What 
have these virtues to do with politics ? ” 

And leaving this conundrum unanswered, the Chairman of the 
Hundreds turned once more to the complex ramifications and reticu- 
lations of Ms wires. 


Grave Guests. 

Ireland,^ it has often been said, is the country of contradictions. 
Who, in tMs more consistent country of ours, would expect to find, 
as we do in the Dublin Daily JBxpress 9 — 

W ANTED, for a Country Hotel, a respectable HEAESE, in good 
order.— Apply, &c. 

From the Agricultural Hall. — ^The Cork Leg outrun by the 
CoBRBY ditto. 


^ To CoEXKsroiTDmrm — SdUor does not hold himself bound to ac^owled^ return, or nay for Contribi^ions, In no ease can these he returned unless aecomiianied by a 

stamsped and directed envelope. Copies should be ' 
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"RETORT COURTEOUS.” 

Facetious Old Gent {to Passenger mth a Bav^, ** You show youe Teeth, Sir.” 
{Ohuckles.) 

Crusty Carpenter. “You don’t. ’Cause why? — y’ ain’t got none!” 


A COroAGE FOR CYPEUS. 

Dear Me. Punch, 

I THINK you and your readers will agree wii 
me tliat as our last acquisition is absorbing, and likely 
to absorb, a great deal too mucb. of our money, tbe sooner 
we can giye it some money of its own the better. In fact, 
a coinage for Cyprus is, or ought to be, abeady in the 
Mint, or on its way to the die, uke its unfortunate gar- 
rison. YHiy should this new mintage not be made at 
once to indicate our acquisition of the island, to pay a 
compliment to its acquirers, and to stereotype one of the 
most ingenious of recent legends f The two former ends 
may ‘be secured in the deyices of the coin ; the other in 
its inscription. 

If Lord Bbaconseield and Mr, Feemantle take my 
advice, this new money will not be a mere coinage of the 
brain, but a copy of the old coin of the island, which 
bore on the obverse a Bull, on the reverse a Dove. Can 
anything be more appropriate at once to the situation, 
and the ready-made legend, “Peace with Honour” — 
Dove to symbolise the one. Bull the other ? 

There ! As the Boman proverb used to run — 

“ Lem ex asse cognosces.” 

Y’ours, 

Sheleungus Astaeticus. 


Kule and No 

The Buie of the Load ’s clear as light — 

That in driving a carriage along, 

The man who drives left is all right. 

And the man who drives right is all wrong. 

But the Buie of the Paver appears, 

When fatal collisions befall, 

And witnesses get by the ears, 

To be simply, “ There’s no Ptule at all.” 


Eminently Appropriate. 

In an article in this month’s Fortnightly Peview, Mr. 
A. B. Wallace proposes to naturalise in Fppii^ Forest 
“ the remarkable Salishuria or Gingho TreeP Have we 
not here a scientific appellation for the Salisbury or Jingo 
Tree, which might certainly he^ selected with peculiar 
appropriateness as the Conservative “ plant” of the day? 


^^CHEAPEE AND GHEAPEE STILL/" 

It is rumoured that the present Lord Mayor is determined to 
temper Civic hospitality and municipal ceremonial with what the 
City has till now but too little regarded— economy. Should the report 
be correct, and the fashion of retrenchment find favour in the eyes 
of the Citizens, Mr. Punch pleases himself in imagining a Ninth 
of November of the future, something after this fashion — 

The Peocession. 

The day was a glorions one, and every inch of Fleet Street, the 
Strand, and Charing Cross was crowded. A single detachment of 
dismounted Police led the way. These Guardians of the Peace were 
succeeded by a dray, kindly lent by Messrs. Bunton & Co. the 
eminent brewers, carrying in a bundle all the flags and banners of 
the Corporation. An array of Charity Children in their quaint 
garb of the olden time, arranged according to the colour of their 
caps and gowns— a girl and boy together — ^brought up the rear. The 
Charwoman of the Mansion Souse with Her in^nia of ofB.ce, the 
time-hallowed hroom and duster, borne by an XJnder-cleaner, was 
the next to put in an appearance. Then came the feature of the 
show, a musician playing no less than six different instruments at 
once. The applause of the mob was almost deafening, as this 
cheap, compact, and compendious substitute for the old-fasMoned 
military bands went merrily and musically by. The Becorder in Ms 
wig was next seen picking Ms way modestly through the mud. The 
City Martial riding a bicycle followed. Then came two Atlas 
omnibuses, hired by the hour, filled inside and out with Aldermen 
who had, and who had not, passed the Chair. Lastly, appeared the 
Loed Mayoe’s coach, and it was not diifioult to understand 
that a great saying in •expense had been efiected by discarding the 
horses of other days for the Ludgate Hill street-traction-engine. 
After his LordsMp 'Had passed, a Seig^t’s Guard of the Yictoria 
Bifies, in undress uniform^ brought the procession to a brilliant 
and not expensive termination. 


The Banouet. 

The usual company (including Her Majesty’s Ministers, Ambassa- 
dors, and a limited selection of the Corporation, made by ballot) 
assembled to do honour to the Loed Mayoe at the Guildhall. 

At the high table the famous three-and-sixpenny dinner from the 
Holborn Bestaurant was served in first-rate style, and every other 
guest found a bottle of Bass before him. The less important feasters 
at the other tables were supplied with hot water, bread-and-butter, 
and shrimps at the trifling cost of sixpence a head, it being under- 
stood that they were to bring their own tea with them. An excellent 
band, consisting of a violin and harp wMch had been playing in 
front of an adjacent tavern until the hour fixed for the banquet, 
were accommodated with seats in the Music (Mlery. 

Later on, the harmony of the evening was enhanced by the per- 
formance of an Italian musician (whose name we faded to catch), 
who executed several brilliant fantasias on the barrel-organ, 

■When the cloth had been removed, and the loving-cnp (filled with 
shandy-gaff) had been passed roiuid, the usual loyal toasts were 
proposed at the usual length, and received with the wonted 
cordiality. , , 

Bather later than usual, after the Peemlee, in returning thanks 
for Ms own health, had commenced a political speech of unusual 
interest, the Loed Matoe said he revetted to interrupt the harmony 
of the evening, but he had to state that, in order to save expense, the 
Lighting Committee had arranged to turn off the electric light at 
nine, so that 'he feared the audience must he content with such en- 
lightenment as they could derive from Ms noble friend’s oratory. 
The company separated ia some little disorder, after listening to the 
Noble Lord with "some impatience for a considerable time, on finding 
that he was unlikely to throw any light on the situation. 


COLLAPSE. 

What a late Lord Mayor amonuts to. Owden— the Greek for 
‘ nothing.’ 


VOL, ixxv, 


X 



UNDER THE CENSOR^S STAMP; 


THE Bbae*s Paw combs down on JPxmcJs: in St. Petbbsbxteg. And yet the Jingoes 


TKIETSTDS AT A DISTANCE. 

Being the brief Mecord of a few Winter-^seasonahle Visits to certain 
Country Houses, 

Trsir THE Fiest.— Chapteb II. 

The dispiriting Journey — Fogs — Mist— Fens — Dampness — Light — 
More Light — Bursted Mitls — Lantern — Onward— Poor Ghost — 
Suspicions — Clayloro^ — Bound for Josslynh — Suggestions for 
Head-- Warmers — The Fly— Arrival— The Knell— Signs of Life 
— Open Lochs — The Beception — Presentiments — Pegrets, 

Dbizzit, damp, and dirty at Fenclinrcli Street Station. AH along 
the line, misty, murky, and yaponry—snoli a yaponr as ghosts m^ht 
he made of— the ghosts of ’victims lost hopelessly in the fens. The 
gaslights struggling for life— gasping and shivering. If I could 
peer mto the hie of the fog, I am sure I should see Jack-o^-lantems 
and unwholesome goblins dancing with frogs, toads, and other such 


slimy, grotesq,ue creatures, familiar to the pencils of Dotie and 
Cbthbshank. 

The carriages appear damp, mouldy, and gloomy : all the pas- 
sengers wear a mysterious air, as it seems to me, wrapping ^them- 
selves up, and hiding themselves away in comers out of sight ol 
one another, as though each having committed some great crime, 
were escaping from justice, or, perhaps, the deed of darkness being 
stni undone, each sombre passenger is bound for some lonely spot 
in the Fens, where the punctual victim -will be met by appointment, 
and then and then wiU. be heard of no more ! 

Oh for the Electric Light all over the Essex Marshes, right away 
down to the river, to scare the ghost^ the goblins, and the murderous 
prowlers of the mght ! ^W^ake up, Mr. Edison, and start land l^ht- 
houses, here, to begin with. Hang the expense ! — do it, Sir I hum 
yourself, and receive the gratitude of thousands of poor trembling 
belated travellers. 

Bursted Mills Station I More like an outlying shed for hommess 
cattle in ‘the midst of the Great Dismal Swamp. A shivering porw?, 
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very damp, and very sniffling, is holding his lantern under his jacket, 
witn his arm affectionately round it, as though to keep it warm, and 
perhaps by this means impart some additional life to his own pulsa- 
tion. Hiding his light under a bushel, as it were. 

He regards me with pity, and evidently wonders what on earth 
can have induced me to get out at Bursted JMHlls. 

The train for Clogsole and Clayboro’ is waiting, and there are two 
other ghosts besides myself going by it. 

We get into our compartments silently, avoiding one another. The 
train starts noiselessly. No bustle, no screamine, no life. The wheels 
are muffled, and the rails have been oiled by the greasy fog, for we 
glide along into a deeper and deeper gloom, and the curtains of mist 
close around us and behind us, deadening aU sound, and gradually 
shutting us out from the outer world. 

I am wondering what evil genius prompted me to accept JossiYir 
Dyke’s invitation to his country-house at this time of year ! But 
’tis done ! May I arrive safely ! 

We stop at dlogsole. Somebody gets out. I arrive at the fact by 
listening attentively. I can just see a shadowy figure—a melancholy 
shade. He becomes merged in the fog, like the shadow that used to 
stand behind the Haunted Man’s chSr in the Adelphi drama,— and 
then he disappears,— perhaps burked on the wot, robbed, and rolled 
over into a muddy ditch outside Clogsole Station— to be left till 
called for. And wnen will he be^ called for P Alas! poor ghost! 

In the old days of murderous romances and thrilling melodramas, 
it used to be the innkeeper, or the miller, who gave his victims shelter 
for the night, wh^n their fate was sealed. In these days of steam- 
travelling, can it be that the civil station-master has taken the 
place of the blaak-browed host of the Eoadside Inn, or of Grindoff 
the miller p 

Clayboro’ Station. I dread getting out, I look cautiously round. 
I descend. No porter. Nobo%. I near a voice, somewhere in the 
night air, sighing out sadly, ** Clayboro”— that is all. 

My luggage— that is, my Wonderful Bag is with me. The phantom 


train glides away, and vanishes in a flash of Are : then all is dark- 
ness on the Line. I am alone, with my bag, on the platform. At last 
a glowworm porter advances to take my ticket. I tell him I am 
bound for Mr. Josslyjs' Dyke’s, The Mote, Moss End. By an effort 
of memory, as though unaccustomed to conversation, he recalls, after 
some hesitation, the name of the house and its owner. I fancy he 
regards me suspiciously, as though I might be a detective in disguise, 
and JossLYET of The Mote a coiner. 

I am inclined to re-assure him by protesting I mean no harm to 
JossLYiS’ Dyke, that I am his warmest friend, that is, if in these 
parts there can be such a thing as a warm friend, unless^ he go 
about in bearskins three deep,, with coals of Are heaped on his head 
like the itinerant roast chestnut vendors in the London streets — 
which has always struck me as a wonderful invention for keeping 
one’s head warm. 

[JSap'py Thought , — ^We have feet-warmers, why not **head- i 
warmers ? ” Strange that this fashion in our climate should not be 
more generally adopted. No need to sell chestnuts ; merely a hat- 
fullof coals, lighted by the servant when you go out. The ‘*New 
patent iron hat for keei)ing the head warm in winter,”— is a 
b rilliant idea. Might write, on this subject too, to Mr. Edisok. 
He ’d work it up mto something. Only I register it first. The 
New Patent Coalhole Hat, invaluable for lightness and warmth. 
No brushing required.] 

Eortunately there is a fly. This is a rare bit of luck. Josseyk 
Dyke hadu’t sent it. It has come to take somebody else somewhere 
else, and the somebody else’s heart has evidently failed him at the 
last minute, as he hasn’t arrived, and can’t now for another two 
hours. With my bag I take my seat in the fly, and cheer up a 


bit. No matter to me, now, that the fly has a nasty odour of damp 1 
hay— no matter to me that the doors are warped and close with 
difficulty— no matter that one window won’t come up and the other 
won’t go down, and that it rattles, and shakes, and wobbles. These 
are no discomforts to me now^ for I am spared a dirty walk, and 
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NEATLY STOPPED. 

Old Gentle'nian (to Box-Keeper, testily). “No, I never Give Money. 
Stop .a bit ! Here 1 ICkves Charity Organisation Ticket. 


saved, perliaps, from losing myself, and losing everything else, it 
might be, bag inclnded, on the lonely road between the station and 
^ The Mote. 

I C£m see nothing of the country, and very little of the village. It 
is a village. I can make out the straggling, dimly-lighted shops of 
the general-dealers, and we nearly bump up against some waggons 
standing out in the road in front of the old village inn. There is 
some shouting, not much, and some bad language— the latter stronger 
than the shouting, and more of it, — and we continue our route. 
More and more vapoury and misty, Danlcer and damper. 

{Sappy Thought, Capital name for an opera houffe, Banker and 
Damper^ Musical, of course— with Mile. D’Anka as the heroine. 
Great blessing to be able to have even one flash of a “happy 
thought ” in such surroundings as these.] 

Faint, pokering, bihous-looking lamps, at intervals, the posts 
being invisible. The trap takes a turn to the left, then another to 
the right, then to the left again : and then I couldn’t swear whether 
it is turning right or left, or whether we are curving round and 
round, and travelling in a circle. All I am sure of is, that we are 
not going straight ; and at times I could almost positively swear 
that we are going backwards. Wherever The Mote may ultimately 
be, the road to it seems to be through a labyrinth of lanes ; and, to 
judge by the jolting, we are passing over deep ruts, or old water- 
courses. 

At last we pull up. I can see absolutely nothing. Can I have 
arrived at Mowhere, the country residence of Mr, Mobody ? I know 
thatm crowded London, Josslyn Btee would probably be Nobody; 
but here in the country I thought he would be Somebody. Noboies 
m^^iidon, are, more often than not, Somebodies in the country. 

The Flyman has descended and, as far as I can make out, is 
trying to ©limb up a pole. Good Heavens ! is this the way iato 
J ossLYN Dyke’s house r 

No ; he isn’t trying to climb : he is only fumbling about a door- 
post to And a bell. 

Becmning accustomed to the darkness, I see that we are close up 
agamst a high, and, as it seems to me. Hack wall. 

Thought, Good omen. Arriving at BlackwaU. Used not 
BlaokwaU to be famous for its dinners ?] 

We are between two black walls, and und^ heavy, over-hanging 
branches, A large, massive gateway looms gradually out from the 
wall, slowly^ takii^ form, imape, and colour, like a change in a 
^ssolvmg view. Then, too, I become aware of a house, at some 
little distance ofl — an old gabled house — and, as I think, a tower. 


The Flyman has discovered the bell-chain by the mere accident of 
the iron handle hitting him on the nose, which makes him, not un- 
naturally, angry, but sets him to pulling at it with the vigour of au 
irritable person suffering under a sense of injury, and determined to 
“ let ’em nave it ” whoever they are. 

But it takes three pulls to produce one sound. 

[Happy Thought. Idea for a “ Sound Table,”— with my compli- 
ments to the “Ancient Society of College Youths,” or whatever the 
scientifle bell-ringers call themselves,— on the plan of any other table 
of weights and measures. And why not? There is such a thiag as 
“ a measured tone,” and how will the ordinary dealer measure it, if 
not by rule,^ i.e., by table. I don’t see my way to the proportions 
except starting with — 


Three pulls (at a bell) .... make , , , , 

Two sounds . ,, .... 

Somebody hearing makes .... 

No difference „ .... 


One sound. 
Somebody hear. 
No difference. 
One angry.] 


' But these are details merely suggested at J ossltn Dyke’s door, 
by the fact of the Flyman having rung several solemn knells— and 
the bell only knells once solemnly to every three good hard pulls 
—without any result. It really appears as if the people within, on 
hearing the knell, had gone quietly off and huried themselves. I 
have often heard of persons “bipying themselves in the country,” 
but never knew it was done in this way before. 

I mention this jestingly to the Flyman, who doesn’t understand the 
humour of the thing, and is inclined to fancy I am chaffing him. 
However, as he has his fare in view, and an extra sixpence for bell- 
ringing, he does not retort on me ; hut he is doing anything but 
“ blessing the bell ” at that moment. 

Lights ! The sounds of life ! Bolts, locks, and bars are flying 
asnnder ! Chains rattle as though a hundred persons were being let 
loose out of the Bastille. More bolts, locks, and bars. More chains. 
Then the deep haying of a hound from somewhere. JFkere f It 
occurs to me that if this basso-profondo hound is the watch-do^, he 
must be rather useless, seeing that he took no notice of our arrival, 
and had to be roused by the bell before he uttered a sound. 

However, that ’s Dyke’s affair, not mine ; all that concerns me 
about the hound with the bass growl just now is — where is he at this 
minute f I can’t see him ; and I hate to hear an invisible dog. 

The outer portal — ^it is a portal— opens, — of its own accord. 
Through it, I see a line of light leading to a doorway, where stands 
a tall flgure, holding a lantern, and peering out cautiously. Then 
the tall figure advances, gravely. 

Associating his appearance— he is in black, and a stiff white tie— 
with the funereal knell that has just sounded, I cannot help looking 
upon hiTTi as an undertaker attached to the establishment. He 
advances upon me, holding his lantern aloft, as though he were 
searching for a body- as an undertaker might he expected to do if 
he had lost one in the snow ; and then for the first time I perceive 
behind him a huge St. Bernard mastiff. This completes the picture 
of finding the body in the snow (only there ’s no snow, but plenty of 

f listening [dead leaves), and he ceases to represent an undertaker, 
ut a monk of St. Bernard turned Protestant, and dressed as a 
clergyman of the Evangelical school. It is Josslyn Dyke’s butler; 
and— thanlc Heaven !— fins is Josslyn Dyke’s ! 

Joyfully I bestow largesse on the Flying Bellringer — ^I mean the 
Bellringing Flyman ; and, after making friends with the dog, who 
sniffs about me to assure himself of my being the sort of person he 
would recommend bis master to admit, I surrender my bag— bag 
of bags — ^to tbe care of the butler, and, without another word from 
him to me, or from me to him— it is all done silently, in dumb show, 
like a ballet iu plain clothes — and there is an air of mystery about, 
as if I were the last conspirator to arrive, and had kept the others 
waiting— I follow the butler and the hag into the Hall. 

[Happy Thought (title for song) — The Bntler and the Bag.] 

In another second there is a pattering of feet on the dark oak 
floor j and two dogs suddenly appear, stop short, and glower a-t me 
suspiciously. They are weird-looking creatures, both of them. The 
first, a trifle in advance of the other, has a large gohlinesque head 
with great goggly eyes, awkward overgrown legs, long tawny body, 
and a tail that writhes and twists like an eel.^ Were I asked, at 
haphazard, to fix his breed, I shonld say something between a bim- 
dog, a pug, and a grotesque Chinese ornament, the last factor in ms 
composition predominating. The other dog is, as far as I can make 
out, white, thin, and long pointed at both ends like a double 
It is an unsubstantial dog, and strikes me as a phantom animal : the 
first is a fiend. They do not utter a sound or move. On my leit 
stands the austere Butler and the St. Bernard. None of us or 
utter a sound. It is a tableau. Enter upon this picture, my fnend 
J'ossLYN Dyke who steps forward, greeting me cordially hut 
solemnly. ^ ^ 

“ Dinner,” he says, gravely, “ will be ready in half an hour, we, 
dine punctually. Goon wifi show yon your room. If you want 
anything, ask Gool : he will see to you.” , i 

Gool is the Butler— a Phantom Butler 1— lank, dark, and pale,^ 
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; and solemn as a mute, wlien officially engaged, standing silently, 

I and moYing noiselessly ! 

i \_SLappy Thought {paraphrasing a well-hnoion line). Moving 
I noiselessly— “ An excellent thing in Butlers.”] 

Good inclines his head, and motions me to follow him up the broad 
old dark-pannejQed staircase. It is a ballet in plain clothes. I 
express my willingness to accompany him also in dumb show. There 
ought to be music. 

J ossLYN somehow vanishes. The dogs have all vanished. I never 
saw or heard them go. 

The place is dimly lighted, and there are black shadows lying in 
wait in every corner, as though to pounce out on the venturesome 
stranger. 

More ballet. Serious pas de deux between myself and the Butler 
on the landing. 

I am^ depressed. I am nervous. I wish I were at home, any- 
where, in the centre of London, or at my Club, before the fire .... 
but it is all too late .... hate has pronounced .... and I follow 
the Phantom Butler with the Bag. 


BRIGHTNESS AND BEAUTY. 

I ' . , i T\ari.ino Old 

I I Punch, 

> i ^ DoyoureaUy 

' ^ j'l ■fcldnk that the 

! l — ^ streets' and\ouses 

/ j ^ ^ for warehouses and 

^ * galleries and Gov- 

ernment work-places, and all sorts of large rooms. So there is 


JOHN HO:^^ESPUN ON niPERIALISM. 

Ihpertaxish ! Hang the word ! It buzzes in my noddle 

Like bumble-bees in clover-time. The talk on’t mostly twaddle ; 

Yet one would like to fix the thing, as farmers nail up vermin ; 

Lots o’ big words collapse, like blobs, if their sense you once determine. 

I guess I ’m English, root and branch, though some smart babes feign 
doubt of it. 

(Your Cockerels now do crow so loud, old roosters seem quite out 
,ofit) 

To think Britannia rules the waves is soothing to my feelings, 

But let her rule ’em right, say I, and stick to honest dealings. 

If that ’s un-English, as I ’m told, parochial and the rest of it, 

So be it ; right is my North Star^ I shan’t hedge east or west of it ; 
And if Imperialism means to shift my conscience-compass, 

They won’t get me to shout for it with all their row and rumpus. 

I smoke my pipe and hear ’em lorate, and don’t they pitch it nobby ? 
You’d think Creation owned John Bull its Heaven-appointed 
Bobby. 

But how if Bobby’drops true blue, and takes to private prigging ? 

If masts and yards ain’t straight and square, you can’t expect taut 
rigging. 

No doubt the sharks would like to rule the seas to suit their wishes, 
And whales aren’t much concerned about the rights of little fishes ; 
But a sea-scourge is scarce the part John Bull is proud of playing. 
Unless from paths he ’s stuck to long he now is bent on straying. 

Imperialism most times means rule ruthless as far-reaching, 

Shaped on the sharp Sgueers system of much stick and little teaching. 
Masters grow plump on it, no doubt, but power and paunches 
swelLing 

Ain’t quite the sort o’ things to set a British patriot yelling. 

Some do, no doubt. More blame, sa^ I, to leaders fancied clever, 
Who, playing on the nation’s heart, its finer chords touch never ; 
They strum and thrum on selfish greed, and vulgar pride and 
swagger, 

Until the empty row they raise great Shindy’s self might stagger. 

Bah! If Old England can’t look big without so much drum- 
thumping, 

She’s littler-hearted than I’ve thought. I own this brazen 
trumping 

Don’t warm my blood up, not a mite, its grandeur I can’t follow ; 

’Tis noisy as the drum itself, and just about as hollow. 

I grant that men of British breed should steer and pull together, 

And all stand by, blow low, blow high,^ in a spell of dirty weather ; 

If that ’s Imperial, ’tis a tune with which I never jangled, 

Though it seems to me a good old air spoilt by a name new-fangled. 

But pluck that ’s sound down to the core has got no call to swagger, 
To paint its nose to fright its foes, or flourish a big dagger ; 

That style o’ thing means bounce, not fight, however loud it holler, 
And won’t stand cuffis, I ’ll bet a pot, for all its show of choler, 

A ruling race has got to xxde, but ruling don’t mean robbery, 

Still less the game of trick for trick, and everlasting bobbery ; 

And if what ’s called ‘ ‘ Imperial ” in fashionable lingo 
Ain’t tainted with such humbug to the core, why I ’m a Jingo 


bt also to every trimKmg girl, ana many i aare say nave 
written to the papers and not had their letters put in, bnt I hope 
you will mine, ana then perhaps Mr. Edison — ^I think that is his 
name— or some of his agents — don’t you call them ?— will give me 
an answer : Is the Electric Lighb— when used to illuminate a Marble 
Hall, or a salon of fasbiion, or any other Booms in which one mingles 
with Society— snitable to the complexion ? yoxus, 

Yanessa. 

P.S. — There is also another thing I should like to know. Some- 
times^ at scientific lectures, I have seen Electricity used to produce 
chemical changes. Besides making the natural colour look horrid. 


chemical changes. Besides making the natural colour look horrid, 
mightn’t the effect of the Electric Light p^haps be to taru any 
. little artificial bloom one might use to something dreadfol ? 


In a Kut Shell. 

The Metropolitan Board’s ‘ ‘ feasance ” — Embanking the Thames, 
The Metropolitan Board’s “ Mis-feasance” — ^Mud-banking it. 

1 ISee Captain Oalvbr’s report of the result of the Metropolitm Mam 
Drainage operations on the state of the rvoer; Sir J. Bazalgettb's 
Joinder} and Captain Calveb’s final floorer to Bazaloettb.] 


Customary Candour. 

Busch {Biographer, to Prince Bishahck). Your Highness has 
doubtless read the GuudhaU speech of Lord Beaconspield ? 

Bismarck. To be sure. 

Busch. You noticed his intimated mtention to rectify the North- 
Westem boundaries of British India with a view to secure a 
‘‘scientific frontier”? Does not your Highness think this would 
be a most unscrupulous proceeding, and a gross violation of inter- 
national law ? 

Bismarck {airily, with his characieiHstic frankness, and a play 
of face between a wink and a grin). We all do it. 

— 

How to Keep the Peace. 

“Police-Constable Robinson, undeterred by five shots from Peace’s re- 
volver, seized the man, and, after a desperate struggle, threw him to the 
grouna. The burglar attempted to draw a sheath-knife from his pocket ; but 
the officer, though sevtoly wounded, did not lose his presence of mind, and 
after giving his prisoner a few smart taps on the head wi% Ms truncheon, 
succeeded in securing him.” — Newspaper Deport of the arrest of the great 
Blackheath Burglar. 

Evxdentlt Policeman Robinson is what we read so much of in 
the Jingo papers — the “ Peace at any price” party. 




GENTLE AND SIMPLE, 

Young Sportsman. “Does tour Fathee peeservb at all?’^ 

Ingenuous Maiden. “Oh, ko ; we use all our Fruit foe making Tarts !” 


WHERE ARE WE NOW?^^ 

JStclL {halting and hesitating), I say, wliere are we going: ? 

Drover {reassuringly). Oh., all right! 

You follow me I 

Bull. By faith, and not hy sight I 

But, to tell truth, I ’m getting precious tired. 

Drover. Pooh ! pooh ! Your staying powers are much admired. 

Prestige, you know I You must maintain that. 

Bull. Must I? , 

Somehow the phrase seems getting flat and fusty. j 

Drover. Prestige is your palladium. Come along I 
You surely don’t suppose Pd lead you wrong ? 

Bull. Oh, no ! But—well, I’m really bound to say, 

That this is not at all the sort of way 
In which you swore to lead me. ’Twas to be 
A path of peace, and jocund jollity ; 

A nappy pasture steeped in holy calm. 

The mead all flowerets, and the air all balm, 

A sort of bovine Beulah, lapt in joy, 

No one to harass, nothing to annoy, 

No, ropes, no rings, and, above aU, no goads. 

But tMs is darkest, rug^edest of roads I 
Drover. This is mere hare-brained chatter, of the quality 
I must call “ irrespon^ble frivolity.” 

A solid brute like you should have more sense 
Than to indulge in Rhodian eloquence. 

Bull. More flrework-j^ases 1 But soinehow they fail 
To tickle me. Pine ribbons at my tail, 

And rose-wreaths round my hdms are not enough 
To saye me from fatigue and fear. 

Drover. ' Oh, sWEI 

Taurus turned timorous ? 

Not at all! where 
Is this loug-promised pasture f 
Drover {with a sweeping JiourisK). Over there! 

Bull. That’s vague, like all your promises— there I See ! 


The sky ahead ’s as black as black can be, 1 

We ’ll have a storm, I guess, — a regular pel ter. 

Drover. All the more reason to make sure of shelter. 

Bull. Yes, but I see none. 

Drover. Oh, you will auon. 

Trust wholly to my guidauce and come on ! 

These fields are pleasant, but not well protected, 

Their boundaries require to be corrected, 

Somewhat enlarged, perhaps, just here and there. 
Rectification 

Bull. ^ ^ Stop! I do not care 

For wider ranging. 

Drover. Nay, now, do not chafe. 

At least you ’d like your pales aud hedges safe ? 

At present they ’re haphazard, rambling, weak, 

A Scientific Frontier ’s what we seek. 

Bull. What’s that? 

Drover {aside). Plague take the brute I What shall I say ? 
He did not use to question me this way. 

{Aloud.) , A scientific frontier is,— a border 
Imperial not empirical ! In order 
That blessing to secure I ’m striving ever 
With all devices that are darkly clever, 

J look to yon to back me np,“ of course, 

With all your resolution and resource. 

Bull, AIL vastly fine ! but I am veiy weary. 

And the look-out is neither clear nor cheery. 

Fatigued and fogged, I mean to make a stand. 

And the true end of all this toil demand. 

You know where yon are going, I suppose, 

But I tramp blindly on, led by the nose ! 


Americans Idea of Abbitkatioit. — “H eads I win, tails you 
lose.” 

AnvicE TO Holders of Houbtful Stock.— Grin and “Bear” it. 



DsirEE'Dizzy. “COME ALOXG: IT’S AIL RIGHT. WE ’RE ONLY IN SEARCH OF A 'SCIENTIFIC FMONTIER 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

{A Visit to the TJnivereity oj^ Cambridge on an important and 
interesting Occasion,) 

Cf 

^ By special 
^ invitation, 
accepted with 
the greatest pos- 
sible pleasure, I 
witnessed the 
performance last 
Wednesday, on 
“th‘e Ladies’ 
Night,” in the 
Ilooms of the 
A.D.C. (Ama- 
teur Dramatic 
Olub), Cam- 
bridge. 

The arrange- 
ments for my. 
I’cocption at the 
: Kailway Station 
did honour alike 
to' the Heads — 
and Hearts— of 
the University. 

The first idea 
was, that, on the 

platform,; I should be met by all the Heads of Houses, with their 
tiles olf. 

This having been abandoned on account of the inclemency of the 
weather, the following ceremonial programme was submitted to me 
for approval : — 

First, the Yice-Chancellor, attended by the Commissary, a most 
useful officer superintending the University Commissariat: the 
Deputy High Steward (whose duty it is to accompany the vicc- 
Chanoellor whenever he, may go from Dover to Calais), carrying a 
golden basin and gilt brandy-fiask, the insignia of his office ; the 
Kegistrary, who combines the offices of Inspector of Smoky Chimneys 
with that of performing the marriage service for such members of 
the University as come to him at the Kegistrar’s Office ^ the Sex 
Virij without power to add to their number, as an addition would 
tm-sex them ; the Auditors of the Chest, carrying stethescopes ; 
Proctors, followed by Bull-dogs (muzzled), and the Two Moderators, 
smoking, on account of their wicks having been turned up too high. 
Lastly, the Examiners, each carrying his own tripos, followed by the 
Lady Margaret Preacher,^ in her best cap and silk gown. 

As, however, I myself had dispensed with anything resembling 
display, being simply attired in a graceful garment called after the 
Ulster King-of-ArmSy and was only accompanied by my very great 
friend (six feet five, if he ’s an inch) and constant legal adviser— a 
first-rate all round man — ^Professor I’ell, Kevcrsible Barrister, I 
telegraphed to say that I preferred to remain incog,, and would, in 
the guietest way, take an ordinary hansom from the Station to the 
College, where my excellent host— of whom it is no disparagement 
to speak as a Fellow— would bo waiting^ to receive me. 

Arrived at the College, I was at once installed in another Fellow’s 
rooms — ^the worthy Bedmaker, and the obliging Gyp, assisting at the 
ceremony of installation, 

“ What,” I asked myself, after a giiarter of an hour’s experience of 
the bachelor comfort of this ancient snuggery, “ what can egual the 
existence of a College-Fellow with a pied-d’-ierre always ready, no 
difficulty as to servants, no trouble as to house-keeping — and with 
but one drawback that I can see, and that is, no bolls,” 

But is not the absence of bells a sign that your every want is anti- 
cipated ? 

jLook— here are beautiful fires in both rooms beaming a welcome — 
here on the h^ob is a steaming kettle, and the neatness, tidiness, and 
cleanliness of the chambers are distinct evidences of the tender care 
and softening influence of that female society, provided by the 
authorities of each College for the solace of its celibate residents, 
which is honourably known a$ the Ancient Order of Academic 
Bedmakers.” 

We — another guest is with me, not the Eminent Eeversible — 
mount to our rooms in an ancient tower, by a spiral stone staircase, 
with narrow windows set in deep embrasures, reminding me at 
erevj step of some of Ceuikshank’s illustrations to AiwswoErH’s 
^ower of London ; and, what with this staircase, afid the windows 
and the massive doors, and the medimval appearance of the rooms 
themselves, I cannot shake ofi the impression that my friend and 
myself are two important political prisoners, treated in a very supe- 
rior mann^ as bents our rank and the nature of our crime — ^nothing 
less than high treason, of course — ascending to our rooms in the 


Tower, where presently the Lieutenant will visit us, and address us 
with kindly and courteous consideration. 

But the caps and gowns destroy tMs Tower illusion, which is 
superseded at once by another of a modiseval ecclesiastical character, 
wMch is far truer than the first, and more in keeping with the 
local colouring. 

Many have told of the monks of old— and so there is no necessity 
for me to add my observations. Suffice it that we were presently 
summoned to the monastic cell of one of the Brethi'en, where we were 
entertained in the pleasantest, merriest company, with the very best 
of good cheer, until it was time for us to walk to the Olub Booms of 
the A.D.C., and take our seats in the Auditorium of their elegant 
little Theatre. 

The Play was The Tichet of Leave Man, and it was the third 
night of its representation. I'he Amateurs (and among them are 
some genuine young artists) had been coached in the business of 
the Stage by Mr. Horace Wigan, who, it will he remembered, was 
the original Mawhshaio, the Letectivef^ the Olj^mpic — a part 
with which he will always he identified in the memory of play- 
goers. 

The Tichet of Leave Man was played at the A.D.C. in five Acts, 
and the minor comic parts of Green fonos and JBmibj St, JBiremonde 
were wisely omitted. 

There is nowadays an unofficial censorship of Plays at Cambridge, 
tliis being the condition on wMch the existence of the Club is tolerated 
and recognised by the Dons. 

It was not so in its first days— some twenty years ago, when the 
Club was, so to si^eak, a sort of Secret Society in the C'atacoinbs, and 
when the nights of performance were kept a profound secret from 
all except the initiated. Subsequently came a semi-official recogni- 
tion, but there was no censorship. I fancy that then we went in more 
for ‘ ‘ the fun of the thing ” than for its Art. Now there is a marked 
improvement in everything that may be taken as evidence of careful 
study, and of real earnestness of purpose in the performance of each 
one of the corps dra?natigue, from the principals down to excellently- 
trained “ Supers,” who were never obtrusive, or careless, as either 
“ Guests” or Navvies,” though there are chances in this piece that 
might he easily taken advantage of by less loyal amateurs, who arc 
too often so ready to sacrifice the general success to some particular 
exhibition of inane frivolity. No: the A.D.C. Supers in the Ticket 
of Leave 3Ian were, in every way, perfect. 

I ^ One may safely praise Supers, even amateur ones ; they get so 
little of it ; hut Amateur Actors (all good in this case), arc, as to 
their particular points of . excellence, super crlticam, a.s tho old 
German Emperor was super gi'ammaticam. 

The performance over, we returned to tho hospitable board pre- 
sided over by our monastic host; and if there was a boll wfiich 
summoned the cloistered Fellows to Prime (nothing, however, could 
have been more prime than tho supper), it failed to arouse, from a 
peaceful slumber, Your Kephehentative. 

P.S. New piece at tho Princess’s ; and our old friend, Ldphegor, 
at Drury Lane. Belphegor used to be the best of all Mr. Cuarles 
Dilion’s parts. I hope to be able to say something about it in my 
next. New Burlesque at tho Gaiety, and Old Comedies, and ^^azel 
— Faeren and Faeini— at the Aquarium. All alive, 0 ! alive, 0 ! 


Awe-fuXly Jolly I 

“An action was tried last week in which tho Society of Apothecanos sought 
to recover penalties from a chemist, for Imving acted as an apothecary without 
a certificate^. Tho principal witness for the Society of Apothecaries was Mr, 
Thomas Jolly Death.’’ 

Death to the dying may look grim ; 

E’en to the halcst, melancholy ; 

But when the Craft subpoena luni. 

Wo find for once that Death is jolly. 


The Latest Secession. 

^‘Tho Eov. OnuY SiiirLBY, M.A., ono of tho loading Kitualisis, was re- 
eived into the Church of Home, on Saturday last.” 

It is whispered that in tho event of the Poi>e reappearing in public 
to give his blessing to the people, tho Keverend Gentleman named 
above will visit Komo in order to participate specially in the Papal 
Benediction— “ UrU et Oeby.” 


THE LEGION OP HONOUE. 

Though France was very willing to bea^w it, 
Some or our workers at its late World-Fair 
Have made themselves a little crose— and show it I 
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RANK INSUBORDINATION. 

GoIotiqI {^fio has rei^imd Letter frmn Privct^tQ STTiithy addressing him Lea/r Golonel^^)* ‘‘What do you mean by addressing me in 
THIS FAMILIAR MANNER, SiB ? 

FHmte Smith, “’Beg Pardon, Sib. I didn’t write un myself— I got somebody else to. And I didn’t mean it out o’ 
NO Respect, Sir ” 

Golmel. “ What the Devil do you mean, Sir ? SEBasANT-MAjoR, get this Man a Poubth-Class Certificate immediately ! ” 


A PAGE PEOM KELLIS DIRECTORY. 

If the Chief Barou’s fashion of introducing personal politics 
into legal procedure and Civic ceremonial he followed, it majlead to 
strange results. On occasion of a Brewster Sessions, for instance, 
how would it look, if the granting or refusing of a licence were 
ushered in^y something like this from the Chairman of the Bench 
of Magistrates ? — 

Mr. Bung, you are the holder of a beer and spirit Hcenoe for 
a tavern known as the “ Pig and Whistle.” You came here to ask 
that that licence may he renewed. Sir, it is my duty as Chairman 
of this Bench of Magistrates, to impress upon you that a puhlic- 
housekeeper has many heavy responsibilities. Not only doesRe sell 
beer and spirits across the bar, hut, also across that bar, he has 
frequent opportunities of induencing, if not of forming, by Ms con- 
versation the opinions of his customers. It is most important, there- 
fore^ that he should have sound ^political views in the present verj 
critieal position of European affairs. Mr. Bwg, it is my proud, fl 
not pleasing^ duty to inform you, that I regard the most solemn 
assurances of the Emperor of Russia with the greatest possible dis- 
trust. Ear be it from me to say anything that may seem to detract 
feom the weight of a Sceptre, or inyiair the authority of a Throne 
in this or any other country ; hut I am bound to point out to you, 
and through you, to your customers, that the Czab is a Potentate, 


not up to stanaara. in tnis respect he may be said to stand alone 
among Ms elevated order. If 1 may resort to classical antiquity 
for a parallel, I might quote, in a;^licationto the pointed, ana 
not unfamiliar, line of Sobatius Elaccus 

‘‘ Eara avis iu terns, nigroque simiUima cygno.” 

Nay more ; hot only is he, in my matured judgment, a black 
swan, but -a very black swan. He is even, I am of opinion, much 


blacker than he is painted in the Daily Tdegrayh and the Pall 
Mall Gazette, 

Having said this much, I am sure, Mr. Bung^ that you will 
listen with interest to my opinion of the Treaty of Berlin. Some 
may regret that it does not go further; hut I am satisfied that it is 
a very good Treaty, as far as it goes. Perhaps if it went farther ‘ 
the world might fare worse. But, Mr. Bung, when I have made 
this admission, it would be perfectly absurd to attempt to hide 
from you my conviction, as regards the Turk, that it would have 
been well for England to have put forth all her power in aid of 
that interesting and intrepid people’s destinies long before the 
snow-strewn Balkans were surmounted, and the blood-stained 
heights of Plevna stormed. Slightly altering the words of a great 

B ’ar song-maker— you will, I doubt not, remember the pro- 
saying of Eletcheb of Saltoun, a Scotch worthy with 
whose spoken and written wisdom you are doubtless familiar: 

“ Let me make the songs of a people, and let who will make their 
laws” — 

“'We did not want to fight, 

But had the necessity for the sacrifice arisen, 

"We had the ships, we had the men, 

"We had also the necessary pecuniary means! 

TMs being so^ Mr. Bung, we can offer no sufdcient apology for our 
inaction. Having said this much on the painful topic commonly 
known as the Eastern Question, I now come to our North-West 
Indian frontier. You have doubtless heard that some of our ablest 
Indian statesmen and soldiers have insisted that we have made a false 
step in forcing the Ameer of Afghanistan into the arms of Russia. 
They have staked their reputations upon tMs assertion. These 
veteran statesmen and soldiers have filled many columns of the 
morning papers with arguments in support of this conclusion. In 
the most positive manner they have declared that our G-ovemment 
is in the wrong. I will use omy four words in reply, but those four 
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JINGO’S DUE. 

Ye friends of Peace, if sore tried, ne’er forget 
How mncli we ’re all of us in Jingo’s debt. 

As Mars tbe ‘War-God, Jingo to invoke. 

Just served to turn a war-whoop to a joke. 

The name of Jingo sticks like pitch and tar, 

To bellowers for battle with the Czar ; 

’Gainst ranting fire-eaters it raised a laugh, 

And, in reply to fustian, won them chafi. 

Who knows but Europe all in fiames might be, 

0 Jingo, at this moment, but for thee ? 

What bloodshed we should rue, what broken bones, 
Ships sunk, and sailors sent to Davey Jones, 

Hadst thou not, Jingo, made war’s howl absurd. 
Macdeemott, thanks for teaching us that word ! 


A Hecommendation. 


A MATTER OF COURSE. 

Elderly Belle. “How, can you guess age, Major?” 
Gallant Major. “Ho, I can’t ; but you don't look it!’^ 


words should be conclusive to all weU-regulated minds. I don't 
think so / 

Having now disposed of the Czar and the Ameer, I have only to add, 
incidentally, that I strongly disapprove of Gambetta, and cannot give 
my unqualiued approbation to Prince von Bismarck. It appears to 
me, too, Mr. Bung, that a decided improvement might be made in 
the Government of Japan. I am sure that Captain Burnaby would 
do that country a service were he to take a ride in that direction. 
Captain Burnaby is so fearless that we cannot say of him— 

“Post equitem sedet atra cura ; ” 

and we can only wish him as complete a triumph over the Cau- 
cuses of the Black Country as the Black Sea. And now, Mr. 
Bung, as we have to get through a great deal of business before 
lunch, I will merely remind you that Britannia is the pride of the 
ocean, the ruler of the waves, and the tutelary goddess^ of that 
gallant body of Britons who never, never, under any consideration 
whatever, will consent to submit to the chain of slavery. 

Mr. Bung. Thank you. Sir, but how about my licence ? 

The Chairman. Oh, I quite forgot to tell you, that as the police 
have given in an unfavourable report of the management of your 
tavern for the last twelvemonths, we have decided to refuse the “Pig 
and Whistle ” its licence this year. Good morning. 

[Mr. Bung removed in hysterics. ] 


The organs of the Osmanli have set forth their reasons 
for accepting as trustworthy the evidence given before 
the Ehodope Commission of atrocities committed on the 
Turks by the Eussians in Eastern Eoumelia, and their 
virtuous indignation at the abominable humanitarians 
who decline to take the truth of that evidence for granted. 

The Spectator this week gives us reasons for rejecting 
the same evidence as untrustworthy. This is eminently 
a case in which all would be disposed to appeal to the 
authority of a Spectator. Let our readers weigh the two 
sets of reasons, and say which carries most weight to 
their minds. 

Complex Conundrum. 

What is the difference between the “irresponsible 
frivolity” of a stump speaker at Ehyl, and “the hair- 
brained chatter ” of a post-prandial orator at the Mansion 
House ? 

Answer . — The first was “inebriated with the exuber- 
ance of his own verbosity;” the second was “verbose 
with the exuberance of his own inebriation.” 


Definitions for a Civic Dinner. 

Bngtifioa tion of Frontier . — Carrying out your garden- 
wall over the adjoining premises, so as neatly to take in 
a slip of your neighbour’s laud. 

Scientific Frontier. — The more or less impregnable 
margin to a territory got by well-considered annexation, 
A Fence in defence of stolen goods. 


THE GUILDHALL OEACLE. 

“ Only Once a Year.'* 

“ Sovereign and Statesman,” when at one, are all ; 

If House of Commons sing, let it sing small. 

But with the Monarch, as a Monarch second 
In my allegiance. King Mob may be reckoned. 

How poor a leader is a “ paragraph 
Anonymous” !— mere verbiage, empty chaff. 

To make both Sovereign and Statesman laugh. 

Those who talk at us their own folly fiatter, 

Their reas’ning, in two words, is— “ hairbrained chatter,” 
Pronounce all views, save mine, of foreign polity, 

Me judice^ “ irresponsible frivolity.” 

There, you ’ve as much as Cits’ brains can remember 
Of “ sense and truth ” for this Hinth of November. 


A Gnome for Beaconsfield. 

{By a Bhilologist of the Few School.) 

ot rrpocTKvyovvTes 'A^pdaretav a‘o<pol, 

JEsehylus Brom. Vinct. line 935. 

“Wise are the worshippers of a * masterly inactivity.’ ” 


Next Best Thing. 

General Garibalui’s Caprera quarries are to furnish the stone 
for renewing the streets of the Eternal City, which, eternal as the 
City is, will wear out. 

Not having as yet succeeded in flooring the Church of Eome, the 
General is faia to fall back on paving the City. 


qmTK UNNECESSARY. 

Mr. Barran (one of the Members for Leeds) has, we learn from 
the papers, been talking about the Afghan Diflfi.oulty. There has 
been quite barren talk enough on that topic abeady. 
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WAR WITHOUT SINEWS. 

{A Corresjpondc7m in Kulihus-) 

The Commander-In-Chief of Her Lnpe^nal Brita^mie Majesty^ $ 
Bo 7 'ces before Cabnl to the Representative of His Imperial 
Majesty the Czar of All the Russ las inside the same, ^c. 

7 A.M., April 1, 1879. 

^ ^ HASTEN to ae- 

^ laiowledge your com- 
munieation of tMs 
morning’s date, informing 
/\. me that, owing to the non- 

f (\\ receipt of the expected 

supplies of hoots, gun- 
m kf powder, forage, rations, 

^ X P^y> pockethandker- 

/ chiefs hy the Kussian force 
fe? \ nSZ^ ^ ^ 50,000 men of all arms 

/ advancing to the^ as- 

( if sistance of His Royal High- 

V ^ <0 // i^®ss the Ameee, ^ you are 

c ^ (f disposed to consider the 

^ terms of a compromise 

which may be honourable 

^ / hesitatiou, as Commander 

^ of the forces of Her Royal 

Majesty, m admitting, that 
as, notwithstanding their 
heroic conduct throughout 
M the campaign, the gallant 

~ troops I have the honour 

NSk to command are suffering 

severely from the unac- 
countable failure of coats, cartridges, and commissariat,^ to 

difdculties of transport on wheels and by pack animals which I need 
not dwell upon at present, I have received your communication with 
satisfaction. I should be glad to take into consideration anything 
you have to propose. — have the honour to he, &c., &o. 

The Representative of His Imperial Majesty the Czar of all the 
Russias to the British General outside CabuL 

Deab aEumAL, 1 

I HAVE read your frank and friendly answer to my letter 
with cordial sympathy. What I propose is that we should settle this 
awkward affair, on behalf of our respective august Sovereigns, 
hy dividing into two eq.ual shares all we can lay hands upon m the 
public treasury, reserving to ourselves the right of annexing as much 
private property as we can conveniently carry off. I would further 
suggest that we might toss for the guns, puhuo buildings, the Royd 
coileotion of wild animals, and (if you see no objection to it). His 
Royal Highness the Ameee himself. Such an arrangement seems to 
me to he the only one that could be honourably entertamed by two 
great, if, for the moment, impecunious powers. Assurmg you that 
I have not touched a kopec of my salary for the last eighteen months, 

I am, with profound homage, &c., &c. 

The Commander-in- Chief of Her Imperial Britannic Majesty* s 
Forces before pabul to the Representative of His Imperial 
Majesty the Czar of all the Russias inside the same, 

Mt Hear G^eneeal, ^ a.m., April 1, 1879. 

I AM too old a soldier not to appreciate the confidence with 
which your letter concluded. You will be prepared for my assurance 
of warm sympathy, when I teR you that I had to raise money on my 
best uniform before I could get away from Peshawur, and am safe 
to be ‘^wanted’’ by more than one Sheriff’s Officer on my return 
to Simla, should I be spared to reach it. This comes of making war 
without first providing its sinews ; hut when the Exchequer is 
empty, and the YfcEKOX has, entre nous, to trust to what he can 
make by publishing his poems by subscription, a poor old soldier 
must not grumble. To revert to the business immediately in hand. 
I am. a^eeahle to the course you suggest, but would prefer throwing 
you in both the tigers and the Ameee, as we might find a difficulty, 
in making proper commissariat arrangements for them under existing 
circumstances. What do you say ? — ^Yours sincerely, 

&o., &o. 

The Representative of His Bnperial Majesty the Czardo the British 
General outside Cabul, 

Mt heae GeneeaIi, April 1 (i\r sw; Style), 10 a.m. 

Heliotteb to oblige you if I could, but I am afraid that 
while my august Sovereign could, I doubt not, easily find room for 
the tigers at the St. Petersburg Gardens, there might be some diffi- 

culty about His Royal Highuess. However, if you can’t place the 
ATvrEER in London, I will ascertain whether there is liliely to be an 
opening for him shortly in Siberia or the Caucasus. 

Yours, with every oonsideratiou, &c., &c. 
P.S. — I am sorry to ask you to tip my messenger ; but if you find 
this in the least iuconvenient, shoot him. 

The Commander-in-Chief of Her Impe^dal Birita^inic Majesty* s 
Forces before Cabul to the Representative of His Inpei'ial 
Majesty the Czar of All the Russias mside the same. 

My deae General, Hoon, Aprill, 1879. 

Shall we take it as settled that, on behalf of His Majesty 
the Czar of All the Russias, you take the tigers as an equivalent to 
our taking the Ameee ? Thus you will not have to put your Govern- 
ment to any trouble about Siberia ; and I think I shall be able to 
arrange for the appearance of His Afghan Highness at the West- 
minster Aquarium, though his engagement may have to be deferred 
till the termination of Zazel’s still attractive performance, which is, 
as you will easily understand, and as Roeeetson has reminded me 
by telegraph, as yet uncertain. He expresses confidence, which, he 
says, Faeini shares with him, that tlie Ameee 'will be a “ great 
draw.” He adds, playfully, that the Aquarium only wants one 
drawer at a time ; not a whole chest of drawers. Begging that this 
correspondence may now close, as I have to give your messenger a 
shilling every time, 

I am yours, most sincerely, &c., &e. 

ECHOES OE THE HACK-STAIRS. 

{Fro 7 n Our Own Mail at Other Reople’s Key-holes,) 

The Lord Chancellor, your readers will iDrobably be interested 
to learn, is a master of the hapjDy art of enforcing his political views 
with professional aphorisms, thus putting^ what may be called a fine 
legal point on the truth, and driving it, if one may so say, home, ^ 
Aiter the momentous Cabinet Council of tbe other day, at which 
it was determined to give the troublesome ruler of Af ghanistau a 
last chance, as Ministers were breaking up— for the time— Cairns 
turned hack from the door-way to call to Saxisuttey, who was 
chatting with Beaconsfield by the fireplace, — 

** And don’t forget to tell Schouvaloef to remind the Czar of the 
le^l maxim— ‘ Qui facit per {SJm'e) AHimi, facit per se,* ” 
Beaconspiell’s usual imperturbable insensibility to Cabinet 
attempts at wit was, for once, fairly broken down. He tripped, 
rather than toddled, across the Cabinet-room, and, grasping Cairns’s 
hand, said heartily, — “ I should like to have said that.” 

Salisbuet has been repeating the mot, and not always, I am 
afraid, with due acknowledgmeut of the authorship. One is glad 
to set that aU right. 

^ 

An uncommonly clever summary that of Dodson’s at Chester !” 
Sir Stafford, with his usual candour and readiness to do justice to 
bis opponents, remarked to the Permanent Secretary, over a glass of 
sherry, at the Treasury luncheon the other day. Brings out the 

telling points in favour of their own Budgets, and against ours, 
capitally: above all, so clearly.” 

‘‘ Clearly ? TJmpn ! ” said Lingen, in his dry way^ which, how- 
ever, masks a great deal of sardonic humour, ‘‘then it isn*t a case 
of Dodson and Fog, at aU events ! ” 

This allusion to the once famous Pickwickian firm was not for the 
moment obvious to the Chancellor of the Exchequer, whose per- 
ception of a joke is not of the quickest. But when Lingen explained 
it to him, he' seemed to enjoy it ; at least, he laughed heartily. 

I had thought of sending this really good thing to the keen-witted 
Member for Chester, who would thoroughly have appreciated both 
the point of the allusion, and the complinient from an opponent. 
On second thoughts, I determined to let the world have it in an Echo. 

' 41 ’ ^ ^ 

"When the Secretary of the Admiralty waited on the Premier last 
week with news of the brilliant success of the embarkation at Liver- 
pool of the new Governor-General of the Dominion, and his charm- 
ing and affable Prmcess Louise,— or even “ Louie,” as one feels 
tempted to call one who has made herself so much at home in all 
hearts and circles— on hearing that they had had the St07m-Cock 
for tender while their steamer was the Sarmatian, — “ Two names 
for the same ship, I should have thought,” put in Beaconsfield, 
Egerton evidently did not take. 

“Don’t you see?” rather testily rejoined the Premier, — gout 
does not improve the temper, — “ barmatian means Scythian ; and 
Scythian means ’Russian : and surely !the Russian is just now the 
Storm-Cock of the walk ! ” 

Egerton might have felt some irritation at having had to look a 
reediest for the explanation ; but he knew his man too well to let 
this out. So he swallowed his annoyance, and booked tbe joke for 
colportage round the Clubs, I hope I am not “ wiping his eye,” as 
we say en battue at Sandringham. 


MSS ' To CosBEsroiTBSxa^s . — The JBdUcr does not hold hi '^ isel/ bound to cLchnowledgCj return , or pay for Contributions , In no case can these be returned unless accompanied hy <i 

stamped and directed enveloaoe . Copies shou Id he kept . 



Novembee 30, 1878.] 


PUNCH, OS THE LONDON CHAEIVASL 


241 



LAST FROM THE STOCK EXCHANGE. 

“ Hotloa, Chablib ! "What’s THE Matteb? Tbaining bob a Baob ? ” 
“No, Tom. RAoma eob a Tbain ! ” 


A CAD A CAD FOR A^ THAT. 

Is there a Jingo, proud and high, 

Who cocks his nose, and a* that ? 

The swaggering snmph, we pass him hy — 
We dare he just for a’ that ! 

For a’ that, and a^ that, 

His sniggering scorn, and a’ that : 

The sneer is hut the cluh-room’s stamp, 

The clay is Cad ^s for a’ that I 

Wliat though on civic fare he dine, 

Wear Court attire, and a’ that ; 

Grive churls their turtle, clowns their wine, 
A Cad ’s a Cad for a’ that : 

For a^ that and a’ that. 

Their patriot show and a’ that : 

The selfish Snob, or rich or poor, 

Is Cad at heart for a’ that I 

Ye see yon trickster, late duhhed Lord, 

Who dodges, dupes, and a’ that ; 

Though thousands shout at each smart word, 
He ’s charlatan for a’ that. 

For a* that and a’ that. 

His riband, star, and a^ that ; 

The man of just considerate mind. 

He smiles— or sighs— at a’ that I 

A Cad may boast of power of fight, 

Of patriot zeal, ana a’ that ; 

But trust in right ’s above his flight ; 

He has not pluck for a* that ! 

For a’ that and a’ that, 

Their blatant bounce, and a* that : 

Fair play, stern justice, steadfast calm. 

Show truer gnt than a’ that ! 

Then let us pray that come it may— 

As come it will for a’ that — 

That Jingo rant and Cad-dom’s cant 
May hush their row, and a’ that I 

For a’ that and a^ that, 

It ^s coming yet for a’ that. 

When patriots true the wide world o’er 
Shall brothers be for a’ that ! 


Millees and theie men. 

(A Om7 Service Examination in connection with the Board of Trade,) 

ExAUiurMB, ITow, Sir, what is calico ? ^ 

Candidate, Sir, there is^ theoretical calico- and practical calico. 
Theoretical calico is a textile fabric manufactured from cotton — the 
laniferous envelope of the seeds of Gossypium herhaceum. That is 
rare. Practical calico is the more common thing. 

Exatniner, Indeed, Sir ! And how do you describe that ? 

Candidate, Practical calico, Sir, the calico of commerce, and 
especially the calico designed for exportation, is formed in part only 
of cotton. It consists, besides, of size— a mixture composed of fl.our, 
China clay, Epsom salts, chlorate of zinc, chlorate of magnesia, and 
glue, in the proportion of from 70 or 80 to 130, and even 200 per 
cent. 

Examiner, This information is new to us, Sir. — ^Will you oblige 
me with its or^u P 

Candidate, Certainly, Sir. You will find the facts and figures I 
have had the honour to state in a recent issue of the Liverpool 
Mercury, quoted hy the Ball Mall Gazette. They occur in the 
report of a law case — a suit between a cotton manufacturer and a 
finn of cotton warp-sizers, respecting a disputed charge for cotton 
warp-sizing. It is a distinct business — ^I had almost said branch of 
industry. The details I have given you were furnished by one of 
the plaintiffs, who coolly avowed his acts. In conclusion, he said he 
had Deen “in the trade twenty years, and in commencing only put 
5 per cenjt.* into the warps, and the size then consisted solely of flour, 
hut now they had to add chemicals to get the weight up, as manu- 
facturers asked them for more weight.” 

Examiner, Does any adage in an elementary educational j work 
occur to you as applicable to that gentleman’s career ? 

‘ Candidate, Nemo repente fuit turpissimus. 

Examiner, Tery well, Sir. In respect to composition, can you 
point to any analogy between cotton and silk ? 

Candidate, Silk proper, Sir, is simply woven 'from the chrysaJis- 
coeooon of the Bombyx mori. The silk you purchase is, much i£ not 
most of it, * ‘ loaded,” as it is called, with logwood and gum. The web is 
sent to the dyer weighing, say, sixteen ounces, ii It is returned to the 


silk-miller with its weight increased by from twenty-four up to forty 
ounces — the result of loading with matter in the wrong place. 

Examiner, Can you name any other description of business cor- 
responding to that of cotton warp- sizers and silk-loaders ? 

Candidate, The business of stolen-plate-melters, or of sausage- 
grinders who load their sausages up with a large per-centage of 
carrion and cat’s meat. 

Examiner, What practical inference, Sir, would you deduce from 
the existence of businesses and practices such as you have described ? 

Candidate, That in a country where adulteration constitutes a 
business of itself, there is very much to account for the depression 
of trade. And that commodities formerly known as British ‘^goods ” 
are in the way to become notorious as British “ bads.” 

Examiner. Can you suggest any means of limiting such objection- 
able operations as cotton warp-sizing and silk-loading P 

Candidate, Heavy fines and long terms of imprisonment with hard 
labour. 

Examiner, That will do, Sir. I have the pleasure to inform you 
that your answers have given me complete satisfaction. 


A Beally Cruel Case. 

TT-piuTn is a candid parson — a parson no doubt as deserving as 
modest — ^who advertises in the Fields and to whom Bunch onght to 
be glad to give a “ leg-np ” : — 

T O PATEOHS. — An Incumbent, age 74, income under £400, wishes 
PEEFEEMEHT. Quite up to work. Address, &c. 

Considering what Church livings are, can anything^ he more 
affecting than the agonising prayer for preferment of this ill-used 
old Incumbent who, at seventy-four, finas himself with a Church 
income of less ’ than £400 a year ! Shame ! Patrons, where are 
your blushes ? ^ 

SETTENa THTNOS STBAIOHT (?). 

It may please Lord Seibokne and Lord Eosebeby to he content 
with being Lord Eeotors. Lord Bexcoitseield flies at higher game. 
He aspires to be Lord EeotHcator. 
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PEIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

Being the Irief Eecord of a few Winter-seasonable Visits to certain 
Country Houses. 

Yisit tke FrasT. —Chapter III. 

At Josslyn ByJce^s — The House — Passage’— Stairs — Clock — Bogie 
Corners — Phantom Butler — Chamber — Portrait— Apparition — 
Down Again — A Surprise — To be explained in our next 

Ip is a solemn, silent Louse, tHs of Josslyn Dyke’s. Oak panel- 
lings, casement windows in deep recesses. Doors in aU sorts of un- 
expected places. The Louse appears to Lave been built by some 
aroLitect wLo Las gone mad on dark corners. 

It seems as if tnis arcLiteet Lad said to Limself in drawing Lis 
plan, ^‘1^'ow, look Lere, we ’ll Lave a great big staircase leading to a 
dark corner Lalfway up to ILe first floor; tLen tLe second part of tLe 
staircase shall finish at a landing where there are nothing but dark 


TLe architect must Lave’cLuokled over this idea. Ffo one remembers 
Lis name, but it is supposed that he flourished ” in the Elizabethan 
period. Flourished is a good word, if it were not suggestive of the ques- 
tion, * * What did he flourish ? ” Was it his stick with a handkerchief 
tied to the end of it, to express joy on finishing Lis work ? Or was it 
his hat ? Or did he simply flourish, not like a green bay-tree, but as 
a great bay-window, which would be more appropriate to him as an 
'architect?' : -**•-•* 

However, no matter how he flourished, or when, certain it is that 
he must have been a'man of infinite humour in his design for The 
Mote, Mossend, which was apparently built with a view to the 
accommodation of a large family of little Jack Homers, who could, 
with smallest possible chance of observation, sit in various corners, 
eating a corresponding number of Christmas pies. 

Happy Thought for a Christmas book. The Horner Farmly, By 
a “ Corner Man.” In a Homer-mental cover, price, &c. 

After this one flight of stairs, which leads up to the first floor, 
Gool, the Phantom Butler, glides before me with my bag and a 
candle, along a narrow strip of carpet. 
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At tlie end of this passage something looms out npon ns which 
strikes me, at first, as not nnlilce a pnmp, withont the handle, ^ 

Nearer approach shows it to he a gaunt, melancholy, yet military- 
looking, clock.' It hears a fanciful resemhlance to a highly-finished 
sentry-box in dark wood, with a front door to it, which the sentry 
could lock after him when he felt cold, and went in. If he opened 
it now and stepped out, I don’t think I should he yery^much sur- 
prised. I am sure G-ooi wouldn’t he. If gohhn Jack Horners are 
in aU the dark corners, eating phantom Christmas pies — gohlin’ 
gohlins— then there is another phantom Jack-in-the-box, in the 
sentry-hox, who comes out perhaps when the clock sounds mid- 
night. Involuntarily I take out my watch to compare London time 
with what they accept as the correct thing down here, so as to accom- 
modate myself to my host’s views in regard to punctuality at meals. 

But the clock’s face gives me no information. It is a yellowish 
complexion, which, hemg of metal, was once, perhaps, as hold as 
brass, hut now the numbers are almost illegible, except the ten and 
the two, which form a pair of eyes on eithei; side of a little round 
discoloured button of a nose, from which depend, at two acute 
angles, left and right, two straight dark lines, really the hands, 
wMoh have the ^pearance of moustaohios of the same period as the 
house— t.e., the Efizabethan. 

“ That clock. Sir,” observes G-ool the butler, solemnly, in answer 
to my inquiry—* ‘ that clock never tells the time. It never has done, 
since I ^ve been here.” He says it with pride, and with a touch of 
sympathy in Ms voice, that makes him, for a second, almost human, 
at all events, a trifle less ghostly, I notice, afterwards, that when 
JossEYN' speaks of his clock he does so in the same tone of affectionate 
pride, as one would do of a superannuated servant who had done Ms 
work in Ms day, and had become a pensioner of the family, 


** No, Sir,” says a footman afterwards coming upon me suddenly, 
(everyone comes across everyone else suddenly in Josslyn Dyke’s 
house, they are all surprise passages), wMle I am examining tMs 
clock ; examining, but not consulting it any more than I should thinlc 
of consulting a nonagenarian physician who had lost his memory — 
“no, Sir. You can never get the time from that clock. We always 
take it from the one in the hall or the kitchen. The little one in the 
dining-room ain’t much use ; it goes well enough, but it generally 
gets very fast.” 

Of course, the little one in the dining-room is scarcely fifteen years 
old. A giddy tMng, bright and FrencMfied (the gift of some kind 
friend who wanted to brighten up the general Roominess of The 
Mote), a go-a-head sort of fellow, a land of clock that never pays ih 
the end, always tick, tick, tick, always fast, thoroughly imprin- 
cipled, never to be relied on for a moment, much less for an hour. 

But the old Clock on the Stairs that never will tell the time ! TJiat \ 
keeps its own counsel in its own case J That not by sound, or sign, 
ever lets out its secret. That watches everything and says nothing 1 | 
Why is this clock silent ? Did it neglect to speak once, on some fear- 
fully important occasion, when its voice ought to have forbidden the 
banns of marriage, and, as the penalty, had ever afterwards to hold 
its tongue ? I must ask Jossltis' Dyke about this clock. Proceed, 
Gool, this confidential clock interests me much. 

Through a small door into a narrow passage. Through another 
small door, and on to another staircase. More doors, more corners, 
j dimly lighted by one gas jet shining through a pale green medium. 
One more door. My chamber. ^ 

Our entrance with the candle seems to disperse the shadows which 
were gathered about the hearth, as if the superior Phantom Butler had 
said “ Come! No loitering about here! It won’t do, you know 
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Move on ! No iangiiig about and liauntmg Here, ’cos I won|t have 
it ” — and I become aware of the presence of a cheerful hre, m-~for 
the architect couldn’t resist the temptation even here— in a dark 
corner. The dog-grate is in a deep tiled recess— the back is coal 
black— the tiles are smoked black— the woodwork about is almost 
},lack— the dog-irons are black— and as the fire is the very model of 
a fire. for roasting chestnuts by, there being no flame— it sheds a 
glow which has a warm and cheerful appearance, but which fails 
in reaching a single corner. , . , « t i i . 

There are two candles on the dressing-table, which Gooi lights ; dul 
twenty of the best wax wouldn’t illuminate this room satisfactorily. 

A casement window in a deep recess. Dark and drafty. Old 
faded brown, Scotch snuff-coloured curtains, which have had a 
serious quarrel, and won’t meet, despite all attempts at reconcilia- 
tion on the part of friendly intervention. Pitch dark outside. 

The bed is enormous, and funereal, reminding me of a lying-in- 
state. There are four dai’k, sturdy, posts, and six dingy, heavy 
curtains ; a patchwork coverlet, of many colours, as though they ’d 
caught and killed a poor old faded Harlequin, and had stuffed his 
skin for this purpose ; a large pillow, and watch-pockets for two, 
pinned onto a sort of pattenuess tapestry back-groimd. 
i Gool unpacks for me : sees that everything is ready, and then 
hecoming absorbed into the deep shadow, he melts away suddenly, 
and disappears — through the door, I suppose ; hut the door is in- 
visible, ana his movements were inaudible, so that I couldn’t swear 
positively, in a conrt of justice, to either the means or manner of 
his exit. 

A langnor steals over me. I should like to sleep before the fire, 
if there were a comfortable chair, or to go straight to bed, then and 
there. This influence is so strong on me, that I surprise myself in 
the act of unconsciously winding up my watch. 

This discovery causes me to pull myself together, and rouse 
myself for a supreme effort. 

The supreme effort is taking off my coat. After which I stare 
vacantly at the fire, and then, reversing my position, I stare at the 
bed. Then I wonder what the room was orimally used for ; then 
hecoming more aecnstomed to the light, snob as it is, I am sud- 
denly startled by seeing what, on* the instant, appears to me tojbe | 
som^ody looking at me through a hole up above the wainscot, on 
the wall opposite the side of the bed furthest from the window. 

Of course in another second I am aware of its being a picture. 
The old stories recur to me of the top of the bed slowly descending, 
as the picture gradually disappears from view; of the concealed 
assassin watching his victim through the portrait’s eyes ; and I am 
compelled to take a candle, and examine the paintmg closely. I say 
to myself, “I wonder whom it’s by.?” I look for the name of 
the artist. Then I say to myself, “ I suppose it ’s a portrait.” Then 
I get on a chair so as to place myself vis-d-vis with the face of this 
grim-looking Spaniard in black doublet and ruff, and once more I 
soliloquise, ‘ * <pieer looking old chap ” — but somehowin speaking of him 
in thismanner, I feel inclined to beg his pardon for the lihexty, and to 
accoxmt for it as a lapsus Ungues^ caused by my nervousness on the 
introduction. I wish to look on it, and speak of it, and think of it, 
as a work of art, and as a curiosity; but, somehow, though I have 
taken the greatest pains to put myself on a familiar rooting with the 
picture, I feel the picture has got the better of me, and though as I 
wash my hands, I sayto myself in a vague sort of dashing incredulous 
way, **How absurd! ridiculous! Ha! ha! ha ! ’’—yet I can’t 
help looking over my shoulder to see if anything has happened, and 
if the picture, or rather the^three-quarter man in the picture, is still 
where he was, 

\Sappy Thought, — Three-quarter man. Ho legs. But even this 
doesn’t entirely reassure me, as I have fp. uncanny sort of feeling 
that legs are, so to speak, ‘ no object to him,’ if he once took it into 
Ms head (which he has got) to come down, and have a look round.] 

AheU rings solemnly from some part of the house. Dinner, I 
suppose. I hurry on with my dressing, hut from time to time I east 
a glance at the picture to see what he doing. 

1 am startled by a sepulchral voice saying, “Are you ready, Sir ? ” 

It is the apparition of Gool, He has come, like tiie statue of the 
Commendatore in Don Gfiovanni, to take me below to dinner. 

It has occurred to Jossl-ot Dxke that I may not be able to find 
Jny way, and he has dispatched Gool to he my guide. 

Phantom Butler, I come to dinner. Alas, poor Ghost ! lead on, I 
follow. 

lexpeet the eyeniug will he awfully slow and dull. 

What do I hear? 

Yoices? Merriment in the distance? Impossible! 

Gool throws open a door in a comer, — always a comer, — leading 
out of a dark passage. 

And I see before me .... I can hardly believe my eyes. 

THE viceroy’s BROCLAMATIOK CQITDEirSEB, 

Ho peaoe[till Shere Ali’s suUenness ends : 

So we ’re going to thrash him till he makes friends. 


FOX-HUNTING ACCORDING TO LAW. 


li'oL 




i;.' ' ll.-. of ^OSt successful 

|j !l||| i|l'.!i‘ I I speeches in a very sue- 

I ,i I l|'!| ! i! |!l cessM Comedy, London 
I ■ li! 1..!' ■ R Assurance, is a description 

(i’ ’ .. given by a hunting heroine 

\ than the muster 

of pinks at the 

cover-side, more harmonious than the music of the hounds! See 
how they dash into cover ! Mark their feathering sterns among 
the gorse! Ha! gone away! Sly Eeynard has broken cover. 
Yoicks— for’rard ! Off we go— away we dash over hull-fincher 
and though bramble, master, whips, field, hounds and all! The 
leaves simle up to the wooing rays of the Hovemher sun, and the 
birds flutter their little wings with joy. Away ! away ! TaUy-ho ! 
Ta-aHyhoI But what is this? A check! we pull up abruptly. 
Sly Reynard knows the laws of the land, and, rogue that he is, has 
sought shelter in a farmer’s field. The tenant— a red-faced, 
bhthe-Yoiced Yeoman — ^warns us against trespass. What are we to 
do? The WMpper-in looks at the Huntsman, the Huntsman looks 
at the Master, and the Master consults Ms Solicitor ! And now we 
are off again ! But how is this ? The horses are leading, the hounds 
behind. We dash away to the railway-station, dismount, and take 
our return-tickets. Away ! away ! we are tearing up to London 
in the Express ! In we go to Westminster Hall, Our case is 9 n ! 
How dashing over a leading case, now running do^ a sly point, 
and anon topping a stiff’ argument ! And then, yoicks ! off again 
to the gorse-patch in the field where Sir Reynard is lurking stni. 
But now it is owrturn. We’ll have no more trespassing; hut we 
will have our Fox all the same. The Master dismounts, and gaily 
springs over the stile. The hounds look on, their sterns f eathering in 
the summer wind. The tenant himself grumbles, hut he has to sub- 
mit to the ruling of the Court. The Master’s object is not sport, but 
the destruction of a noxious vermin. See how he beats the bushes. 
Ah ! Sir Reynard knows how to hide ! Ho ; he has found him ! He 

S :asps him by the brush ! He draws Ms revolver ! Whoo-hoop ! 

ang! goes the pistol; and Reynard tumbles over like a cook 
pheasant! And see the eager hounds, how they leap, and whine, 
and tussle for their prey, while I receive the Brush I Ah ! what 
sport so delightful, so delirious, as a Fox-hunt — one of the modern 
kind — according to the ruling in Paul v, Bummerhayes I 


A Worker’s QrUery. 

Each day brings up a new surprise : 

“ All workers now should organise I ” 

So says hard Labour’s Member.* 

But, ■wi’ wark sae scarce, and meat sae dear, 

There ’s pinchin’ to get breeks and shorgans ; t 
How then, or whaur— if yin may speer — 

Are workers to come by tne Organs 
To grind on tMs December? 

* See Mr. Macdonald, address to the TTidoii Workmen., 

t Short gowns, an article of dress as indispensable to workwomen as breeks 
to workmen. 

Hiq-hly PROBABLE.—'iag/^ on the Income Tax, Sir Stapeoei 
Horxhcote’s expected work somewhere about April next. 

Girm^ the lie, and then hacking it with a hullei, A retrograde 
movement by M. Gambetta in Four-two time. 
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‘ All tlie world must Papers owy.” 

Thus the edict comes from *‘pOTy.’^- 
Little donkeys long haye worn ’em. 

Little darlings have forsworn ’em. 

But the mandate comes from “ Parry,” 

So the world must Paniers carry ! 

“ On the hips there must he puffing.” 

“In the dress there will he sfujOfing.” 

Little geese with sage are/am^s ; 

Little girls must not he “ sarcy.” 

Being sage, they ’ll take to stuffing : 
Modiste’s wares must have good puffing ! 

“ JSo5es collantes are henceforth banished.” 
“Tail and trailing train haye vanished.” 
Little ducks haye short tails, surely— 
little dears must walk demurely, 

Tailless, [with their long trains banished, 
All their'korrowed'trimmings vanished ! 



All the world of ton at “Parry ” 
Paniers wear. Then do not tarry ! 

Eun, my dears, ^ and change your figure. 
Pufis and paddings are de rigueur 
Por the promenade or “ swarry ” — 
Thus the edict comes from “ Parry,” 


OUR MAYORS. 


Loiva ere this the telegraph and telephone haye made it known that there 
is a prospect of Peace — at Wycombe. (We are not Chaffin if the Mayor of Bath 
is.) Perhaps Sir Wilfru) will wish we were, when it is disclosed to him that 
the Bottle is supreme at Doyer,or Dr. CuMMENra when he realises the presence 
of a Stigant at Chatham and a P^e at Dorchester ; the Deacon is at Walling- 
ford, and the Clarke at Lincoln, There are rival Kings, like those of Brentford, 
at Portsmouth and Lymington, a Marshall for each at Barnsley and Huntingdon, 
a Knight at Hereford, and a Laird at Birkenhead. 

The Mayor of Godalming is Eager, of Congleton G-oode, of Shrewsbury Frail. 
Safiron Walden is sound as a BeJl, Peterborough is sound at the Core. There 
should be eloq.uence with Tully at Tynemouth, and “Haryeian Orations” 
from Harvey at Yarmouth. There is Nowell at Bootle, but then, as a com- 
^nsation,^ there is a Wellman at Windsor, Readhead presides at South Shields, 
Wigfield is at the head of affairs at Rotherham. Arundel has got its Price, 
Te^esbury its Boughton. If Foggitt is in Darlington, Devizes can find 
a Chandler, and Wrexham. Shone. If Tempest prevails at Tamworth, Whet- 
rules in London ; if Monmouth, Oswestry, Southampton, and Walsall all 
have a Thoma^ Plymouth has a James, Chester a Gilbert, Cardiff a Lewis, 
Northanipton a Dennis, and Dewsbury a Heugh, while Brighton takes its Davey ! 

Here is a happy municfral group ! Salisbury with Lovibond, Preston with 
Goodair, Canterbury with Goulden, Reading with Blandy, Rye (again and again) 
with Meryon, Stoke with Sweeting, and the Flower of me flock at “Sweet 
William’s” Stratford-on-Avon. 

Not now for the first time have we found refreshment in the pleasant country 
associations which surround so many of our Mayors— a Grainge at Oxford and a 
Hall at Lancaster ; Brocklehurst at Macclesfield, Dugdale at Blackburn, Milburn 
at Carlisle, Lethbri^e at Guildford, Ridgway at Buckingham, Park at Bury, 
Pollard at Bideford, Heath at Crewe, Groves and Thom (again)^ at West Hartlepool 
and Boston, our old friends Holyoake and Shrubsole at Droitwich, and Faversham, 

There is stOl one Mayor left, at Southwold, and he is a— Remnant. 


SCIENTIFIC RECTIFICATIONS.* 

^ Me. William Sixes has announced his intention of scientifically rectifying 
his service of plate durmg the ensuing winter. He has been annoyed when 
entertaining Ms friends, to find he has to put up with an odd set of salt-spoons, 
and he feels severely his deficiency in dish-covers. His plate has, in fact, been 
collected at different times and on no aesthetic principle. He has lately been 
put up to a chance by which a handsome family service of plate may be had 
cheap; 

^ Maex Smith (35), lady’s-maid, was accused before the Justices of Blankshire \ 
with the theft of a seal-skin ja(iet, the property of her mistress. The accused 
indignantly repudiated the charge oi theft. She had long felt the extreme incon- 
venience of winter woollen wraps, at once so heavy and so common, and had 
merely availed himself of the first opportunity of scientifically rectifying her 
wardrobe. 

* ^ Hit ^ m 0 

^ Bekjamie- Jutgo, banker’s clerk, has had an unfortunate misunderstanding 
with his employers. He had long been coming to the conclusion that his salary 
required scientific rectification, and had, accordingly, annexed a parcel of bank- 
notes of which he had charge. He urged in his defence that he had been sub- 
jected to an unheard-of insult. On being asked what it was, he replied that it 
might not he perhaps exactly an insult, but he had received an answer to his 
request to he taken into partnership which no man of spirit could put up with, 
his employers having said as much as that he had not yet rendered services to 
the firm which callea for that particular form of recognition. 


MIRROR OF PARLIAMENT. 


^^Ailes de pigSon ” since they call ’em, 
What ails pigeons may befall ’em! 

Little pigeons oft are pouters ” — 

Little pets are out-and-outers— 

“ Winging” may perchance befall ’em 
When they sport me what d’you call ’em ! 


' At Lambeth Police Court the other day, Thomas Pope, driver of a Brixton 
omnibus, was pulled up before Mr. Ellison, for obstructing a tram-car : — 

“ The defendant went at the rate of two miles an hour, and gave no heed to the whistle 
of the driver of the tram-car. The defendant had acted on a former occasion in a similar 
manner. . . •. Mr. Ellison told him it was a gross case, and had been fully proved. 
If he continued that system of obstruction, he would be sent to prison without me option 
of paying a fine. He would have to pay a penalty of forty shillings and costs, or be 
; imprisoned for one month.” 

Instead of reporting this case as one of * ‘ Poliee,” the I^mes should have 
recorded it under the nead of “ Parliament out of Session,” The conduct of 
Mr. Pope on* his omnibus-box before the tram-car is precisely analogous to that 
of Messrs, Bigoae, Pahnell, and Co., Home-Rulers, harapgumg against time 
in the House of Commons. What a pity that no Magistrate can deal with 
St. Stephen’s obstructors as Mr, Ellison dealt with the Brixton ’busman ! 
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A SWEET TOOTH. 

Mamma {suddenly), ‘‘Oh! Oh! Oh!^^ “'What’s the matter, Mummy 

Mamma, “.I’ve jammed my Little Finger in the Door of this wretched Store-Cupboard I 
Jack, Jammed your Little Finger! Oh, let me suck it, Mummy!” 


THE HOUSE THAT JOHN BUILT. ■ 


GLASGOW ABC. 


(Indian Version,) 


This is the House that John* built. 

These are the Taxes that lay ou the House that John built. 

This is the War that eat up the Taxes that lay ou the House that 
, John built. 

This is the Yiceroy that made the War that eat up the Taxes that 
lay ou the House that John built. 

These are the Strings that pulled the Yiceroy that made the War 
that eat up the Taxes that lay ou the House that John built. 

This is Big Ben, with his newspaper horn, who pulled the Strings 
that pulled the Yicer^ that made the War that eat up the 
Taxes that lay on the House that John built. 

This is Britannia, Jingo-borne, who was witched by Big Ben with 
his newspaper horn, who pulled the Strings that pulled' the 
Yiceroy that made the War that eat up the Taxes that lay on 
^ the House that John built. 

This is the Ameer, aE sulks^ and scoriL who said No to Britannia 
Jingo-home, who yras mtohed by Big Ben with Ms newspaper, 
horn, who t>ulled' the Strings that pulled the Yiceroy that made 
the War that eat up the Taxes that lay on the House that J ohn 

^ built. . r . , 

TMs is wise Jtdr. Funch^ who had fain we ’d forborne to attack the 
Ameer, all sulks and scorn, who said No to Britannia Jingo- 
borne, who was witched by Big Ben with Ms newspaper horn, 
who pulled the Strings that pulled the Yiceroy that made the 
War that eat up the Taxes that lay on the House that John 
built* 

* “ Company” understood. 


A wag an Accommodation Bill. 
B Bought it. 

C Cashed it. 

D Discounted it. 

E Eyed it. 

E Eorged on it. 

G Got it. 

H H’m’d at it. 

I Indorsed it. 

J Jouked to let the jaw gae by 
it. 

K Knew it. 

L Laughed at it. 

M Misappropriated it. 


N Negotiated it. 

0 Offered it. 

P Presented it. 

(i (Queried it. 

E Eeturned it. 

S Sued on it. 

T Took it. 

U Utilised it. 

Y Youched it. 

W Warranted it. 

X Expatiated on it. 

Y ) WiseheadfasMon, pocketed 
7 > the profits, and left the 
^ ' Bank to settle it. 


“ How are the Mighty Fallen ! 

“ Us OUDEN^^' “ unto nothing we are come,” may the Corporation 
now say when this advertisement meets its eye— that should sink for 
sham'e—in the Daily Telegraph of the 18th ult. : — 

e lROUS OWNERS.— For SALE, at less than half cost, the lato 
Lord Mayor’s STATE COACH. A soperb carriage, suitable for any 
State or Show. Address, &o. 


To Circus Owners ? Going, and at half price‘too, to the perform- 
ing dogs I Horrible ! Ha ! a thought strikes us I Surely not with 
OwDEN inside it ? 


A Hew Khyme for John BulL 


Advice to the Gas Companies (easier given than taken) apropos 
OF THE Electric Light. — “ Don’t be put out by it.’^ 


Eectification” is vexation ; 
“ Haphazard” is as bad \ 


“ Aefivity ” perplexes me ; 
And ** Papers ” drive me mad. 
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A STRONG-HEADED HERO. 

P EII^CE BiSHABCE, 
By the aeeoimt of 
his Bozzy, Dr. 
Busch, is distinguished 
not omy hy general 
hut also hy particular 
strength of head. His 
hrains are capable of 
standing almost any 
amount of licLUor, like 
those of SocEATES and 
Mynheer Van Dunk 
—and some one else 
■whom modesty forbids 
Punch to name. His 
Highness once drank 
a pot of champagne 
and porter mixed, and 
was none the worse. 
He brags of haying 
beaten topers in beer- 
houses. So confident 
is he in the potency of 
his potting, that he will 
back himseK to drink 
against the world. 

“ He can hold forth 
by the hour upon wine; 
and on a dire occasion, spirits becoming scarce in the tents, caused a desperate 
appeal to be telegraphed home as to the strong need of a supply of gin 
incontinently.’’ 

He is powerfully impressed with religious conyictions, and pro- 
fesses himself a decidedly Eyangelical Christian. Thus the Prince 
appears to be in a double sense a spirituaUy-minded man, as bemg 
at once a feryent belieyer in “ gin and true reli^on^’ and liking 
both, according to the revelations vouchsafed to Dr. Busch, of the 
strongest. 


JUST THE MAN FOR HARD TIMES. 

Me. PimcH— S ie, 

It do a man^s eart good as is used to that nastiest, aggrawa- 
tingest, and extrayagantest of aU. uman creturs, the British Porper, 
to know that in these ere days of sentimentle umbug about umanity 
and sech like rubbidge, there is still Bords of guardians as knows 
their dooty and ere and ■there a Chairman as is fit to teche em of it if 
they £dn^t. Wich I have not read anythink for yeers and yeers so 
truly refreshin to my feelins as a porochial officer owin^ a dooty 
to the ratepayers as the re;^rt in the Warrington Docaminer of a I 
late weekly meeting of the Board of G-uardians for that borough— to i 
potions of which I ask your leeve to dror the attenshon it deserve : — 

One Kobbut Evans, fitter, in the employ of Mr. Kitchen, Scotland 
Eoad Foundry for eighteen years up to last February, when he w^ msoharged 
in conseq^uence of dulness of trade, appeared before the Board asking for work. 
In answer to Mr. Bleckly, the applicant said he had been breaking stones 
at the Workhouse for U. Qd. per day. He had tried for a long^ time to get 
work, but could not do so. He was very lame, as he had lost his right foot. 
He paid 4s. a week for rent, had a wife and two boys to keep. One boy 
was going to school, and the other was earning 35. per week. His wife could 
not get work regularly. He had been minding the boiler and engine at the 
Workhouse, but gave the work up and went back to stone-breaking. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : Yes, that is just the way. I suppose you would not mind 
■the hoiler because you thought you did not get enou^ money ? 

“ Applicant, showing his footless leg, said the reason he gave it up was 
because he had to go up and down a ladder, and ■vri.th such a leg as he had he 
could scarcely do it. 

“ Mr. Mackey, master of the Workhouse, said the ladder in question was 
an iron one, and it certainly was difficult for the man to go up and do'vra it. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : Ah, yes ; hut I suppose if we had offered you moi*e money 
you would have managed the ladder easily enough ? 

“ Applicant : Well, I would have tried. 

Mr. Bleckly : Exactly ; and I think you should have the offer of the 
boiler at I 5 . 6d, per day, and nothing more. I certainly think 95. a week is 
too much to give to a man who has an able-bodied wife, and only one boy to 
keep. You must not expect we are going to give you money to enable you to 
pay 45. 6d, a week in rent. It is perfectly soandmous that you should come 
here expecting such things.” 

■Which well you may say “ skandalus,” Mr. Bleckly. And if 
there wasn’t men like you to give seeh shameless wretches the lang- 
widge they deserve, I should like to know where ratepayers 
would he ? 

Ere ’s another werry aggrawating offender, who gets what, if I 
wur not a porochial hofficer, who knows what a fine nutrishus food 


gruel is, I should call Ms gruel, from tMs ere upright-minded Chair- 
man : — 

“ Martin Healey, a decent-looking labourer, next applied for work. 

“ Mr. Bleckly ; And why don’t you get work ? What is the good of coming 
here? 

“Applicant : I have tried all I can to get work. I have walked about 
for weeks, and have been to Liverpool, Grarston, Manchester, and other places, 
but cannot get work. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : But you can get work, and have no business coming here. 

“ Applicant : I have* been fifteen years in Warrington, and have never 
troubled the Board before, and all I asK for now is work. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : And you ought not to have come now. What family 
have you ^ 

Applicant : A wife and seven children. 

Mr. Bleckly : The idea of a man with seven children saying he cannot 
get work ! ” 

Eediklus, indeed I 

“ Applicant : Well, I have tried long enough, and am willing to do any- 
thing that may he offered. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : You could have found plenty of work if you had been an 
industrious steady man.” 

Hot a doubt on it, I should say. 

“ Applicant : Well, Mr. Fogg (relieving officer) has my character, and I 
don’t thinlc he can say anything against my character. A man with a wife 
and seven children and labourer’s wages has not much money left to be 
unsteady with.” 

Sech imperence ! But Bleckly was down on Mm. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : I have no doubt Mr. Fogg will teU me you have been 
loafing about the streets smoking your pipe. 

“ Applicant : I have nine of a family to keep, and if I could find any work 
I would not come here, I can assure you. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : And what does your wife do ? ^ 

“ Applicant : Well, she cannot do much even if she could get the work. 

“ Mr. Taylor : I think it wiU take the wife all her time to look after the 
husband. 

“ The Applicant having retired from the room for the Griiardians to consider 
his case, 

“ Mr. Bleckly said . I don’t know what we cau do with such a mau. He 
seems to be of no use except for getting children for Her Maj'osty. {LmiglxUr^ 
in which marly all the Guardians joined^ 

“ It was resolved to give him I 5 . M. a day ; and just as the man was called 
in, Mr. H. Taylor said he would give Mm 25 . a day if he would work on Ms 
farm for it. 

“ Applicant (-with apparent thankfulness) said he would gladly accept 
the work, and left the room evidently pleased at the idea of getting more 
money and more cheerful work than stone-breaking.” 

That ere Tayloe, Mr, Punch, is'evidently oue of your umanity- 
mongers, wMch one on ’em is enough to spile a nabour’ood, and 
pison poor men’s minds in spite of all a ridgment of Blecklys jmd 
such like true benefactors of their specieses cau say or do to bring 
’em to a sense of their situations. 

Ere’s another of tMs precious lot, as can’t get wurk. Kitch 
em a gittin it as long as they can git out of its way ! — 

“ Roger Cotter was the next applicant for work. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : What do you want 

‘‘Applicant: Work, Sir. 

“ Mr. Bleckly ; Then why don’t you get it ? 

“Applicant: Because I can’t. 1 have worked at Burtonwood for some 
time for Widow Kilshall, 

“ Mr. Bleckly : And why have you loft ? 

“ Applicant ; Because they had no work for me. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : But there are other people who want workmen. I sup- 
pose it is because you are a bad workman that they could not find you work. 
What does your wife do ? 

“ Applicant : Nothing, Sir. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : But there is plenty of work for women. 

“ Mr, Bleckly : How many cMldren have you. — Two. A hoy going to 
school, and a girl aged 18. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : And what is the girl doing ? 

“Applicant: Nothing at present, Sir. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : But what has she been doing all her life ? 

“ Applicant : She has only been fit for work for this last two years, and 
she has worked in. the fields when she could. 

“Mr. Bleckly : Well, I think you are a lazy set. What money did Mrs. 
i Kilshall give you ? 
i “ Applicant : I85. per week. 

“ Mr. W. Pennington : I ’ll just tell you what my opinion is. No doubt 
he has left KilshaU’s because they wanted to drop Ms wages. 

“Applicant : No Sir ; -tiiat is not the reason. There was no work for me. 
i “ Mr. W. Pennington : Oh, yes ; that ’s your tale. 

I “Mr. Bleckly : It is a sin and a shame that he should confess Ms girl has 
been bronght up in idleness. , , . 

I “ Mr. Winstanley : But he did not say so. He says idie worked in the 
fields. 

“ After the applicant had been subjected to considerable further badgering, 
Mr. J. Pennington offered Mm 25. per day to work on Ms farm at Winwiok, 
and "feMs the applicant gladly accepted.” 

The next ease is werry instructive, as slxowm the revoloosbunary 
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spirit as is nowadays at work in tke worry Bords of G-uardians 
tneirselves, and givin you some idea wkat Chairmen like Mr. 
Blecklx ’ave to straggle aginst. 


“JoHU ATrLKTON", the next applicant, said he had "been a labourer at 
Cartwrights glass works. 

Mr. Bleckly : "What do you come here for, then ? Why don't you go 
and make crates ? 

“ Applicant : Because there is no work. Sir. 

“ Mr, Pennington : Well, we can't make work for you. 

** Mr. Bleckly ; What family have you ? 

“ Applicant ; One boy. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : And what does he do P 

“ Applicant : He works at Whitecross, and gets 6s. per week. 

“ Mr. Bleckly : And you, his father, cannot get 6s. per week ? 

‘'Applicant ; No, Sir; I cannot get anything. 

“Mr. Bleckly: 'Then you must be a useless fellow. What does your 
wife do? 

** Applicant : She goes out sewing, hut has had very little work this last 
few months. 

“Mr. Bleckly: Then why does she not do something else, and not sit 


work when he has been thrown out of employment, as I have no doubt he 
has through his own idleness. The Relieving Officer tells us that if the man 
can get a Is. a day he will stop here all day and do nothing. ^ And from ms 
i own statement, if his wife can’t get sewing she stops at home idle.” 

I In course she do ; that ’s her little game. 

' A dangerous party that Wenstanlet. Wants keeping down; 
wich Blecklt’s evidently the man to do it. It *s really refreskin to 
see a Chairman, with seen, a strong sense of his dooty to the rate- 
i payers, and seoh a strong way of puttin on it, and droppin down 
on them owdacious porpers. Cominhere as hold as brass to the Bord 
to ask for bread. &ve ’em stones, and 9^?. a day for breaking on 
’em ; and let them he thankful they live in a Christian country ; 
as Mr. B. told John Dalton, who had the imperence to say he 
had been in Warrington for twenty-nine years without needing 
asssistance before. 


idle at home? 'Wl^ doesn’t she go out charing? How is it you could not 
keep your place at Cartwright’s I expect it is because you are a worthless 
fellow, 

“ Applicant, who was shouted at, by several G-uardians at once, said he 
had worked for Mr. C. H. Cartwbight for twenty-seven years up to last 
Christmas, when, in consequence of bad trade, he was stopped, and had only 
worked thirteen weeks since then. 

“Mr. Winstaotey [‘Oh, don’t I know the soft-*eaded, soft-'earted sort 
as makes Poroehial Goverment a burden to the ratepayers and a cus to the 
porper,’] who spoke with ^om&feelina, in consequence of the manner in which 
the poor man was browbeaten on ail sides, said: I object to the poor man 
being shouted at in this maimer on all sides, [‘ * Adn^t the Board better take 
off their ’ata to ’em—’] It is most disgraceful. I think you should take 
into consideration the state of the country at the present moment, and the 
fact that there are thousands of poor people out of employment. Mr. JECorton, 
who sits beside me, states that he receives at least 200 applications a week 
for work. It certainly is not our duty to abuse them when they come here 
seeking for relief. 

“Mr. Bleckly: I hope Mr. "Winstanley does not think we abuse them, 
but 1 mean to say that here is a man fifty-two years of agOj^th a wife forty- 
two, and like many others he thinks he can come to the Workhouse and get 


“ Mr. W. Pennington : Give him 6^. a day, and let him break stones, 
“Mr. Bleckly: We -will give you 9d. a day for breaking a certain 
quantity of stones ; and if you do not break that quantity, you will get so 
much less. 

Applicant : Thanlc you, Sir, 

“ John Egan, sixty-four, labourer, with a wife, aged forty-eight, appeared 
to ask that his money might he raised to lx. a day, as ho had only been 
getting 9d. Applicant had one eye bandaged up, it having been cut open 
with a blow from a stone which he was breaking, 

“ Mr. W- Pennington : Oh, give the fellow 6d. a day. It ’s quite plenty 
I for him.” 


I should think it was. A poor half-hlmd cretnr ! . 

Arter the cases of relief was disposed of, the Chairman, still in 
discharge of Ms dooty to the ratepayers, pinted out, as there was 
tMs run on the stone-yard at 9d. a day, that — 

“The Board would have to consider the question of having fixed ruloB for the 
men, and a fixed quantity of work for them to do. They would also have to 
have a taskmaster such as they had in prisons, in order to see that the men 
did the work and earned their money.** 


That’s it, Mr. Punchy keep ’em at it, and see ’em at it. That ’s 
the rule for the porper, aocordin to the experience of your obedient 
servant, and their master— both of long standin’. 

Jeremiah Bumble. 
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“ARMS AND THE MEN.” 

The banners, scarfs, swords, and helmets of the Pre- 
MiEa and the Marquis of Salisbuet werehim^ on Thurs- 
I day last week amongst the insijamia of the Knights of the 
Garter in the choir of St. George’s Chapel, Windsor. At 
the back of Lord B.’s stall an ormolu ^ate bears the Arms 
“ Du ires noble et puissant Seigneur Comte de 

/,i JBeaconsfiele, Vtcomte KughendenP In such a legend, 
IJ and in the place it occupies, the name of BENJAJvrrN is a 
f novelty. .&d then it marks, besides an era, a date. The 
J day on which the Beaconsfield Arms were posited in St. 
' George’ s Chapel, was likewise that on which, under orders 

? from the Beaconsfield Government, Her Majesty’s troops 
^ crossed the Afghan frontier. ‘ ‘ Draw thy sword in right, ” 

, is a precept enjoined of old on Knights of the Garter. 

^ ^^We defy augury,” but to those who don’t the motto 

may suggest a questionable omen. The Salisbury motto 
is, Sero sed serio. It is quite certain that the Poreign 
Secretary and his Colleagues wiU find the invasion of 
Afghanistan a very serious matter. May serious blun- 
dering not be followed by late repentance I 


Wisdom on its Bounds. 

Some two thousand five hundred years ago, Solon, the 
wise head of Greece, (as we learn from a Correspondent of 
the Spectator)^ went on a tour to Egypt first, and then 
to Cyprus, to remodel one of the native states of the 
island/. 

Kow, as we have no Solon to send, we send instead 
Colonel Stanley and Mr. Smith, the wise heads of the War 
Office and the Admiralty, not to see if we have made a 
huge blunder — that may be taken for panted — ^but 
whether there is any, and what, way out of it. What a 
pity the Solon geese preceded the Solons ! 

TBE THING- IN LIGHTING. 

From Edison, Ffev) YorJc, to Fmcli^ London^ England, 
Just discovered a method of lighting a drawing-room by 
means of the electricity generated by a stick of sealing- 
wax and a tom-cat. Specifications per mail. Keep pn- 
LITERAL. vate. Sell Gas Shares short. 

Mercer, Stockings, Miss ? Yes, Miss. What Kumbeb, Miss, no you Pahtt who really secueed “Peace with 

Matt er-of -fact Touoig Lady, “ Why, Two, of course ! Do you think I ’ye Honour.” — ^Policeman Robinson, when he showed such 
GOT A Wooden Leg ? ” pluck in arresting the Blackheath Burglar. 




PEOM GAETNATEL ASYLUM. 

’Sh-’Sh 1 I ’m a Bank, you know-all made of gold ; 

Look !— my dress is of bank-notes, crisp and new ; 

No end of my shares have been bought and sold 
At a profit— for Christian as well as Jew. 

And there ’s my Directors ! — oh, ain’t they deep — 
Silent and deep, every man, as deasth ! 

They know what to tell, and they know what to keep — 
’Sh I — ’Sh ! — ^Not a whisper above your breatb ! 

If you can help it, don’t you he a Bank : 

It ’s grand, of course, but it is not nice : 

There are so many hearts may have you to thank 
For breaking— and you ’U have to pay the price. 

See, there in the parlour the black-coats sit. 

For hours, fiying kites out of folio books : 

Clever ! tbe cleverest fellows ! but yet, — 

Would you believe it ?— they ’re so like rooks ! 

So very like rooks ! — ^When I hear them caw 
Round the great table, I sometimes say, 

“ Oh, all your nests are but sticks and straw, 

And 1 hear a wind coming to blow them away.” 

Yet there they sit, in mahogany chairs, 

All so respectable, aU in black coats, 

Dealing in stocks, and jobbing in shares. 

And up to their elbows in guineas and notes. 

I was frightened at first ; hut I don’t mind them now : 

But the thing I don’t like is my heart growing cold ; 
When my sisters come here, weU, I just ask them how 
They \ml have it— in twenties, or tens, or gold ? 

And I don’t feel the least as I once used to feel ; 

Where my heart used to be there ’s a stone to fit ! 

And I watch them, poor desj-rs, as if they might steal, 
And they cry tiU they can’t get the better of it. 


But it’s not;*good for sleep, or for Sunday, or prayers, 

To be always shovelling heaps of gold, 

And always thinking of hiUs and shares, 

And rigging the market to get shares sold. 

It spoils the complexion, when blood and heart 
Turn to gold, Eke the mother-of-pearl in a shell, 

And that makes the sovereigns— but, ’Sb ! we must part, 
There ’s my Manager frowning, and ringing his beU ! 


KISSING THE ROD. 

“ Nobody was ever so wise,” said a wit of last century, “ as Lord 
Thurlow looks.” 

“ Was anybody ever so right,” Punch presumes, tremblingly, to 
ask, “ as the Pall Mall professes to he ’’—and no doubt believes that' 
it is, at the present crisis ? 

The Gentleman — ^we beg his pardon— the prophet and oracle who 
writes the first articles in that paper is always so consummately 
satisfied that he alone is wise, and all who differ from him fools ; he 
asserts this belief with such profound and complacent assimance ; he 
so tongue-hastes and helahours all who don’t agree with him, scathes 
them with such scorn, bespatters them with such had language, that 
Punch may weR feel that it is more than his miserable life is worth 
to avow that he cannot, for the life of him, see things through the 
spectacles of this Grand Turk of the Evening Press. But so it is— 
worse luck ! 

L ost, between Comhill and Cairo, ^ a full SET of INITIALS. — j 
Any person restoring them to their distressed Owner wiU be duly 
rewardea.— Monckton, GuUdhaU. 

M issing, from the Indian Secretary’s Despatch of Nov. 18, and the 
Viceroy’s Proclamation of War, A SCIENTIFIC FRONTIER. Was 
last heard of at Guildhall on November 9, after dinner. Any person returning 
it to Mr. Montagu Corky, at 10, Downing Street, will be handsomely 
rewarded. 
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FARMING PROSPECTS. 

From a Tenant-Farmer^ s point of View, 
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Deis Mr, Punch, 

You often naye a langli at us poor farmers,^ and we do like 
our Funch, but I reaU^r don’t tbink you baK appreciate wbat a deal 
of fun there is in farming. ’Tis sueb a paying business ! We pay 
all our calves, and all our milk and boney, and eggs and fowls, and 
our little lambkins {and tbe big ones too) to our mucb-respeoted 
landlords ; and then, to our poor overworked labourers, and our dear 
underworked paupers we pay all our wheat (tbe barley does nicely 
for their beer) ; and as to oats, that is one of those few things we 
don’t always get a crop of ; and if we don’t, we have to pay for oats 
for our poor dear gee-gees, 

Really, Mr. Punchy if you don’t come to the rescue very soon, we 
shah ordy want one-wheeled waggons for this next harvest. 

I want to show you a model agreement between a landlord and 
tenant. — ^’Tis so funny. 

Between SKonran Flint, Esq, an& Jebemiah MiNGOxnwuEZEL, it 
is hereby agreed on their respective parts 

1. That the tenant shah do everything tliat may be required on 

the farm. 

2. That the tenant shah have plenty of capital when he enters 

on his occupation. 

3. That the tenant shah pay his rent in advance. 

4. That whatever the tenant lay out on cake and artificial 

manures, he shah always be considered to be making at least 

25 per cent, on his outlay. 

5. That the tenant’s wife and daughters shah milk the cows and 

make the butter. 

6. That the tenant shah seh no hay nor straw, and shall not 

grow two straw crops in succession, as it upsets hie rabbits’ 

ideas about the rotation of crops. 

7. That the tenant shah not keep the new triplex cows which 

bring three calves at a birth, nor the duplex ewes which 

always twin, as this exhausts the land, 

8. That if the tenant violate the aforesaid conditions, ah the 

extra calves and lambs shah be forfeit to the landlord. 

9. That the tenant shah not be entitled to compensation for 

damages from rabbits and game, 

10. That the tenant shah have the right of purchasing, every 

. fuh-grown rabbits, or twelve very little ones. 

11. That the landlord shah ahow the tenant the right of 


I that I find drawing come quite easy, so I have ventured to head my 
letter with a picture. To see it properly, you have only to lie on 
your back in a strong light, to take one of Mr, S, Weller^ s new 
double million magnifying microscopes, and if, with its aid, you 
can’t make anything out of Farming Prospects, why I can’t help it. 
I remain yours faithfuhy, 

Jeeemiah Mangold wuezel. 


THE POET (OE THE PEEIOD). 

With PimcVs apologies for the application of nolle JStanaas to an 
ignoble subject, 

TttE Poet in a dismal clime was bom, 

With liirid stars above ; 

Dower’d with a taste for hate, a love for scorn, 

A scorn for love. 

He glanced through life and death, thi’ough good and ill, 
He glanced through his own soul ; 

And found ah dead as a dishonoured hih, 

Or emptied howl. 

He thrummed Ms lay ; with mincing feet he threaded 
. The walks of coterie fame : 

On the dull arrows of Ms thought were threaded 
Concetti tame. 

And pop-gun pellets from his lisping tongue, 

Erratic in their fiight, 

From studio to drawing-room he flung, 

FilEng with light 

And maz^d phantasies each morbid mind, 

WMeh, albeit lacking wit, 

Like dandelion seeds blown by the wind. 

In weak souls ht, 


f^w,^ Mr, Punchy knowing what a deal of influence you possess 
with oim legislators (didn’t you suggest the Agricultural HMtogs 
Act r), I want you to persuade them into passing another Statute, 
to be mtitled, The Agricultural Losings Act.” I should suggest 
that aU laudlords, who have been taking their rents for the last 
three years out of their tenants’ capital, should forbear tbeir rents 
iS^ the next eighteen months,^ and that at the end of that time 
they and their tenants should sign a mutual agreement— 

1. That no lan^ord shah in future take more rent than he 

^ould be willing to pay if he were the tenant. 

2. That the tenants will pay their labourers fair wages, and farm 

the land weU, or leave. 

3. Tha,t any damages to either landlord’s or tenant’s interests be 

lairly appraised and compensated. 

‘ I suggest, fiually, a Jennissive clause Clt is in this, my 

dear PtmcA, that I lecogmse ^eoial -woik for your inimitahle 
iian(U, to aJlpyr either party to get out of his hargsrn hy giving six 

I have been puHiag so hard against the collar for a long time 


Took shallow root, and springing up anew 
Where’er they of opt, behold, 

Like to the parent plant in semblance, grew 
A weed as bold, 

And fitly fumisbed all abroad to fling 
Fresh mockeries of truth, 

And throng with poisonous blooms tbe verdant Spring 
Of weak-kneed youth. 

Till many minds were lit with borrowed beams 
Of an unwholesome fire ; 

And many fed their sick souls with hot dreams 
Of vague desire. 

Thus trash was multiplied on trash ; tho world 
Like a Q-ehenna glowed, 

And through the clouds of Stygian dark upcurled, 
Foul radiance flowed ; 

And Licence lifted in that false sunrise 
Her bold and brazen brow ; 

While Purity before her burning eyes 
Melted like snow. 

There was red blood upon her trailing robes, 

Lit by those lurid skies ; 

And round the hollow circles of the globes 
Of her hot eyes, 

And on her robe’s hem, “ Folly” showed in flames 
With “Phbenst,” names to shake 

Coherency and sense— misleading names — 

And when she spake, 

Her words did gather toy as they ran, 

And as mock lightning and stage thunder, 

W ith firework flash aud empty rataplan, 

Make sehoolhoys wonder, 

So thrilled thro’ fools her windy words. Ho sword 
Of truth her right hand twirl’d, 

But one bad Poet’s scrawl, and with his word 
She bored the world. 


ONE COMEOBT TO LAY HOLD OE, i 

^oing to war by the Koorum Pass ! A better road tbau ! 
the KilluTn — at all events. 


■ To Bagor doa^tMa Kmzgf to MkomdeOgt, rtfum, tirj^ for OrMncOom, Jtnru, caKcmtlaubera*rTUdm.lmaceompmi«d6v o 

ttam^ed «.nd directed envelope, CoipxeeeKouldlel^t, ' p vw jr 
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THE SOECERIES OE SCIENCE. 

(A Song loy an Old Scliool'rmn.) 

Day by day, in. this -wonderful age, 

Is announced some amaziag invention, 

Fit to puzzle the brains of a Sage, 

And far past my poor comprenension. 

You can talk, by the telephone-wire, 

Seas o’er, with electric celerity ; 

To the phonograph they that aspire, 

May their voices transmit to Posterity. 

In my yohth *twas once thoiight a vain dream 
That the streets could be lighted -with gas ; 

To expect locomotion from steam 
Was accounted the hope of an ass. 

A gufcaw, as of yesterday, rings 
In mine ears from the days long ago, 

When, at what seemed ridiculous things, 

Our grandfathers laughed, Hoi ho ! ho ! 

And I still have some fear in my mind 
That this Science will end in confusion ; 

That its marvels at last we shall find 
To have been but Old Harry’s illusion ; 

We shall suddenly wake up some day, 

In astonishment round us to stare, 

To find visions have vanished away, 

And the good old times stiU as they were. 

Oh, for days on which memory dwells, 

When the hedgerows were sweet with musk-roses ! 

What if cesspools were sunk close to wells, 

An d our pigstyes right rmder our noses ? 

From your sewers what good have you got, 

Beyond fever-germs and bacteria ? 

Till they made us drain, typhoid was not, 

And we’d no such disease as diphtheria. 

How, if night ^s to be turned into day;, 

The electric light, next, will give rise, 

I ’ve no doubt, with its dazzling display. 

To some novel disease of the eyes. 

’G-ainst the new lights I stand by the old, 

Though their sheen by comparison suffers ! 

Oh, for your good old days, dip and mould, 

With your tinder-box, matches, and snufEers I 


Mrsl Lady's-maid {JSThglish). “ Me and Milady we Jluways go by the 
Tidal Tbain I ” 

Second Lady's-maid {German). “ ZoH ? Ze Title Teain ! Zat vill not to 
FOR us, as VB A.RE ONLY LANTET CHENTRT.” 


MEM. FROM THE MANSION HOUSE. 

If you want Razors to get sharp, and Charities not 
to get blunt, send to Whet-ham. 


ECHOES OE THE BAOK-STAIES. 

{From Our Otvn Man at the Cahinet KeyhoU^ tJm Time,) 

A Council Chamler in Whitehall, The Prime Minister fast asleep 
over a Map of Afghanistan. The rest of the Cahinet talking %n 
half-whispers, and slcetehing on Uotting-paper, 

The Lord Chancellor {heated). Well, then, Just as you like— 
don't have it in. I certainly thought something might have been said 
about the legal block, for the public will expect it. But of course 
you know best— as you always do. [Continues shetching, irritably. 
The President of the Council. Well, as far as I am concerned, 
it seems to me we might just as well lug in the state of the weather. 

The First Lord. And so you might, if you would give our Cyprus 
business its pr^er importance. But you all behave shamefully 
about it. Here I take the trouble to jot down five-and-twenty lines, 
and you strike out every one of them. 

The Foreian Secretary, Well, and what of it ? You can’t sup- 
pose that all Europe wants to know that you"* and Stanijey had 
the worst fish dinner you ever had in your life at Larnaca ? Besides, 
a good half of the speech ought to be about my “fishery/’ affair. 
Cyprus, indeed ! 

The War Secretary, Ah, you may sneer; but we’ll get it in 

sbmehow. I ’m sure that rough weather in the Mediterranean 

The Secretary for the Colonies. Pardon me, but we can’t get in 
a couple ''of hurricanes. There’s the voyage to Halifax, and that 
will run into five lines, at least, and as youjwon’t let me have in that 
bit about the Cape-- — 

The Home Secretary, Certainly not, who wants to hear of mulls 
in the Colonies with all this depression at home P How J Jxave 
worked up the depressed state of trade capitally. That ought to be 
the pivot of our policy. 


The Chancellor of the Fxchequer, What! when every other line 
should be a sort of life-buoy for the money market I Ridiculous ! 
I ’m dead against it ! There ! 

The Secretary for India, Well, at this rate, I don’t see, besides 
my little affair, what we shall have left. The situation is most 
confusing. 

The Prime Minister {waking up). Confusing ! not at all, my 
Lords and G-entlemen. On the contrary, it is obvious. The fact of 
the matter is we are’iu a precious mess, and we want money. And 
I think you may believe me when I say that I am quite sure Her 
Majesty will know how to announce the fact with grace, and to 
ask for the desideratum with confidence. 

[ Winks and yawns as Scene closes. 


To J.oJiii Buskin. 

{On a recent Verdict) 

If ^^Fors Clavigera," dear Slade Professor, 

Means “ Force that bears a club,” 

Be warned, since of a big stick you ’re possessor; 

And more discreetly <£uh. 

Strength unrestrained ’s not greater strength but lesser, 
And scorn provoketh snub. 


A WOEH to WOirLD-BE HEQ-ICIDES. 

There are two Asses in Assassination. , Is it not therefore doubly 
asinine? 


A REAL Amber Mputhpiece. — The new Frima Donna, 


VOL. IMV, 




AN APPEAL TO THE LAW. 

Nafohty Ckitio, to xtse bad Lansdagb ! Silly Paikteb, to go to Law about it ! 


BEIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

Being the brief Becord of a few Winter^seasonable Visits to certain 
Country Somes. 

Yisit the First.— Chaptee IY. 

The Surprise — Party— ^JRecognition — Description — Catalogue — 
Oldest of Old Counties — The Beauty — Introduction — Mauvais 
quart d^heure — Stiquette — More Solemnity — Dinner in State. 

I HAi> expected Jossins^ Dyke to "be alone, and, to my utter 
astonisliment, find myself suddenly thrust in. as it were, on a com- 
paratively large party, that, apparently, hadnt in the least expected 
me to he added to their number. 

The rapidity with which I have been let in, and the door closed 
behind me, seems something like a practical joke on the part of the 
Phantom Butler. 

IS'obody takes the slightest notice of me, excenttwoor three Ladies, 
who look round as much as to say, “ What this ? and after an in- 


spection so brief as scarcely to interrupt their conversation for a 
second, they seem to say, “ Oh, is that all— well, as we were saying,*’ 
and they resume their talk. Awkward. 

My host is engaged with a tail, elderly, crusty-looking Gentleman 
by the fire-place. The Crusty Gentleman has taken up the usual 
peculiarly Englishman’s attitude in front of the :^e, so as to render 
idmself more crusty than ever. He is doing himself to a turn — 
[Sappy Thought.— Dorng himself a good turn. Charity begins at 
home, ue. at your own fireside] — sometimes with great impartit^ty 
presenting a side view to the fire, and sometimes timing right 
round while conversing with Josslyn Dyke, so that, in time, the 
Crusty Old Gentleman wall be thoroughly done through. Whatever 
the engrossing subject may be, JossLYisr is saying,^ ‘^it and the 
Crusty one is “ begging Ms pardon, and assuring him that it isnHP 

I only see one face I know. It belongs to a man whom I meet, 
occasionally, once in two years, but as JossLTisr is evidently not going 
to introduce me to anybody, and as, without this ceremony, I can’t 
address anyone, even about the weather, without being considered 
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TOYS AND THEIR TEACHING. 

Lady Customer, “ My little Boy wishes foe a Koah’s Ark. Have you one?’^ 

Toyonan. No, M’um, no. We ^ve given up keeping Noah’s Harks since the School Boards come in. They was 
considered too Denominational, M’um 1 ” 


ill-Bred, I go straight up to the face I know, and say keartily, “ Ab. ! 
bow are you ? ” He is in tbe middle of a discussion on tbe latest 
news of tbe day with a tall, bazy-eyed man, with an eye-glass that 
be can’t fix for more than a second at a time, and whose expression 
is something so between a laugh and a cry, as to convey the idea of 
bis having taken bis wine before dinner, instead of having that 
pleasure to come. 

Tbe gentleman, whom I recognise, stares at me, then exclaims, 
“Ah! bow are you!” in a surprised wav, implying that, bad 
politeness permitted, be would have added, “And who the deuce are 
you?” 

Then follows tbe usual stupid pause, and tbe usual nervous laugh. 
We are both trying to remember where we saw each other last, and 
what we know of one another, if anything. 

We discover, to our mutual relief, that there is no deception; that 
we did meet at tbe Shalluses, about a year or so ago; which 
leads us to inquire of one another what has become of tbe Shal- 
LTJSES, as if they ’d been banged, or sold up, or transported in tbe 
mean time. Neither of us knows what has become of tbe Shal- 
luses ; and here the conversation would come to a standstill, but 
for tbe hazy-eyed man, who evidently resents my interruption and 
attracts my acquaintance’s attention with, “By tbe way, ,H.osh- 
eobd”— ah! that’s bis name, Hosheord, of course— “I was going 
to ask just now,”—wbiob implies that be would have asked bun, if 
I hadn’t come up, and interrupted,—** whether you ever got a satis- 
facto:^ reply from tbe Serjeant about tbe terms of the lease ? ” 
This is so pointed a bint, as to their conversation up to tbe moment 
I bad ** intervened ’’—like a Queen’s Proctor— having been peculiarly 
private and confidential, that I cannot avoid feeling myseB “ not in 
it,” and so turn away, hoping either that Josslyn vvill introduce 
me to some one, or that dinner will be announced, or that there is a 
photograph-book that I can examine. 

I survey tbe company. Another face I recognise — a man whom 
I’ve seen, generally at luncheon-time, at the Club for years ; never 
ascertained his name, and never seen him speaking to any one. I 
remember having been informed that this was a Country Member, 


who lived some distance from town, and who apparently only canae 
up at limcheon-time, and then went back again. I doubted it 
then ; now, I believe it to be true. He advances towards me, and 
observes, cheerfully, “I think we ought to know one another I” 
I respond to the sentiment with much cordiality. At the same 
time, I wonder if, after this, we shall do more than bow distantly 
for the remainder of our lives, except when on another similar 
occasion bringing us again together, we shall make the same remark. 

I ask him 2 he !^ows many people here, which question implying 
that he doesn’t, rather depreciates the value of his friendly greet- 
ing. He repHes, ** No; not everybody.” 

At this moment Josslyn Dyke comes up to me, and with an air of 
the deepest mystery, says, ** I want you to take Mrs. Lawleigh 
Byrne m to dinner.” 

Of course I reply, *‘that nothing I could possibly have im- 
agined would give me greater pleasure than to take Mrs. Lawleigh 
Byrne in to dinner,” and I look round to see which is Mrs. Lawleigh 
Byrne. There are two old Ladies by the fire chatting together ; 
one with a conspicuously false brown front, and the other with a 
most festive cap ; and I do hope that neither of these is Mrs. Law- 
leigh Byrne. 

Josslyn DrKE relieves my mind by saying, sadly— he generally 
^eaks sadly as though he were reluctantly fulfilling some painful 
duty— 

“ You know her, don’t you ? ” 

** No, I don’t think .” 

He murmurs in my ear with melancholy emphasis, 

“ G-reat beauty. Everybody about here been going mad after her, 
Widow. Yeryrich. Yery old county family. Come!” 

I am overawed by this description, and almost begin to wish that 
the introduction had been, after all. to one of those two old Ladies 
by the fire, — even to the one in the restive cap. 

I delay him for a moment to ask who all the people are.^ Josslyn 
explains them to me as if they were catalogued figures in a wax- 
work exhibition. “ That old Gentleman there, talking to Mrs. 
Lawlugh Byrne, is Mr. Bendlesham of Pikley— very old county 
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family— the old Lady with, a cap is Mrs. Atseord Synge of The 
"Wick, near here, one of the oldest families in the county” — audit 
oconrs to me one of the oldest Ladies in the county too— “ and,” I 
ask, “ the other funny old Lady with the ”—1 am just goinff to add, 
“eyident false front”— when he interrupts me gravely, ‘^That is 
my aunt, Mrs. Tupton, who is staying here”— very glad I didn^t 
say any more. He continues, ‘ ‘ Hosheobd, you know.” 

He ^s not an old county family, is he?” I ask, incredulously, 
having hitherto only associated him with London. 

“Yes, very old county family. Hosheoeb .came over with the 
Ayseoed Synges.” I thought he was going to say “ with the Con- 
queror.” “ The tall man with the eye-glass is BQeney Sandilands, 
a very old friend of mine.” Glad I didn’t venture on any personal 
remark about ?iim. “The thin elderly Gentleman with the bald 
head is Atsford Synge, of The Wick — and the stout man he ’s i 
talking to is Pelkin Wadd, an es-Master in Chancery.” 

I remark that I once knew a Wadd family in Sussex. 

JossLYN resents this. I had evidently no business to know a 
Wadd family in Sussex, who, apparently, were impostors, as these, 
the Pelkin Wadds, have no relations anywhere out of this county — 
in fact, never been out of Dampshire. It occurs to me that the 
Pelexn Wadds resemble the Christy Minstrels, who never perform out 
of St. James’s Hall, — and that ail the other Wadds are counterfeits. 
I wonder what the other Wadds say to this ? It appears that I am 
among the representatives of all tne oldest county families. Cluite 
a gathering of the Clans. Josslyn’s serious and impressive manner 
seems to imply that he feels what a responsibility he has incurred by 
bringing together this valuable collection of old county families, 
After going through the catalogue I almost expect him to add, 
“ Please not to touch the figures.” 

There is age upon them all except Hoshford and Mrs. Lawxeigh 
Byrne, the former looking younger than he really is (I ’ve known 
him by sight for years), and the latter looking, it strikes me, older 
than she really is ; but still a Beauty. 

A sudden shyness comes over me. But it is too late. I am led 
up to Mrs. Lawleigh Byrne. She is a fine, handsome, lustrous- 
eyed lady in black velvet, much lace, and sparkling diamonds, 
a fiaming crimson ca:p of satin, all crumpled as if some one had been 
sitting on it by accident, and white gloves, with about sixteen 
buttons, up to her elbows, ^ ] 

She is seated, and still engaged in conversation with the Crusty 
Elderly Gentleman, — Rendiesham of PMey. 

If there is^ one ceremony more awkward than another, it is that 
of mtrqduction to the person you are to take in to dinner. To 
begin with; it’s not the choice of either party; your host is the 
providence for the occasion. Then you know nothing of one another ; 
you are utterly ignorant as to whether there is between you any 
similarity of tastes, or some agreement of opinion. Perhaps one 
may dislike everything the other fancies, and vice vers^. Then 
the necessity of introduction seems to imply to the Lady, “Look 
here I You won’t have any dinner unless he takes you in, because * 
you can’t go in alone.” And much the same to the Gentleman, who 
IS made responsible for his companion’s enjoyment during the 
remainder of the evening. 

The introduction is completed, Josslyn Dyke (who is really one of 
the gravestj and, ordinarily, one of the most sensible men in the 
world) stupidly adding, on leaving us, as a recommendation of me 
to her favour, “ He ’ll amuse you, Mrs. Byrne,” whereat The Beauty 
shghtly elevates her dark eyebrows, and brings to bear on me the 
full power of her electric lustrous eyes, as though expecting to see 
me do something to amuse her on the spot, there and then. Stand on 
my head perhaps, or swallow a paper-knife and bring it out of my 
right ear. I know men who can do this, and, conversation failing, 
I envy them the accomplishment. 

[Snappy Thought , — ^Must learn tricks with cards. Carry a pack in 
my pocket, and, on being introduced, come to business at once with 
the question, “ Take a card— look at it : you ’re sure you ’ll know it 
again?” &c. This would start a subject of conversation between 
two utter strainers, and do away with all the wearisome twaddle 
about the weather and the news. 

However, as I haven’t matured this plan, I can only protest feebly 
agamst Josseto Dyke’s remark. But he doesn’t stay to listen to it.J 

I would protest, but Jossiyn Dyke has gone. 

^ I can o^y simle, inanely. I am painfuUy conscious of the utter 
inanity of the smile, and say, 

“ Well, it rather ” 

But I don’t get any furiher, as Old Crusty— I mean old Eendle- 
sham of Pmey — ^resumes his conversation at the point where he 
had dropped it, and Mrs. Lawleigh Byrne turns her head towards 
to and away from me, so that I can only stand before them and 
nsten to what they have to say to one. another, which is all about 
meir county matters, which, as I am utterly ignorant on the subject, 
have no sort of interest for me, I don’t like to go away. I don’t 
like to stop. If there were a chair at hand, sitting down would give 
me some occupation. 

I am nervously aware of Mrs. Lawleigh Byrne’s observing me 


out of the corner of her eye. Perhaps at this moment I ful fi lling 
my mission, and amusing her. I wish Old Crusty would retire. 

The announcement of dinner breaks up the groups, and I have to 
offer my arm to Mrs. Lawleigh Byrne. 

Which arm ? ^ ^ - -i i i 

iJBCapptj Watch my host, Josslyn Dyke, and see which 


I could have sworn I saw him give his right arm. i give mane. 
Immediately afterwards I find I am the only person who has given 
his right arm. Perhaps giving the left arm is one of the ancient 
customs of the oldest county families. I apologise. Shall we 
change ? Mrs. Lawleigh Byrne appears a little annoyed at the 
awkwardness. Our changing arms involves a delay of the procession, 
which is arranged on some principle of county precedence, which in 
my ignorance I violate by steiiping gaily before old Pelkin Wadd, 
the ex-Master in Chancery, with Mrs. Tupton, Josslyn’s false- 
fronted Aunt, on his arm. 

Mrs. Lawleigh Byilne says, seriously, in an xmdertone to me, 
“ They ’ll never forgive me for this. We ’re out of our place.” 

I try to reassure her by replying cheerfully that “we shall soon 
be in our right place,” meaning at dinner, but she evidently regards 
this as levity, and the procession moves, silently and solemnly, into 
the dining-room, where for a time, hut only for a time, the gloom of 
the Mote would have entirely disappeared, hut for the sombre pic- 
tures on the walls, and the impossibility, even herCj with all the 
candles — “ the thousand additional lamps ’’ — of throwing any gleam 
of light into the dark bogie corners of this old Elizabethan dining- 
room, — and hut for, above all, the presence of Good, the^ Phantom 
Butler, and his carefully-selected band of Old County Waiters. 


ORBY ET URBL 



fter all, the- 
ology is one 
thing, and 
^ phraseology 
another. Cri- 
ticism may; 
keep clear of 
the former 
whilst ques- 
tioning the 
latter, Mr,, 
1) 1 a 1 0 the 
Rev., Orby 
Shipley, 
ex -Ritualist 
Clergyman, 
has, honest- 
ly, at any 
f|* rate, become 
a Roman 
( Catholic lay- 
man. But ho 
proclaims in 
the Times 
that in de- 
serting Can- 
M terbury for 

^ Rome, he has 

exercised 


himself henceforth about the Waning o*f what he believes himself 
to believe? ^ . 

Does not everybody brought up in blind belief necessarily believe 
in some Authority ? If that Authority U yrtong, how can he believe 
aright except by exercise pf private judgment ? ^ 

Mr. Orby Shipley considers himself to haye exercised pfivate 
judgment in creditmg^whilsthe did credit— the doctrines of Ritual- 
ism. Did he not credit them on what he considered Authority ? Or 
did he credit them only because they commended themselves to his 
personal mind and feelings ? Is judgment simply and solely by that 
standard what he means by private judgment? And has he now 
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renounoed, not priyate judffmeat, "b-iit merely one persuasion for 
another ? 

Is not the only person who really renounces priyate judgment the 
Amostic, who, as to subjects on which he feels that he knows nothing 
whatever, refuses to form any judgment at all ? 

Does not the partridge renounce priyate judgment, as renounced 
by Mr. Orbt Shipley, when, in apprehension of approaching danger, 
it shuts its eyCs, and pokes its heaa into a hole ? 


CAUSE CELEBEE.^^ 

Penny Whizzler, A, A. A, {Anglo-American Artist) n, Btjbsein 
{Sigh- Art Critic)^ 

{Tried before Baron Puzzleton and a Special Jury.) 

Serjeant Thrust and learned Juniors for the Plaintiff ; Sir John 
Joker, Q,.G., and other learned Counsel for the defence. 

Scene — Court full of pictures, principally Penny Whizzler’s, who 
has also got a roomful! on view at an hotel in the neighbourhood. 
In fact, it is qLuite a little holiday for Penny Whizzler, who is in 
great feather, which appears, as an arrangement ih whit^ on the 
top of his forehead ; though in attacking the great Critic, Mr. Eub- 
SKIN, the Anglo-American Artist cannot be said td have ** displayed 
the white feather.” 

Our Reporter, as usual, did not arrive until the middle of the 
trial, and the following is his condensed report : — 

Sir John Joher^ Q.C. {cross-examining Mr. Penny Whizzler, 
A. A. A.). And I dare say you thought that with one of these Noc- 
turnes you would Knock Turner out of the field ? {Chuckles from 
Juniors ; smiles from Jurymen ; laughter of Spectators ; gramty 
from the Judge, who does not approve of any jokes being laughed at 
except his own. On order betng restored, Sir J. J. rtsum^^^ And 
one of these Nocturnes, — ^you knock ^dt ^urn off in two hours, eh ? 
{Great laughter, except from Judge, who suddenly remembers a 
real good story, that will make them all roar, — he wiU watch his 
(^portunity,) And for two hours’ work you ask two hundred pounds ? 

Penny Whwzler {gloriously, with a true American touch d la 
Barnuh). Sir! I ask two hundred dollars— I mean pounds— 
for the Experience of a Life Time 1 1 

^Immense applause. The Judge, bUU waiting for his opportu- 
nity to tell his good story, and not yet seeing it, suppresses 
the unseemly exhibition of feeling. 

Sir John Joker, 1^‘om I’R ask you about this. {Points to a 
picture— one of Penny Weqczzler’s.) What is this meant for ? 

Serjeant Tnrust {speaking up for his client,) I dare say Mir. 
Whizzler will he able to inform yon, if he stands on his head, as 
yon ’ve got that picture upside down, 

[^Poars of laughter. The Judge fancies at first that he sees the 
opportunity for his good story. But as he is making up his 
mind, he is interrupted by the answer of the Plaintiff, 

Penny Whizzler {to his Counsel), No, I beg your pardon, Sir ; 
it ’s all right. It ’s not upside down. 

[M ore laughter, in which Serjeant Thrust 
Sir John Joker, well, it doesn’t much matter.^ The picture— 
that is, the painting — ^would be much the same in any position. 
What is it ?— a bridge, an el^hant, or a telescope ? 

[Shouts of laughter. Judge leans back, and sees, with regret, 
the chances of bringing in his good story growing fainter and 
fainter, Me determines to lug it in somehow. 

Penny Whizzler, Well, Sir, if yon were the lucky purchaser, I 
should say, “It’s whatever you like, my little dear. You pays 
your money, and you takes your choice.” 

[Great laughter, suppressed by the Judge, who sees that every- 
body will be exhausted before he can get his good Story 
out ; during which the Plaintiff leaves the box, 

Mr, Mang Brown {examined by Serjeant Thrust), I am an artist, 
a remarkable artist. Yes ; that is my opinion. I think Mr, Penny 
Whizzher’s pictures want finish. 

Sir John Joker {half aside). Yes, the sooner he puts the finish to | 
them the better. i 

[Titter, Serjeant. Thrust regards Sir John indignantly, and \ 
the Judge wonders if the time for hiS good story has at last 
arrived, 

Serjeant Thrust {alluding to a Picture, by an Old Master, in 
Vomf!), ibis is Titian’s Picture of— of— of— to his brief)— 
«ih ! of Andrew Baxti. . 

MarbH pittzhton , Catti— Uatti — ^ let me feee ! 

[TMkhs he has heard the name before, and refers to his notes. 
Wonder^ whether mm is the opportunity for his story, 
Se^kant ThriiSt [who has been, in the meantime, further instructed 
by SoUdior), No, my Lord, not Q-Atti, but Q-rueti— Doge G-Rim. 
[The Picture, however, wasj after all, described in one newspaper 
report as “o/Andra Gtatti,”— Reporter being delighted 
to do a turn to the well-known Restaurant, 


Sir John Joker, Doge Gritti! Are you Quite sure it’s not a 
picture of “ Little Sandy ” ? 

Penny Whizzler {from his seat). No, Sir, it’s a genuwie paintin’ 
— ^it ’s Gritti. In fact, it ’s the “ true grittV^ 

[Laughter from admiring friends — when, suddenly, the Judge 
sees his way to the good stqry, 

Baron Puzzleton, I don’t want to make anyone laugh — {Everyone 
prepares /or a grin) — ^but I remember a story of some one who 
bought a picture as a genuine Titian {grin on \all features becoming 
more and more marked), and when he came to examine it through 
Ms glasses — ^I must tell you ;he was an C^-titian — {shouts — JJshe^'s 
in fit$)—h& found [out that only] half of it was by Titian ; so he 
stuck it up as a screen, and made it into a Part-titian ! 

[Roars. Jurymen in ecstasies, punching one another in the 
ribs. Ushers rolling on the ground, policeman runs 
out of Court into Westminster Hall, to tell it to a 
friend outside, Luring this scene of uproarious hilarity our 
Reporter adjourned for lunch, and only returned to hear the 
last part of the summing up, 

Baron Puzzleton, No doubt the eminent critic, Mr. Rubskin, 
was <iuite right in his opinion, but wrong in his way of ex- 
pressing it. If there be any truth in the old adage, Ars est 
celare artemf then Mr. Penny Whizzler is a great artist, as he 
has thoroughly succeeded in concealing Ms art. Yet tMs is no 
reason why he should be called a “ Cockney coxcomb.” Mr. Penny 
Whizzler should rather thank Mr. Rubskin for having given Mm 
such an opportunity, as tMs has been, for informing the general 
public of Ms existence, of wMch the general public was probably 
not^ aware. However, it is for you, Gentlemen of the Jnrv, to 
decide whether the Plaintiff has been damaged by the Defendant, 
or not. 

The Jury found that the Defendant had done exactly one'fartMng’s 
damage to the Plaintiff, 

Baron Puzzleton, That, Gentlemen, is your verdict, and a very 
good one, too. We have all to thank Mr. Penny Whizzler for an 
exoee{^gly pleasant couple of mornings in Court ; and henceforth, 
instead of being called Mr. Penny Whizzler, he will have three- 
fourths taken off Ms name, and be known as Mr, Farthing 
WHB eZEER. 

[More laughter ; during which the Judge hows to everyone, and 
retires gracefully. End of Scene in Court, 


WHAT SUMDAT-CLOSma DOES FOE DUBLIN. 

T he following Times paragraph may he 
r^arded as an illustration of the 
effect of that paternal enactment:— 

‘‘ Thb Irish Sunday Closing Act.— O ur 
Bublia Correspondent wites under date 
Not. 25: — ‘Tne arrests for drunkenness in 
DutHn between 7 a m. on. Saturday and 2 p.m. 
on Sunday for the forty weeks from June, 1877, 
to March, 1878, numbered, 4332, the average 
of each hatch of arrests being 108. The arrests 
for drunkenness between the co^esponding 
hours during the five weeks following on the 
coming of the Sunday Closing Act into opera- 
tion were 685, the average of each batch of 
arrests being 137.” 

These results appear to rather more 
than warrant the conclusion that : — 

“ tip to the present, therefore, the Sunday 
closing Act in Dublin does not seem to have 
diminished the amount of drink consumed, 
although it has certainly been productive of 
the best results in the orderly condition of 
the streets on Sunday evenings.” 

The Sunday Closmg Act in Dublin seems, instead of diminisMng, 
to have notably increased the amount of drink consumed ; if increase 
in drinking may he held to hear any proportion to increase of arrests 
for drtmkenness. How, then, to account for the orderly condition 
of the streets on Sunday eveniugs ? Perhaps, by the supposition that 
the tippling classes, for their Sunday’s consumption, have generally 
laid in a store of whiskey, wMch, unlike beer, will keep in a bottle ; 
that they stay at home drinking aU day, and by the tune that 
Sxuiday evening has come, are most of them a great deal too tight 
to turn out of their houses. Apparently, therefore, the Irish Sunday 
Closmg Act for the prevention of intemperance is answermg its 
purpose in a truly Irish manner. Only the Teetotallers keep on 
telling ns that drunkenness is also increasing in England. That, if 
a fact, has also followed the enactment of a statute partly clop-^ 
taverns and restaurants on Sundays. What an argument on behalt 
of the agitation for closing them altogether I 





LITERAL. 


Soft'lwarUd Grandpapa {to Tommy, who lias just been castigated ly his Mamma), And tod ^ivor, Tommy, it dnallt paink Mamma 
MORE THAN IT DOES TOU f ” 

Tommy. “Oh tes, I know it does ! She says so ! It hurts her JTanhs 


THE CABINET COUNCIL. 

{Movemher 22nd,) 


Qdoth Lord B. in Ms style ’twixt serene and snlblimo, 
So scornful of “ chatter,” so hard on “ frivolity,” 
With the reticent juhiLance he means for jollity— 

In spite of all bothers from Lawrence and others, 
Let Parliament meet at its nsnal time ! ” 


And some were for early, and some were for late, 

An ri warmer, and warmer still grew the debate, 

Till Saxisburt Mt on the plan the most fit 

(He ventured to think), to keep things from a split, 

That the point thus contested by toss-up be tested— 

Por Mmself he cared little wMch way the coin rested. 

So they shied a new bob, and on spotting the toss— 
Whether England should count it their gain or her loss — 
Pound, while cross were the losers, the winner was Cross I 


Then said Cross, at cross purpose, for once, with his Chief, 
In with that course of action I scarcely can chime ; 

Let the meeting be early, e^en if it be brief, 

For a vote of the House would be such a relief, 

And to miss it a blunder, much worse than a crime.” 


KAILWAY ECONOMY. 

A MORNING contemporary publishes the alarming announcement 


<iuoth Northcote, “ I judge it with eye to the Budget, 
We should all of us ^udge it, if that came to grief ; 
The tax-paying peo;^e might tell us to trudge it, 
WMch were better, I say, than go farther astray 
Prom the lines of our old Constitutional way.” 


But CrAnbrook, in accents impassioned and warm, 

To ditch-water qulness preferring a storm, 

Defended Ms Chief in impetuous form : 

“ They had not been exceeding law’s limit s exact — 

As he found them laid down in the Indian Act. 

Three months after war was the date therein stated— 

PuU time for its grounds^ to be fully debated. 

’Twas for ‘ Sovereigns and Staltesmen ’ their CMef had said truly, 
To decide these high issues, wMoh they can weigh duly. 

And not for the Lords, or the' Commons unruly. 

If speech was allowed them, ’twas not to say *^Nay,’ 

But to vote what was wanted, and grumble and pay.’^ 


“Eedtjction op Kailway Servants’ Wages. — ^Tho Midland Kail way 
Company has given notice to their station porters of a reduction amounting 
to a shilling a week after the 18th of December. The Manchester, Sheffield, 
and Lincoln Kailway servants have been reduced, that reduction taking effect 
for the first time on Saturday last. The Lancasliire and Yorkshire Railway 
have just also reduced the wages of their porters and other servants. It is 
rumoured also that a reduction will follow in the servants of all grades.” 


And what may be expected to foUow those reductions of the 

f « ^ -I „ j O 


to succeed them. Proportionate multiplication of Kailway collisions 
and other aocidentSj and numbers of passengers killed mid wounded, 
also possibly of actions for compensation brought against Kailway 
Companies, and payments of damages wMch they will have incurred 


Then manly young Staneet, though diffident, firm, 
Of the old Kupert lineage a jjromising ^erm, 

Spohe out, free from doubt, for the earner term. 


Companies, and payments of damages wMch they will hare incurred 
b^reducia^ their servant®’ wage^ ^ Lop^, 

gain by it, they wiS perhaps discover .tha^hey have been repaid as 
they deserved for an unwise as well ae ungenerous economy. 


Anagram ror the Day.— Disraeli— I lead, Sir. 
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BAD NEWS FOR DOCTORS. 

ensible Reform, indeed, my 
dear Dr. Roseleae ! Here’s 
a pretty piece of news ! It 
nearly took my breatk away, 
and destroyed my appetite 
for breakfast : — 

“ It is currently reported that 
many Ladies in tbe bigbest circles 
of Society are resolved, through- 
out the winter, td wear high 
evening dresses. Douhlless their 
example wdL ere long, be widely 
followed.” 

I am sure yon must agree 
with me in hating sense and 
its itch for reforming OTils 
much better let alone. That 
is quite opposed to profes- 
sional interest. We fashion- 
able doctors get our living 
ih great measure by the 
follies of the fashion. Low 
dresses especially are of the 
very greatest service to us. 
If Ladies are to take to cloth- 
ing themselves properly when 
they go out in the evening, 
where will be the chance of their catching colds and coughs, 
and other costly ailments ? Thin shoes will ne^it go out of fashion, 
I suppose, and then how can we expect suck broadcast sowing 
of the seeds of consumption, and sciatica, and lumbago, and the 
like, as now pour into our pockets such abundant golden fruit ? 
Believe me yours in common ajQiiction, 

8narley Street, Saturday, pARACELStrs Pilgarlick. 





OUR REPRESENTATI7E MAN. 

{At Drury Dane — The Jealous Wife — Belphegor — Reminiscences — 
Carmen at Her Majesty'^s — Novelties ahead^and no more at 
present.) 

Sir, — ^W hat hearty laughter at The Jealous Wife — ^the present 
version might be called Essence of Colemak’s Compressed Comedy — 
which, I should s^, has for ;two or three weeks past been the at- 
traction at Drury Lane far more than Belphegor, The Mountebank — 
and I hope that the Mouute-bank will^ declare a dividend in these 
times, when Scotch-hanking is not quite so profitable as Mounte- 
banldng. As Mrs. Oakely, Mrs. Hermann vEZiii is admirable, but 
the house is far too large for the comedy, and they all have to [roar 
at one another, not at all like sucking doves, but as though the entire 
Dramatis Bersonm were deaf. 

Belphegor is worth seeing, if only for the sake of Mr. Cowper as 
the wicked Dulce, with the blackest lines of villany on his face. 
He is very funny. 

I have heard Carmen— ioi: the first time, and I sincerely hope not 
for the last. Of course, everyone tells me I ought to have seen 
MiraiE Hauk in it instead of Trebelli ; but as Madame TreRelli 
happened to he playing the part the night I was there, how the 
impossible could I see Mdlle. Miotie Hauk ? I couldn’t sing to her, 
by private wire, 

Minnie, dear Minnie, 

Come o’er the sea ; 

For I won’t take a stall, 

But I ’ll stand in the hall^ 

And, my Minnie, I ’m waiting for thee.” 

At least I could sing to her by telephone, only my singing would be 
more expensive than her own ; and then, like the spirits from the 
nasty deep — “nasty” more correct reading than “vasty” — see old 
folio — (who ’s Old Folio ? — good name for a bookworm m a farce) — 
wonld she come when I did call? I don’t think so. But when 
Minnie Haitk sang, stalls were at the ^ason prices, and now they 
e.re only twelve-and-sixpence each. And soj 

Rather less ‘ s welly ’ 

I ’ll hear my Trebelli, 

And seven-and-sixpence I ’ll save from a guinea 
By hearing Trebelli instead of Miss MinniS.” 

Her Majesty’s was crammed, as I am informed it always is when 
G^EOB<5^ES Bizet’s Carmen is given. In fact, Tuesdays and Fridays 
are the Bizet-^ist rfights. 

And are we not a musical people ? Yes, we are ; at all events, 
those were at Her Majesty’s the other night, for they never applauded 


anybody, whoever they might be, who went — ^like things in the City 
are so often said to go~that is, a Httle fiat. 

^ A proigos of “ fiat,” I know a Composer residing in Albert Man- 
sions, Yictoria Street, "Westminster, who lives in one fiat ! and how, 
thus fettered, he can ever look sharp when he is requested to do so 
by some one in a hurry, I don’t know. Which would he the better 
property — a tune or a Mansion in five flats ? You can let out both 
of them. I refer this important question to the Music Publishing 
Company, with whom, d propos of Carmen, I have a bone to pick. 
Cu% Dono f for the pubHc weal. 

This is the hone. I do complain that sufficient care is not taken 
to see that the books supplied are correct. I may be an unlucky 
exception, and my book may have been the only example of the kind 
that has happened for months. Yet it is an instance of what has 
happened to me, and what, therefore, may happen to any one. So 
let every intending purchaser of a book of the words examine the 
pages to see that their numbers come in proper sequence, as, if they 
do not, the happy possessor of the book will be driven wild, as I 
was, by ^ding himself, while carefully following ActTI., suddenly 
plunged into the middle of Act III., and then, haviag just recovered 
from that shock, to be utterly staggered again by finding the finale 
of the Fourth Act in the middle of the Third. The pages of my 
book -were right frcom 1 to 14, when suddenly I found the dialogue 
utterly inconsequent, and on looking at the number of the page 
tihere was Ro. 19 as the sequence to 14. After a deal of searching I 
found page 15 after page 22, and then getting clear away with the 
story up to page 18, was suddenly confronted by the commencement 
of Act the Fourth at page 2T, the Third on the stage then being 
in ML swing. From 27 to 30 tne book was sane enough, then it had 
a fit-next to 30 came page 23^ which went on right enough to 
page 26, when the end of the Third Act was followed by the adver- 
tisements. 

I warn my readers, thereforei to examine their ^ hooks before 
buying, or, though they may obtain redress from the civil attendant, 
who was ready enough to substitute a correct card for the incor- 
rect one, and who,^ indeed, would have given me a new one (seeing 
that I was unwilling to part with my copy, on which I had made 
pencil notes) had it not been for a respectable elderly and crabbed 
official, who, in a sort of Dogberry manner, kindly^ consented to 
examine my book through his glasses, and then, finoing my state- 
ment correct, graciously deigned to inform me that “ it was only 
wrongly stitched,” making no sort of ofier of reparation, nor even 
politdy regretting the accidental circumstance, as he might have 
done, and, in fact, giving me, by his manner, to understand how 
utterly astonished he was at any visitor to Her Majesty’s Theatre 
venturing to utter a complaint about anything in his official depart- 
ment— whatever that might he. 

I mention this because a stitch in time saves nine, which is for the 
benefit of the purveyors of the books, for the advantage of the public, 
and for the good of the charming old person in the lobby, by whose 
courtesy and politeness I was so favourably impressed. 

Of course, the tbiug in Carmen is the Bullfighter’s song, and 
after that, I suppose, tne Soprano’s in the Third Act. That Spanish 
uniform, with its English policeman’s helmet, its French red 
trousers, and its biliously-yellow coat, is a very trying costume for a 
tenor-lover to be put into. I was glad, for ms sake, when he had 
deserted, and gone in, with Carmen, for “the days when we went 
gipsying ” in the Third Act. 

The story of Carmen, or the New^ Bohemian Girl, slight as it is, 
affords plenty of opportunity for pioturesmie groupings, costumes, ' 
varied dioruses, and an effective ballet. The opera commences at 
7*30, and is over by eleven— a great advantage to most people ; as is 
also the Opera Colonnade, which gives everyone a fair chance, after 
leaving Carmen, of getting easily at Cabmen. 

At one oi the theatres is to he produced an Opera Buffa by Signor 
Bxtcalossi. As far as the name of the composer goes, absit omen, 
as Book-a~loss~i sounds unlucky. 

Having crowded myself out of peaking of Fra Diavolo at the 
Oaiety, the revivals at the FoUy, and the last moments of the ex- 
piring Fink Dominos (chief mourner, Messrs. Charles "WyNDHAM 
& Co., and Lord Herteord S,hd Mr. Edward Pigott in the second 
carriage, when the naughty play is re-hearsed for the last time) ; — and 
The Crisis — another adaptation — bless it! — this time from Sar- 
DOU^s — Sardoit again— bless him! — Les Fourchambaults, by the 
eminent adapter of Les Dominos Boses, not having yet appeared at 
the Haymaricet, nor The Shadow of Number Twenty^ s Fate (an 
original work ^Ats,time by Messrs. Hatton and Albert, — ^it takes 
two of ’em to be original) at the Princess’s, I have nothing more to 
say except to contradiot the reports of a hostile encounter [a la MM. 
G-ambetta and Fourtott), between Mr. Arthur Stirling, the 
Lazare in Proof, which has reached its 200th night, at the Adelphi, 
and Mr. G. W. Anson, the Lazare in Over Proof at the Royalty, 
and with this information, which is “very necessary for these 
times,” I conclude, and sign myself, now as always, 

Your Representative. 




HOME AT LAST. 

“ Mr. Orby Shipley has heen. reoeired into the Bomiah Church.* 

At last the wanderer finds himself at home 
The proverb says aH roads will lead to Rome. 

“ JTay ! cries the Ritualis^ “ the road we travel 
Leads gnite elsewhither.” It mnst somewhat gravel 
Our friends to find their pleasant private path 
A circumbendibus so curious hath, 

That hundreds who adown its windings stroll 
Do reach the long-rgpu^ated goal ; ^ 

That what to-day’s denied with indignation, 

Is found to-morrow the sweet consummation 
And logical conclusion of a course 
Whose issue seems to contradict its source. 

Seems / Keener or more candid minds can see 
Close sequence and clear continuity, 

And that without submission or suspension 
Of private judgment’s much-abused pretension. 

Yet, if they but attempt to point this out, 

They ’re met with fierce abuse and frantic shout. 

Lear Ritualistic zealots, take the hint, 

Kor stultify yourselves—at least in print ! 

Meanwhile, Dwitch ventures to congratulate 
The errant Obby on his settled state. 

The pack he leaves about his heels may bark 
Until they follow him to the same ark. 

But whether led by logic or by grace, 

He ’s plainly the right man in the right place. 


WHAT THE BEILS SAIB, EAST AND WEST. 

Old Tom:—** Buy a go o’ gin ! ” 

Big Ben—** By Jingo ! ” 


PLAIN SPEAKING. 

THE queen’s speech, AS IT WILL NOT BE. 

Mr Lobds and Gentlemen, 

You have been called together at this early date because the 
peace secured with so much honour a few months since has ended in 
war. ^ 

It is unnecessary to state that it was always my intention to 
supamon Parliament, not to discuss the policy of commencing hos- 
tilities against the Ameer of Afghanistan, which is my business 
and not yours, hut to obtain the money which, has been, and will be, 
spent for these hostilities, for which my Government have long been 
preparing. My Government will assure you, as they have assured 
me,^ that they wish Parliament to strengthen their hands and fill 
their pockets. I have no doubt that you will believe them, and that 
you regard the expressions of opinion out of doors with the same 
calm indifierence with which it has oeen received by my Ministers. 

Gentlemen of the House of Commons, 

My Government have taken steps to secure a Scientific 
Frontier. You will, I doubt not, see your way to granting the 
supplies reguired to defray the expense of lie Rectification of 
temtory thus rendered necessary. The Bills for that purpose 
will he laid before you. 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

assured that after you have disposed of the Bills 
which will be submitted for your acceptance, my Government will 
he able to return to their homes in a state of mind enabling them 
to enjoy a Menw Christmas and a Happy New Year. 

And now I hid you a brief farewell, wnich wiR be renewed for a 
longer period when I dismiss you for the Christmas holidays. 


Two Russias— Russophil’s and Russophobe’s.— Hug-hear and 
Bug-hear, 
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SOMETHING LIKE A DUEL ! 

{Translated from the French.) 

TnE following' is a detailed and exact narrative of tlie affair of 
honour at which MM. I’Ayocat Patelin and the honourable Deputy, 
Patapoue, assisted as principals. We who sign this paper were the 
seconds of those Gentlemen. 

M. le Depute Patapoue, in the course of a speech delivered before 
the Assembly, found it necessary to declare that “black was 
white.” M. PAvocat Patelin denied the accuracy of this assertion. 
Upon being requested by M. le Peesident oe the Assembly to with- 
draw this denial, M. Patelin expressed his unwillingness to do 
so until M. Patapoue had in some degree altered his definition. He 
moreover alluded to M. Patapoue as ‘ ‘ the individual who has recently 
spoken.” M. le President having explained that the terms of his 
denial were unparliamentary, M. PAvocat proceeded to a modiffcation 
of it. adding that probably M. le Depute was under the impres- 
sion that both black and white were grey,” and that consequently 
his statement was “ colourably .true.” At this point the incident 
in the Assembly ended. 

Subsequently, M. Patapoue, after mature deliberation, on having 
arrived at the conclusion that M. Patelin^s explanation was not 
altogether satisfactory, requested two of the Signataries of this 
paper, MM. de la Cakrotte and de la Blaoue, to sound M. Patelxn 
upon the subject. M. Patelint persisted in the assertion that some 
people might consider black a different colour from white. Upon 
this a hostile meeting became absolutely a matter of necessity. 
After some negociations, M. Patelin nominated M. le Comte 
DE l'Eau Sucee and M. De Absinthe, to represent him. The 
nomination was accepted. 

The Signataries of this paper haviug now the management of this 
incident in their own hands, drew out the following programme : — 

1, The principals to fi.re one shot at one another at eighty 

paces distance, with pistols of the cavalry pattern of the 
First Empire. 

2. The incident to be closed with the discharge of the weapons. 


This programme was submitted to MM. PATEipr and Patapoue, 
who unconditionally accepted it. A further suggestion that the pistols 
should only be loaded with blank-cartridge (emanating from both the 
principals), was peremptorily overruled by all the Signataries, who, 
however, added the following article : — 

3. That in consideration of the distance of the principals from 
one another, and the possible deviation of the bullets from 
the line of sight, each second may wear a suit of shot- 
proof underclothing, and shall be allowed to retire behind an 
earthwork rising five feet from the level of the ground. 
These preliminaries having been arranged, the meeting took place 
on the Belgian frontier. One shot was fired, having for result the 
death of a cock-pheasant, which had taken up a position for ob- 
serving the proceedings on a distant tree. 

The Signataries of this paper hereby declare : — 

1. That M. le D§put§ Patapoue was right in his assertion 

that “black was white.” 

2. That M. PAvocat Patelin was equally right in declaring 

that the statement in its nudity was open to question. 

3. That the meeting which has taken place between MM. Pata- 

poue and Patelin was conducted according to the strictest 
rules of such encounters. 

4. That not the slightest stain rests upon the honour of either 

M. Patapoue or M. Patelin. 

After the duel the principals and the seconds breakfasted to- 
gether. The cock-pheasant was carved by M. le Docteur Feacasse, 
who had kindly volunteered his services in the event of any deplor- 
able casualty. 


Dec., 1878. 


Restaurant du High Zife,^^ 

Avenue de V Opera, Par^V. 


Stoem WARNiNa. — C^est le Premieres pas gui Coute. 






264 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[December 7, 1878. 


THE PIOUS GHANOELLOE'S GEEED. 

(Post-prandiallyformiaatei hy tU Prince Von B. %i7nsolf,fowid. in a Buseh, amd to he taken, perhaps, with a grain of Salt.) 


I DO believe in Providence, 

On grounds most firm and valid ; 

Its rulings liave shown strength and sense, 
And with my views have tallied. 

’Tis ever on the stronger side, 

And while my side’s the stronger, 

I shall acknowledge it with pride. 

(But not a moment longer !} 

I hold to Faith robust and stout. 

And, Heaven and I agreeing, 

All duffers who presume to doubt, 

Deserve eternal d ing. 

I ’m sole exponent of the truth, 

Of genuine Christianity, 

Cleared from all cant of love and ruth, 
And humbug of humanity. 

I do believe in days and dates, 

As I.’m a (sort of) sinner j 
I hold those fools defy the tates, 

Who sit thirteen at dinner. 

That Friday ventures badly fare. 

For reasons past explaining ; 

That he ’s an ass who has his hair 
Cut when the moon is waning. 


I do believe most men are fools, 

And need despotic ruling 
By one past-master in the schools 
Of force and clever fooling ; 

That dangers which beset the State, 

And risks that kings environ, 

Demand a will as stern as Fate, 

A rule of blood and iron. 

I do believe in subtle skill 
Disguised as brutal frankness. 

And the display of ruthless will 
In rowdy re^^er-rankness. 

As well shirk shedding blood for fear 
Of staining God’s pure daisies, 

As strive to rule this lower sphere 
By sentimental phrases. 

I hold the great Germanic race 
Is Heaven’s favourite bantling, 

Supreme in virile power and grace, 

And breadth of moral scantling. 

That Franks are hounds, their women pigs, — 
Gr-r-r I I the vain vile vermin hate ! 

I ’d' sguelch them—but for pap-soul’d prigs 
Who funk the word exterminate.” 


I do believe free Parliament 
Means dawdling, drivelling, doting, 

Save only when it is content 
With silent money- voting. 

I hold, of aU pretenders crass 
Who ever claimed dominion. 

The worst is that gregarious ass 
Mclmamed “Public Opinion.” 

I do believe the fittest head, 

To shape and sway the nations. 

Is one which has no need to dread 
Competitive lootations. ^ 

Latin is humbug, Greek is rot. 

And Science a small matter ; 

Faustrecht thrives best on a full pot 
And a well-loaded x)Iatter. 

In fine, I do believe in Force 
(Of fight, or faith, or feeding) 

Uncramped by conscience, ruth, remorse, 
Good-nature or good-breeding. 

That Strength should sway in council, fray, 
Love, piety, or potting. 

Is Providence s special way,' 

And Heaven’s own allotting. 


THE SOCIETY JOURNAL. 

E xcellent Mr. 
Punch, 

With your 
habitual omnisci- 
ence youhave doubt- 
less observed that 
the human race is 
nowadays^ no less 
avida than 

it was in those 
classic ages when 
its greediness was 
thus embodied iu au 
aphorism. This 
greed for news is 
possibly the reason 
why tnere are so 
many newspapers 
afioat, and why 
some of them at any 
rate strive to save 
themselves from 
sinking hy not 
being too particu- 
lar as to what they 
print, Hews is an 
elastic worL and 
may be stretched to well-nigh an indefinite extent; and JEditors 
who are not Iroubled vsdth a conscience need not he careful as to 
what they print, so long, at least, as they keep on the blind side of 
the law. 

Clubs were formerly considered to he strictly private places, 
where Gentlemen might meet as in their own houses, without appre- 
hension that confidence would he betrayed, or privacy violated. Some 
old fogies may imagine that the strictly private acts of men in 
private life are hardly fair subjects for puhlio comment. I myself, 
perhaps, might own, in a weak moment, to such sq.ueamishness-- 
or delloacy, if you like the word better. But I am too poor to 
indulge in such luxunes. 

Putting deHcaoy aside, therefore, and coming straight to business, 
I propose to start a journal whose pages shall be devoted entirely to 
clmonicling and commenting upon the private acts, words, and looks, 
of private people. Clubs will he in my hands simply weapons of 
ofience : and 1 shall nse them to hit right and left, no matter who 
may suffer. To add to the attraction of my journal, scandal of all 
sorts win be freely admitted to my columns, and abundant space 
reserved for nasty personal remarks. Insinuations and inuendoes 
will he specially encouraged, and prominently placed. Hints at 
trickery at cards will he plentifully sprinkled m my “ "Whispers 
from fihe "West,” and the most transparent psendonyms will indicate 
the persons thus publioly attacked. Family (Quarrels will be faith- 
fully recorded free of charge, and flirtations divulged with the 



briefest possible delay. The gossip of the green-room will be made 
a special feature, and anecdotes of actresses vull he carefully 
invented for the purpose of supplying lovers of fast life with 
amusing suhj eets of small talk. Angry correspondents 'svill be thank- 
fully encouraged to continue their disputes ; and a sub- editor of 
small stature vsdU attend in the office to be kicked by any person 
who is wilUng to pay for the privilege of committing an assault. In 
short, no pains will be spared to make my journal talked about, and 
to bring it into general contempt and disrepute. I hope thus to 
secure for it the largest possible, if not, perhaps, quite a world- wide, 
circulation, and if I can only manage to get a few good actions for 
nbel brought agaiust my publisher, I expect to make my fortune, or, 
at least, to keep my carnage, before the year is out. 

For the present, I refrain from publishing my real name, which 
hereafter may he famous, and am content to sign myself, 

■Yours, most humbly, 

Gruh Street, The Man at Everybody’s Keyhole.’ 


Bos, M.P., liOcutusEst, 

{On the Winter Session,) 

“ This, it is to ho Member ! 

Dragged to Town in December — 

Leave the covers before they ’vo boon shot ! 
Lose the pick of the season ! 

And all for no reason, 

But to vote straight, and listen to rot.” 


A Black Prospect. 

Auld Scotch JBodie {loquitur), "Weel, weel, what wF Afigauns in 
India, an’ Onganns in Glasga’, I dinna ken what the world’s cornin’ 
tae I 

At Cost of Costs. 

{Quoth Whistler over his Farthing Damages,") 

Mr noctiirnes, “ blue and silver,” and eke black and gold, 
Are paying “ arrangements,” pictorial and proper ; 

But, by this blue and copper arranj^ement I ’m sold, 

In which I find the blue and the jury the copper. 


EROM HANOHESTER. 

A Meeting of Creditors , — And does not a meeting like this 
make amends ? Ho ; not often. JSeugh / prisoafides 1 / 


A CONSIDEBATION YOR SooiETY JOURNALS.— The greater the Truth 
the greater the Libel. 

Art Illustration. — ^Idealism andEeaHsm: CoimtsHp and Marriage. 


To CoRUBSPONDBSTS .— Editor does not hold himself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for ConirUmtions, In no case can these be rdurned wnUsa aoeompmisi by a 

__itamsicd and dirtnOd 
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TESTING THE THAMES. 

Father Thames loquitur : — 




: 





A 




WJ ht will tliey say my stream is like 
_jL ( a sink, 

And swear my Ibed is but a miry 
bog; 

How dare maligners say my normal stink 
Is as a “ blend’* of bilge-water and fog ? 

Such groundless accusation sorely irks 
My friends the Metropolitan Board of Works. 


That noble brotherhood they took a boat, 

They also donned their best rose-coloured specs, 

And down my Hbelled stream did steam and noat, 

With watchful eyes, tense noses, craning necks 
(And goodly store of water of Cologne), 

All to inspect my fragrant “ sewage zone.” 

They sampled, tested, smelt ; they stirred and poked, 
With pole and eke with grapnel, bed and bank ; 
Theysnined and sipped, but, thoughthey smiled and joked 
I noticed that but slender draughts they dranh^ 

And then they found — own to my surprise— 

All those vile charges were but wicked lies. 

, There was no mud at all nor any muck, 

Ho nasty taste, and no unpleasant smell ; 

Hought unto lowered pole or grapnel stuck. 

Save harmless stone or shingle ; all was well ! 

There might have been a little tarry scum, 

But, for the rest, ’twas all a foolish hum. 

Those beastly G-as-works were alone to blame, — 

The sewage really improved my stream ; 

It was, they swore, a most outrageous shame, 

That fools of silting up should talk or dream, 

' Or hint the presence — (evil-minded men) — 

Of sHme or sulphuretted hydrogen. 

That people plunged in my pellucid flood 
Should, owing to the sewage, faint or choke — 

As some who ’d tried declared— was q.uite too good, 

A really rare rib-cracking sort of joke. 

Facing such facts, it was not fair, now was it ? 

To talk of fdthy smeU and foul deposit ! 

For just where that ill-fated Frincess Alice 
Had sunk, the stream was pure, the bottom shingle. 
’Tis very hard that such mendacious malice 
With opposition’s cold remarks should mingle ! 

Where do tttey hope to go to, those false divers ? 

Or those— (^Acy said so) — “.sewage-soaked” survivors ? 

They turned them back, vowing ’twas mere stupidity 
Or nasty spite that had malted me so. 

My dimphng stream was guiltless of turbidity, 

Ho filth befouled my water’s silvery flow, — 

' Which undisputed facts,” they cried with glee, 

; “ Will floor that odious Thames Conservancy ! ” 

j Hooray ! And yet, and yet I somehow think 

I ’m scarce convinced, — the world, I know, is not. 
When Hercules of Alpheus made a sink, 

To prate about improvement had been rot. 

, Still, still, a haunting doubt within me lurks. 

My bravely optimistic Board of Works ! 


A NOBLE EXAMPLE. 

(Set Out DraTucdically — For the Oo-operatim,) 

ScENTE — Interior of a JSfohleman^ s Mansion near the Central Meat-^ 

Market* Fnter a Peer, Ms Daughter Honoria, and AuausTUS. 

Peer* Well, young man, you have had the advantages of an 
Eton education, hold a Commission in the Guards, and belong to 
five respectable Clubs. But the suitor who claims Honoeia’s hand 
must give surer pledges for her future happiness than this. (Sternly*) 
Tell me, now, what do you know of butchers’ meat ? 

Honoria (fondling him)* Oh! everything. Papa, dear. ATiausTUS 
would never have asked your consent untH prepared to face and 
triumph over life with all its financial difficulties. He is ^uite 
reformed. 

Augustus* Indeed, I am. Sir. Since I have won your daughter s 
priceless love, gambling, the pleasures of the race-course, and meat 
direct from the butchers, have all been abandoned by me without a 
murmur. Henceforth 1 will deal with no middleman^ and live but 
for her I 

Peer, The resolution does you credit, but will you have the cou- 
rage to act up to it ? Bemember, if you are an honourable man, 
domestic existence will present some stumbling-blocks to you in its 
very outset. I shall expect Hor'ORIa’s husband to go himself early 
to the central emporium and select and carry ofl a whole quarter, 
nay, a whole side of the best beast that he can procure for good, 
honest, money. 

Konoria (with enthusiasm)* He will do all this, dear, dear Papa! 

Augustus, Ay, that I will, all this — and more. Twice in the 
week will I run down, by some cheap slow night-tram, to the 
western counties, and myself see, bar^in forj and bring up to 
town — a limnq heas% perhaps a couple f There wiU he plenty of room 
for them in the little garden at the back of our new house in Wilton 


Place ; and once having got them safely through the hall — ^we can j 
kill on the premises ourselves ! 

Monoria* Dear, uoble AuausTUS ! How happy we shall be ! 

Peer, Well, there, my boy— take her ! (jSe joins their hands.) 
With such resolves to avoid the pitfall of wasteful expenditure, you 
may be able to lead a cottage life on £5000 a year. But, bear in 
miud, should you ever, in a weak moment, be tempted to let the 
butcher’s fatal cart stop before your door, that though your old 
father-in-law lives at Smithfield, and gives tinned beef in sand- 
wiches fb his guests at evening parties, he saves twopence in the 
pound all the year round, and sets a nolle example* 

COHOEBTS IH OOLOUBS. 

To Artists uniting in their own persons the genius of the Painter 
and the Musician may be recommended, as subjects for pigmentary 
treatment, the following combination of colours in conformity with i 
sound ; — j 

A Solo in White. 

A Solo in Black. 

A Duet in Black aud White. 

A Trio in Bed, Blue, and Yellow. 

A Guartet in Brown, Orange, Purple, and Green, 

A Guintet in Crimson, Violet, Mauve, Copper colour, aud 
Lavender. 

A Sestet in Stone colour, Fawn colour, Pink, Lemon colour, Bose 
colour, and Dun. , ^ ^ ^ 

A Septet in Scarlet, Bay, Chestnut, Mouse colour, Gbey, Buf£, and 
Mahogany. And, lastly, — A Chorus in all Colours. 

Araubam bt Zabkiel. — Benjamin Disraeli^ or Bari of Beacons- 
fieU*'-^^ I fear ills Old Beit can do, if Bear joins Amber.” 


TOl. IXXT, 
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A iviUHKY morning, for a melancholy 
husiness— the opening of a December 
Parliament. As out of season as a 
Dog-day Pantomime. 

To a House empty of Lords, and 
crowded with Ladies, enter the Lord 
Chancelloe. To him, first enter. 
then exeunt, then re-enter the Royal 
Commissioners * * dispersedly.” These 
entrances and exits settled, after some 
difficulty, • 

The Q,ueen's Speech, 

Snort, but not sweet, and on the whole more like JPuncJCs last week’s antidpa- 
ti(m of it than might have been expected. 

Here it is— with rhyme— to point its reasons : — 

“ Sorry to bring you up from your pleasant country quarters. 

But here the AMrasii has got himself, and us, into troubled waters-. 


mV. JET- pEXfv* 






We 're bound by law to tell you this, and as we must have supplies, 

The sooner you find them for us, the sooner you can rise. 

Apropos of the Berlin Treaty — there ’s no reason to be dejected; 

It ’s going on, like eyerything else, as well as can be expected. 

Of the Bills to be passed— not those to be paid— we ’ll speak when you ’ye cut 
and come again ; 

And we wish you a Merry Christmas when you ’ye all got safe home again.” 

The first night’s debate in the Lords was like a Cook’s tour — 
“personally conducted,” . 

It turned — not on the policy of the G-oyernment in making war on 
Afghanistan-^but on the candour of Lord Cean'BKOOK’s Despatch, 
ana the veracity of Lord Salisbtox’s assurance — “miserable per- 
sonalities,” as both Lord Salisbitry and Lord BBACONsrrELD called 
them. As a matter of course, Lord Gbantiile put these unplea- 
sant charges as pleasantly as possible ; and equally, as a matter of 
course, Lord Cbanbeook repelled the imputatiou against him with 
heat, and Lord SiXlSBUBT with haughty aggressiveness. 

This is a matter, however, which chiefly interests the noble Lords 
personally concerned— Lord ISTorthbbook, who protests against the 
colour given by Lord Ceantbrook’s ninth paragraph to his Govern- 
ment’s action in 1873 — Lord Ceanbeook, who declares he has given 


on the part of the Government, though he did not lie like truth, 
told truth like a lie— and the Marqnds of Salisbury, who maintains 
that his answer was true to the letter, and that nobody has any 
business with its relation to the spirit. 

Lord Grey moved an Amendment, regretting that Parliament had 
not been consulted before war had been declared. But nobody sup- 
ported or seconded him; and the Duke of Somerset rapped him over 
the knuckles in that candid spirit in which his Grace loves to say 
and do disagreeable things. 

Lord Beacoetspieib, in a comparison of the policy of his party 
twenty-five years ago with that of the- Opposition, now made bis 
I points and got his laughs like a veteran actor 


"We found ourselyes, some fiye-and-twenty years ago, advocating a cause ' 


with, a warm conviction, but one which, was probahly not supported by the 
House to which, we appealed, or th.e nation.^ The recess had passed. "We had 
all of us made a good many speeches, in which we had probahly not measured 
our language more than in some more modem speeches with which you are 
ac<iuainted. (Zauffhier.) Many of us had written many letters, though not 
so many, perhaps, as some individuals of the present day. {Renewed laughter.) 
And under these circumstances, being also members of a society of great 
activity and organisation, more active than the Afghan pommittee — 
(J,augMer)'^2JiA. having agitated the country for a considerable time hy these 
sincere expressions of our opinions, we did think it was our duty when Par- 
liament met that we should test the opinion of the House upon the question 
which we had so long described as of the highest importance and most urgent 
interest.” 

Don’t ride off on official squabbles, but challenge our policy to a 
Division — and be beaten. 

Nothing can be more triumphant than the way this great master 
of fence nourished his weapon, and defied the other side to come on. 

It was as pretty sword-swinging as could be seen, and must have 
delighted the ladies present. IText week my Lord B. wiB have his 
wish — ^Lord PrAT-TV Av -will distinctly raise the question as to the 
policy of the war. ^ j 3 

Tn the meantime there will be no Amendment on the Address, as 1 
Lord Graetilie explained, because there is no wish to refuse the 
means for supporting the gallant soldiers who have already reaped I 
the first fruits of victory in the Khyber and the Kurum. 

In the Commons^ Mr. E, Sxasthope having given Notice of Motion 
to take the charges of the war out of India’s pocket, Mr. Fawcett 
gave notice that he would oppose it. 

News of General Egbert’s pliant clearing of thePeiwar Pass was 
cheered from all sides of the House. What person, of what party, 
does not cbeer every British deed of valour, daring, ^d resolution, 
apart altogether from the policy of the war in which the deed is 
done ! 

Lord Castlereagb: moved, and Mr. Hail seconded, the Address. 

The Marquis of Hartln-gton admitted as undeniable, that 
Government Eaving received abundant proof of the confidence of 
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Parliament, had a rigrht to enter on the war. Ihat for the safety of 
onr soldiers, the interests of the Empire and mercy to the enemy ; 
beinff beenn, it must be carried on •vigorously, and to a deoiswe 
issue, ill that was q.uite apart from the policy, or J^srice of this 
war. He had come to the conclusion, on the papers, matit v^s ■un- 
iustifiable. Then he criticised Lord Ceai?-brook’s Despatch, and 
contended it gave an unfair impression of the Government aefeon 
in 1873. It looked as if the Government had been studiously pickmg 
a auarrel with the Ameee. If Eussia was advancmg, let us be on 
om guard, but it does not follow that the best way to do that is to 
push O'ur frontier half-way to hers. Parliament had been kept mthe 
dark. It would be asked to^ pronounce its judgment on the war, and 

^Er^WnAn^ONE criticised the language of the Address. He should 

leave that to Punch, _ 

The Chaucelloe of the Excheqtjee answered Lord Haetington 


from his brief. Lord CEAifBEOOK: had drawn a fair inference. The 
Government didn’t want to pick a quarrel -with the Ameee. They 
found it ready picked. All they wanted was to protect India and 
keep its people quiet. But when a Eussian Envoy was received at 
Cabul, and a British one turned back— war was inevitable. Govern- 
ment didn’t want to^ annex territory— aU they wanted was to bar 

the back-door to India. . j n it. i. hi 

Sir C. Dilke asked for papers, and was promised ail that could be 
published without letting omcial cats out of their hags. 

Mr. W. E. Eoestee asked for more papers, and defended Lord 
Eoethbeooe’s and the Dulce of Aegtll’s dealings with the Ameee, 
They were in one mind, and it was the right one. 

Lord Eobeet Montagu pitched into all the Governments that I 
had touched the question. They had set the Ameee’s back up, and 
taught him to distrust us, among them, and one was as bad as 
another. (Does Lord Eobeet write for the Fall Mall Gazette ?) 



Mr. D'unning complained there was no Irish grievance in the 
Speech. Mr. O'Connoe Powee, and Mr. Stjlliyan denounced the 
war as a violation of national independence. 

Sir J. Lubbock doubted *1116 wisdom and policy 'of the war, but 
thought the Ameee had drawn it on himself. 

Mr. Ceoss said as there was not going to be any legislation before 
Christmas, there need not be any allusion to it m the Speech, and 
promised Irish Members they would find Ireland had not been 
forgotten, when the Sessions’ list of Bills was brought out. 

Friday , — ^The Lords did nothing beyond having Lord Caiens 
sworn in as Earl Caiens and Gaemovxe. (A narrow miss, by one 
letter, of an ominous name. “ GarboiL ” means a mess.) 

In the House of Commons Mr. Whitbeead gave Eotice of a Tote 
of Censure of the conduct which has led to the war with Afghan- 
istan. Would the Government give him a day ? ‘ ‘ E'ot a bit of it,” 
said the Chancellor of the Excheq,bee. “Why hadn’t they 


moved an Amendment on the Address?” “WeU, I will, if you 
Eke,” said Me. Chamberlain; and straightway named one- 
extempore. 

Lord Haetington, with his usual mitis savientia^ showed . Sir 
Staeeoed Noethcote what a mess matters would probably get into 
if he did not give Mr. Whitbread a day, 

Mr. Gladstone reminded the Government that if they wouldn’t 
give a day Mr. Whitbread might take one. The Eeport on the 
Address wasn’t voted yet. 

After a struggle and a floxmder, in which Sir Staeford compared 
the House— it should have been himself — to Mr, FuncNs ^*‘ John 
Bull in a Fog^'* and in which Messrs. Goschen, Etlands, Hills, 
Eathbone, Sewdegate, and Childers took part,— confusion got 
worse confounded, and light less visible than ever, — Sir Stafford 
accepted the suggestion to let the Report stand over till Monday 
when Mr. Whitbread will make his Motion as an Amendment. So 
my Lord B. will have his wish, after all ! 


FRIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

Being a Brief Becord of a few Winter-^seasonahle Visits to certain 
' Country Mouses, 

Yisit the Piest.— Chapter Y. 

Dinner ~ Party — Old County People — Mo Chance — Out of it — 
Description — Happy Thoughts — Apples — Potatoes — Animated. 
Discussion — ^ In teresting — Potato Topics -^Dearth — Sadness — 
Despair — Difference of Opinion — Sudden Change — Something 
Mew. 

I SOON tocoyer, “that, for thoroughly enjoying the conversation at 
JpssLXN Dyke’s table, I ought to have belonged to an Old Co^unty 
family . It being impossible to be elected as a Meniber of an Old 


County family on the spot, I am obliged to content myself with 
try mg to interest myself iu whatever subject Mrs. Lawxeigh Byrne 
is conversing about with Josslyn Dyke on her left, or attempting 
to beguile her into interesting herself in me, 

I dare say, that, apart from the Old County set, Mrs. Lawleigh 
Byrne would he delightful. But as one of the Old Otranty set, and 
mixed up in it, she seems unable to speak on any hut Old County 
topics. 

Dyke’s Aunt, 
on my 

, _ speak, in 

the same swim. I can’t swim, with this stream at least ; and so, 
figuratively, I sit on the hank watching the otiiers, and'wishing for 
some subject to he started that shaR be as a touch of nature to 
make the whole world kin. This means, on refleclion (fot 1 have 
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- plenty of time to reflect), tliat I want sometliing to be started that I 
can talk about. In fact, I ’m not quite sure, after my enforced 
silence, whether I shouldn't be glad to have all the talk to myself. 

My one chance is with Hosheoei), whom I had recognised as an 
aog.uaintance, whose life I had fondly imagined had been passed 
cMefly in London, and who therefore would be at home on con- 
genial matters, l*fot a bit. He is at this moment eloquent upon 
the merits of some archery parties and pic-nics, given by some well- 
known Old County People in the past summer ; and he and Miss 
Ayseord Synhe are comparing notes about the flirtations that took 
place on those occasions, the marriages that are on the tapis, 
the probability of the Eourth Light Something succeeding the 
Thirteenth Heavy Somethingelses at the garrison town, and the 
particular advantages or disadvantages of that change oi military 
contingent to this part of the county. 

Miss Synoe is a washed-out young Lady— a sort of “ symphony,” 
ia no colour in particular. She is not exactly tall, nor la&y, nor 
gawky, but long— a symphony in neutral tint, a note of w hist- 
lER^s long drawn out. Had I met her in one of the obscure pas- 
sages on The Mote, I should have taken her for the Eesident Grhost. 

iHampy Thought {all to myself, having no one to say it to)* Why is 
The MTote like one of Mr. Robert Browning’s poems ! Because it ’s 
full of obscure passages. Remember this, and ask it presently. 
Only if Mr. Robert Browning doesn’t happen to belong to one of 
their own Old County families, I don’t think there ’s much chance 
of my conundrum being appreciated.] 

Mr. Pelkin Wadd, the ex-Master in Chancery, at the other end 
of the table, is talking about the state of the roads and labourers’ cot- 
tages with Mr. Ayseord Synge, while Mr. Sandelands’ conversa- 
tion is entirely about Ashing, in which Mrs. Ayseord Synge appears 
to be deeply interested. 

There are only two subjects which seem, for a short time, to 
unite them all— one is Apples, and the other Potatoes. 

I think may venture on Apples, I try it with Mrs. Latoeigh 
Byrne, while for one moment there is a break in her conversation 
with JOSSLYN. 

“Is this a great apple - growing county?” I ask, with the 
deeply interested air of an inquirer into statistics. 

“Well,” she replies, with rather a defiant manner; apparently 
resenting my question as^ an impertinent curiosity about county 
matters that cannot possibly concern me, “this is not a cider 
country.” 

“ Oh,” I say, glad to find that I have succeeded in starting a 
subject for both of us, and beginning to feel for the first time that 
I have, as it were, at least a small stake in the county ; “not like 
Devonshire, then?” 

“Oh, not in the least!” she returns, with a supercilious smile, 
and turning the light of her eyes full on to me as though she were 
detecting an impostor, she adds, emphatically ; “not in the least bit 
like Devonshire ! ” 

If I yielded to impulse, for the mere sake of keeping up the con- 
versation, I should immediately rejoin, “Oh! then there’s no 
cream?” But, fortunately, this subtle remark of mine is pre- 
vented by Hosheord, who, addressing her from the opposite side 
of the room, observes, — “I hear it’s been a bad apple-year with 
you, Mrs. Byrne ? ” This brings up Mr, Rendlesham of Pikley, 
and then all the others. 

Rendlesham says, despairingly, “I can’t get apples anywhere,” 
as if he had lived on them all his life, and would die within a very 
short time if the supply wasn’t kept up. 

Every one pities Mr. Rendlesham. 

Mr. Synge wishes he had kept his apples tiU now. This sounds as 
if he regrets not having brought a lot i;of them in Ms pocket to eat 
Mmself, and let friends, have a few bites. Unfortunately it appears 
he sold them early at a very low figure. His tone is that of a man 
whom ruin is staring in the face. ^ 

Sandilands asserts, with the air of a man who is giving up life 
as one grand mistake altogether, that he had offered a fabulous sum 
per bushel for apples, but couldn’t get them. 

Dyke wishes he had known this last week, as he sent his last up 
to London and only got a very poor price for them. 

“ It ’s been the same with potatoes,” observes Pelkin 'Wadd. 

“Worse ! ” remarks Sandilands, moodily, 

“Have your potatoes been bad, Mr. Sandilands?” asks Mrs. 
Byrne, in a tone of intensely sympathising pity, leaning forward, 
and looking down the table at Mm. 

Sa^stdilands replies that “ he really can’t get a potato.” 

This is said with such an utter abandonment of all hope of ever 
etting a potato here or hereafter, that I wonder JosslynDyke 
oesn’t order Q-ool to put up whatever cold boRed ones are left from 
dinner for the poor potatoless man to take dway with Mm. 

[Happy Thought* ' Hood title for a country story— TAe Potatoless 
Man : a Tale of Mar A Times .'] 

JossLYN Dyke now joins in. 

“ You ’U never get any potatoes on your land,” he says, with an 
air of authority, ‘^untQ you use Dumpton’s Dressing.” 


Sandilands doesn’t beheve in Dumpton’s Dressing. Ho more does 
Ayseord Synge. The ladies are entirely against Dumpton’s Dress- 
ing. I should like to cut in with some pleasaniiy about their being 
stfll more against Dumpton’s Z7?^-Dressing, but I feel that anything 
of tMs sort would be out of place among the Old County famihes. 

Pelkin Wadd declares Ms belief in planting potatoes close 
together. TMs sounds sociable, and pleasant for the potatoes. 
Mrs. Byrne won’t hear of it. Her ^rdener, Dixon (they all nod^ as 
much as to imply, oh yes, we know Dixon), never plants closely. 

Rendlesham thinks Dixon ’ s right, but the secret of planting is 
to cut the potatoe in half, “ that,” says Rendlesham triumphantly, 
“ is the only safe way.” 

Sandilands begs his pardon : he has tried it. His advice is, “ Cut 
it into quarters. Then you may rely on a crop.” 

Rendlesham denies tMs warmly. Sandilands asserts it with 
equal warmth. 

Hosheord thinks that potatoes should be planted whole and close 
together. Mrs. Byrne says not whole, hut close, 

I ^ JOSSLYN Dyke insists upon Rendlesham’s plan with a modifica- 
tion. “ Cut them in half,” he says, “ but plant at good intervals.” 

“ Deep ? ” asks Synge. 

“ Oh, no, not deep ! ” cries Mrs. Byrne, appealing earnestly to 
Dyke. “ You don’t mean deep, do you Mr. Dyke ? ” 

Dyke is sorry to differ from the beautiful widow, but Ms candid 
^ opinion is in favour of depth for the potatoes. 

“Never deep, my dear Josslyn,” says Sandilands, smiling at 
such a preposterous idea. 

, “ It surely depends upon the soil,” observes old Mrs. Tupton, 

timidly. 

, It appears that whether they ’ve planted them deep or shallow, 

I whether they ’ve used Dumpton’s Dressing, or planted them widely 
or closely, the result is the same — they’ve got, they say, “ no pota- 
• toes— to speak of.” And yet they ’ve been speaking of them for the 
last half-hour. 

Apples and potatoes carry us right through dinner. Unfortu- 
^ natmy for me, I cannot recollect any good stories about apples or 
potatoes ; and knowing nothing about them, except as to methods of 
cooking them, and only one of eating them, I am obliged to listen. 

’ Suddenly, as if by the touch of a spring, the conversation changes 
entirely. Some one has observed that the best potato^round was 
by Cotley’s Farm; whereupon Rendlesham asks, “Who has got 
Cotley’s now ? ” 

Hobody seems to know. Pelkin Wadd has heard that it was in 
the market again, and Mrs, Ayseord Synge thinks that Mr. Hash 
of Saltend has bought it ; when Dyke turns to Hool, and observes— 

“ Hool, do you know who ’s got Cotley’s ! ” 

The Phantom Butler replies, solemnly, “ Ho one won’t take it 
now. Sir.” 

He says notMng more, but it is enough. Apples and potatoes 
have had their day. 

“ Ah, of course I ” exclaims Sandilands, suddenly remembering. 
“ It ’s next to The Hrange, and it ’s getting just as bad, they say.” 

“ ReaUy ! ” exclaims Mrs. Lawlbigh Byrne. 

“Yes, Mrs. Byrne,” says Miss Synge, in answer to the inquiry, 
“ it ’s quite true. * Ho one will live in the place.” 

My opportunity has arrived at last. 

“ Bad drainage ? ” I ask. 

“ Oh, not hing of that sort,” returns Mrs. Byrne, again resenting 
my interference in what may be considered as Confidential County 
Matters. “ That could be cured. But you know when a house once 
gets the reputation of being haunted, you can’t induce people to 
take it.” 

“ It ’s more than a reputation,” observes Josslyn Dyke, gravely. 
“It’s a fact.” 

We are all listening, and old Mrs. Tupton gives a perceptible 
shudder. 

RiaUIRIHH “RECTIFICATIOH.” 

Adulteration. Long Sermons. 

Auction of Livings, Metropolitan Railway perils. 

Braces. Out-ddor Statues. 

Butchers’ Bills. Painting— the Face. 

Circulars. Personalities, 

City Churches and Charities, Poor Incumbents. 

Dirty London Streets. Semi-Popery. 

Home-Rulers. Short Weight. 

“ Loaded ” Silks, Some Banks. 

Long Credit, Stimulants. 

Long Hours. * Strikes all round. 

Long Speeches in Parliament Thick Coffee, 
that lead to notMng. Thin Shoes. 

As Things Ho.— T he most unprofitable kind of drawing — drawing 
on India (paper). 




^POST EQTJITEMr^ 


A VOICE OP THE CHUHCH, 


“ Post eq^uitem sedet Atra Cura.”— Hoi^CE. 


To ride tlie Higk Horse is deliffttful, of course, 
For a rider of nerve and abundant resource ; 

To deny wbicb to Beit wuld be idle. 

Ho bungler is he whom a shy or a shock 
Is like to unsaddle ; a skilfuller look 
Never handled a whip or a bridle. 

The Steed appears thoroughly tamed to his hand, 


For a burst or a wait sweetly under Command, 
‘Reanonsive to ‘‘ ” or Steadv ! ” 


Responsive to “ JSoup-la or Steady ! ” 

The Rider, light-handed, and firm in his seat. 

Is a rare one to follow, a bad one to beat, 

And for every emergency ready. 

And yet Atra Cura sits somewhere behind, 

A menacing shadow, though dusk, undejSned, 

“With clutch like a storm-cloud impending. 

Ah, where might that rider not ride to, and what 
Mmht the pace, and the prizes, not be,^ were it not 
For that sorrel-faced Spectre attending ? 

Grim-jowled, unrelenting, he hangs in the rear, 
Tenacious as wolf on the track of a deer— 

A gruesome and bothering bogey. 

Hot angry defiance, not negligent scoff, 

Hor howling nor growling avSls to shake off 
That solemn and spectral old fogey. 

And now that a critical turn looms in sight; 

"Vith knee-grip on saddle and teeth clenching tight, 
The Rider gives heed to his going. 

For grim Atra Cura means mischief, of course ; 
AndRow it might end, if that mettlesome horse 
Should chance to take fright, there’s no knowing. 


Bear Mb. Potch, Bray Vicarage, 

KirowiNO that at this critical crisis it is the bounden duty 
of every oue to give the world the benefit of his opinions in print, 1 
choose you, Sir, as the channel whereby to convey mine. 

I need hardly say, Sir, that the Titnes has the benefit of my yearly 
subscription. That judicious paper never commits itself nor its 
readers to a course from which retreat is impossible. The Daily 
Telegraph is too decided, not to say violent, for my^taste ; and the 
Standard and Morning Post are so wedded to their convictions asj in 
Ihe present critical state of affairs, to be q.uite out of the question 
for a candid man with a mind faUy open to conviction. Of the 
Daily News I say nothing. aS; with its views so harshly pronounced 
against the present order of things, taking it in is out of the question. 


For the present I am satisfied to' pin my political faith to the Times 
alone, and sing, with a alight and merely verbal modification of my 
famous old creed : — 


“ To Church and Crown my loyalty 
No man shall e'er see falter ; 


And m Lord B. my faith shall he, 
Until the Times do alter I ” 


I am, Sir, Yours Truly, 

The Yioab op BBi.y. 


Spiritualism in St* Stephien’s. 


Amongst the ParHamentary straggles in prospect, one of not the 
least important is the yet undetermined Battle of the Vniiskeys, 


least important is me yet undetermined nattie ot tne w msKeys, 
Irish and Scotch* An Irish Member has already given notice of a 
motion for the Improvement of Spirits in Bond. To this, one of 


Scotland’s represenfiitives wiR perhaps move an Amendment deolar- 
iag that the best way to improve Irish spirits in bond would be 
transferring them to St. Patrick’s Purgatory. 



“POST EQUITEM!” 

“ BEHIND THE HOUSEMAN SITS BLACK CAKE ! ” 

At tlie next Election, the jieople of England wUl have to decide the question in what way they mB he goTemed.”— Gladstokb a< Cfreenwieh. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

tlie Chairman at 
Evans’s— 

20— in the hooks ” ; only it isn’t “ in the hooks,” hut “ in the Bas- 
tille.” And this Bastille is the Prison of Calvados, in France, not 
our old friend of the Terror in Paris. 

‘ ‘ FTo. 20 ” is the number of a cell in the Bastiile ; and the Authors, 
Messrs. JAlbert and Hatton, fully conscious of the vein of subtle 
humour they were working, and foreseeing how the audience, expect- 
ing a good thrilling serious melodrama, would he completely sold, 
might have thrown some little light on the subject by boldly styling 
their piece 

“No. 20;” 

or, Messrs. Albert and Hatton’s Sell/ 

The story (I beg to remind my reader that I have no programme, 
and must trust to a very imperfect memory for names, and to the 
correctness of my ear in this case) is this A young gentleman of 
the name of Ne^erwrong (it sounded like this), has left Calvados 
before the Play began — (oh, why did he return ?) — and he and his 
friend Daytoosh or Laytoosh — don’t know which, but anyhow 
a “ Toosh ; ” so, for safety, let us say “ Toosh ” — ^who had (Quitted 
Calvados at the same time, are both supposed to be dead. Too^Ti 
is a bold, bad man, and Ne'erwrong is a moderately bold, good man, 
and both return to Calvados just as the old Duke of Nemours^ a 
feeble Pantaloon, is being married to Miss Fowler, whose maiden 
name I did not catch, which is unimportant, as she is no sooner 
introduced than she changes, and becomes The Duchess, Well; 
The Duchess was in love with Ne^erwrong ; so that when Ne'erwrong 
turns up, and she i has to explain matters to him, Ne^erwrong is 
very much annoyed, and is on the point of leaving the house (because 
he is a good young man), when an eccentric ecclesiastic,— who 
has probably received theatrical “ orders,” — ^wearing, apparently, 


the bands of a modem English barrister, and round his waist a 
most obtrusive set of beads— rushes in, and informs everybody on 
the stage that the aforesaid old Pantaloon is dead, which is no 
more news to the audience than the aimouncement of the lamented 
decease of Her Majesty dueen Anne would have been. The fact 
is, that in a very well-painted front-scene, representing the cathedral 
cloister — at least I think so— we had seen that artful Toosh, as 
Clown, enticing his stupid old Pantaloon of a cousin, the Duke, 
behind a tombstone, where he slily induced him to stare at a cobweb 
up above, and. while thus, engaged, Toosh gave him his coup-de- 
grace with N&erwrong^s knife. ' How Too^h obtained Ne^erwrongh 
knife is a detail ; and Toosh being next-of-kin to the old Pantaloon 
(deceased), becomes jDwAc 

After a time, Ne^erwrong is condemned for the murder, and, when 
he is in prison. The Duchess contrives his escape, by sewing a rope 
into her crinoline, and making love to the Head Haoler of the Bastille 
— ^the biggest fool ever placed in such a responsible oj0S.ce— with whom 
she partakes of cake (pound cake, probably, as “in for a penny, in 
. for a pound ’’-cake), a slice of which, wrapped in a letter from The 
Duchess, this utterly idiotic Q-aoler. takes to Ne^erwrong, w^ho, for 
the time being, is occupying a cell the hars of which had oeen 
broken by a prisoner who has recently escaped^ evidently an ex- 
cellent reason for placing in it a condemned criminal of such im- 
portance as Ne^erwrong, Of course, Ne/erwrong takes the rope 


out of the crinoline (its removal from The Duchesses dress making 
no perceptible difference), climbs up to the broken bars, gets out 
—awful excitement— knocks a brick or a stone down, when, of 
course, the fool of a Q-aoler‘in the next cell says, “What’s that?” 
and, equally of course, The Duchess replies, “ Oh, nothing!” while 
she, keeping him with his back to the window, goes on to explain 
that it was only the windj or the cat, or something of the sort that 
has served as an excuse in melodramas from time immemorial, and 
is invariably accepted, as a perfectly satisfactory explanation of 
any startling noise, by gaolers, or warders, or officers on duty, far 
less stupid than is this, hopeless idiot, the Gaoler of the Bastille 
of Calvados. 

/Exeunt omnes, including the table, with candle, bottle, and cake 
on it, and the chairs — quite a spirituahstic siance effect this— and 
then everything is turned inside out, and we are on the ramparts. 
Ne^erwrong appears, still climbing— he jumps off a wall into the 
arms of some singing fishermen below— he is shot at by everybody 
who can get a gun, and weU missed by the whole party, when it 
suddenly occurs to the fool of ^a Gaoler to denounce the young 
j woman whom he had treated to cake and wine in the condemnea 
cell ; whereupon the young woman, on the point of being arrested 
by the soldiers, throws off her cloak, exclaims “ I am the Duchess 


we ’ve nothing to say. You can do as you like. Only why didn’t 
you tell us so before, and we ’d have let the young man out. Any- 
thing to oblige a Duchess I ” 

After this, Toosh takes more than is good for him, talks in his 
sleep, is overheard by the Priest, is advised to go to confession, and, 
being imaccustomed to private speaking, poor Toosh makes a muddle 
of it, and confesses to N^erwrong, wnOj somehow or .another, has 
got into a sort of brown domino, which is mistaken by the fuddled 
Toosh for a monk’s habit,— neither of them knowing much about 
the matter professionally. Then they meet at a Fancy Ball, where 
this fuddled penitent drops in, quite casually, as a good starting- 
point for a pilgrimage, and here, confronted with Ne^erwrong, he 
is accused oi the murder of that poor old Pantaloon, and at it they 
go, with two swords, hammer and tongs, sparks flying, steel clash- 
ing, until, of course, the bold bad man Toosh is run through the 
body, and, much to the delight of everyone on and off the stage, 
down goes Toosh, and down comes the Curtain,— and so ends Messrs. 
iiBERT AND Hatton’s Condemned Sell. 

Following the noble example of that bold, bad, inebriate Toosh, I 
joined a band of Canterbury Pilgrims, and on the first opportunity 
went to see Trafalgar at the Canterbury Hall. For the benefit of 
all intending Canterbury Pilgrims— and 1 trust there be many, 
the entertainment being well worthy of support — ^it is as well to 
state that Trafalgar commences at about 9 ’15, and is oyer easily 
by 11. The scenery, chiefly panoramic, by Mr. Hanns, is so good 
as to warrant the adaptation, in his favour, of Dr. Watts’s well- 
known line — 

** Tour little Hanns was neyer made ** 
to do anything else but the very best scene-painting^ 

Unfortunately, \ my Canterbury Pilgrim companion was^one of 
those gentlemen who know everything; and in the absence of a 
programme (by which I subsequently corrected his historical and 
geographical information), he described, with singular maccuracy, 
each of the scenes as they appeared. First, there was a ship at 
anchor. This, my friend said, was The Redoubtable, of course^ it 
wasn’t ; it was The Victory, Then followed a capital representation 
of the same ship, in the vicinity of a volcanic mountain. “ That,” 
said my friend, positively, “is ,^tna.” (It was Stromboli.) Then 
we came to an island, wmch he assured me was “ Gibraltar.” He 
knew it, he had been there. It was so like, that he applauded hear- 
tily. It turned out to be the island of Madeira. After this, came a 
scene at Gibraltar, which, of course, he was certain ^ was Malta. 
“Gib,” to judge by the sparkling ballet-dance taking place in 
one of the mala thoroughfares, must have been a very pleasant 
though perhaps rather dangerous place to be quartered at. 

The great effect is, of course, reserved to the last — ^the scene on 1 
board uie Victory battle of Trafalgar. Die boy who played 

Nelson is, evidently, deeply impressed with the dignity of the charac- 
ter, and the great responsibility of the situation. He never loses^ his 
presence of mind for a second. In the midst of the terrific blazing, 
banging, cracking of musketoy, and explosion of firework shells, he 
is only concerned for the honour of England, and anxious to see 
that Mr. Yilliers, his manager, shall not be disappointed in lbs 


The fatal shot strikes the hero, who is carried helow. On his 
death the Curtain falls, to enthusiastic cheering; and Trafalgar 
must be as great a success for the Canterbury, as the battle itself 
I was for England. * . 

, I saw the boys, after their work,^ making pell-meB for th^ 
dressing-room0> all in a hurry, all excited, all— except Nelson, who 
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THE LAST GRIEVANCE. 

Emxe-BAr {iridignaMly). ** Is otte oppbissed Counthrt always to be in 

THE MiNOBITEB, Mr. !FlANAGAN ? Ol SEE HERE, BE THE LONNDON PeEPORS, 
THAT AMONG THESE GlaSGOW BaNK SHAREHOLDERS, WHOILB ENGLAND AND 
Scotland are largely intherested, Oireland is only ripeisinted by a 
BEGGARLY TwO, SORR 1 ! ” 


AE APPLAGDINa POPULACE. 

A CERTAIN book haYing been condemned, and confis- 
cated, on a Magistrate’s conviction for immoralitY, 670 
copies of it were seized by the Police. The conviction 
having been subsecinently quashed by the Court above on 
a point of law, the owner of the books the other day, at 
Bow Street, obtained an order for their restoration. Ac- 
cording to a Police report : — 

“On leaving the Court the complainant ordered a cab and 
presented an order for immediate execution to Inspector 'Wood, 
by whom they were at once given up. A mob cheered the com- 
plalnaiit as he left the Police Station,’’ 

The mob nsnally assembled in front of a PoHce Station 
appears to be one which empathises very particularly 
with the passengers in Ser Majesty’s omnibus— the 
Police- van. 

In the foregoing instance the mob cheered the com- 
plainant not because they supposed him to have been 
wrongfully convicted of disseminating pernicious litera- 
ture, but because they believed him really to have com- 
mitted that offence, and were glad that he had succeeded 
in evading the law. So mobs cheered the Claimant not 
because ttiey thought him the rightful heir, hut, on 
the contrary, considered him a bold impostor and a tho- 
roughgoing scoundrel whom^ as one of their own order, 
they wished to succeed in foisting himself into a fine old 
English family. Such mobs are of course not to be 
confounded with the British Public which attends the 
Houses of Parliament, and cheers the political leaders 
on both sides, Ministerial and Opposition. Else, what 
should we have to think of onr greatest Statesmen ? 

The cheers which testified an acq^uaintance^ with the 
hooks above indicated, and admiration of their author, 
certainly show that education has penetrated the lowest 
stratum of Society. But is this exactly a cheering” 
matter ? 

The Attraction at Her Majesty’s. 

a Scoichmmi . 

Days of new lights oot-shawing, 

And unexpected forces, 

How we see Car-men drawing, 

Instead o’ Carmen’s horses I 


A Toast por the Times. — ^M ay John Bull never 
become John Bully. 


came last, walking with grave dignity, and apparently unconscious 
I of the admiration of the spectators who happened to he present. 
His demeanour was precisely the same off, as it had been on the 
stage, and not one jot of Ms earnestness, nor of Ms manly hearing, 
was abated. It must he of such stuff that our great Actors are 
made. Is that his future career ? Hobody on the Stage has for a 
long time interested me more than did tMs hoy Nelson who played 
so well for “ England, Home, and Beauty” in the private-boxes. 

I find I was wrong last week in attriouting Les Fourchambaults 
to M. Sardou, instead of M. Emxle Augier. After the produc- 
tion of the adaptation called The CrisiSy at the Haymarket, I 
read in Daily Telegraphh(m ^‘the difS.cult task” (that is, of 


adapted a Erenoh play! As Poe’s Raven said, “Nothing more.” 
If byli^. Albert’s “ boldly undertaking ” the adaptation, is implied 
that Ms knowledge of French is limited, then of course the critic is 
right in^ complimenting Mm on Ms audacity in tackling a play 
written in a comparatively unknown tongue. Half-hours with the 
best Dictionaries would he a task requiring all the “ boldness,” all 
the “ manliness,” and aHthe “gra: 5 pling” irons in the adapter’s 
possession. The expression offers a hne opportunity for a Cartoon, 
or a Leighton-like statue— “ Albert grappEngwithXesFbwrcAam- 
hauUs,^^ Magnificent ! There could be a companion picture show- 
ing “ Mr. Albert grappling with Mr. Hatton in the Condemned 
Sell, No. 20.” Both charming notions for the Academy. Recom- 
mended. Mr, Albert should also “manfully grapple” with the 
same subject for a ballet at the Alhambra, and oafl it Zes Four 
Sham Beaux. Suggested gratis T)y Toub BasPEESEiraATOT. 

P.S.— TMs week Mr. Sms Reeves is singing at Covent Garden in 
Tom Tug^ Guy Mannering^ and the Beggav^s Opera. Such a 
chance shouldn’t- he lost. Advice to Cattle Show-ers. The Sub- 
scription list for the ComSdie Frangaise Performance next June at 
the Gaiety is fuU. Good* 


AN IRISH EDUCATOR. 

Punch is always pleased to do justice to modest merit. He is glad 
to bring from under its local bushel of Cork an Irish eduoatio:^! 
light wMoh deserves the colossal candlestick of his columns. He 

g .ves the programme verbatim, excep^t the name,^ which he withholds 
om regard to the modesty of this Irish phoenix — 8i monumentum 
queens Corcubium circumspice ! 

Education.— The Principal of the Science and Music School, Cork, 
begs most respectfully to inform the Public that Ms spacious, commo- 
dious, and well-ventilated School for Select Male and Female Pupils is taste- 
fully and expensively furnished with Globes, Maps, Quadrant, Scales, Com- 
passes, &c., &c. It also contains an Ancient Irish Harp, which, according to 
the expressed opinions of Antiquarians and Historians, Brien Borough 
played his grand March on at tne memorable Battle of Clontarfi a Violin, 
Pianoforte, Harmonium, Comet, Flutes, Concertina, &c. He also b^s to say 
that his Evening Classes are constantly open for Clerks, Mechanics, Captains, 
Civil Engineers, &c. Candidates for the Civil Service, Excise, Constabulary, 
&c,, will find it their interest to read of Mm, as not one that did so ever 
failed. — J. C. also gives lessons in the Vernacular, or Irish Language, French, 
Latin, &o. All pupils warranted to learn, or the money thankfully retuumd. 
Visiting Tuitions attended. All quarterly payments made in advance. For 
Terms apply at the School.’’ 


CANINE CANONISATION. 

At the late National Dog Show, Birmingham, a second prize was- 
awarded to “Mr, Abbott’s Fatrich .^^ A rare name for a do?, 
that of the national Saint of Ireland I Give a dog a good name, and 
call Mm St. Patrick or any other Saint in the Calendar. What an 
honour to the dog, if not a compliment to the Saint I 


A Soldier in the Ritualist Ranks who won’t obey his 
Superior Officees. — Private Judgment. 
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RECENT IMPROVEMENTS IN SCIENCE. 

The Chrysophone. All Musicians are aware that the timbre, or 

QUALITY OE THE YOIOE, DEPENDS CHIEFLY ON THE CONSTRUCTION OF THE ORAL 
AND NASAL CAVITIES ; THE NOSB AND PaLATE ACTING AS SoUNDING-BOARDS, SO 
TO SPEAK, TO THE KOTE ORIGINATED IN THE LaRYNX. A WELL-PROPORTIONED 

Chrysophone makes the most ordinary Yoicb as far superior to Grisi’s or 
Mario’s as theirs were to the croaking of Progs, and, by its means, 
THE tenth-rate SUBURBAN AmATEUR, SINGING THE LAST MUSIO-HaLL BALLAD, 
CAN PLUNGE THE COLDEST AND MOST CULTIVATED AUDIENCE INTO IMPASSIONED 
EOSTACIES, AND CAUSE THE TeAR TO FLOW FROM THE EYE OF EVEN THE PRO- 
FESSIONAL Critic. 

KB.— The Chrysophone can be so adapted to the Human Face as to 
appear a natural PROLONGATION OP THE HoSE AND MoUTH, AND SO COLOURED 
AND DECORATED AS TO BE THE REVERSE OF UNSIGHTLY. 

(Chrysophones made to order for Soprano, Contralto, Tenor, and 
Bass. 85, Fleet Street, E.C.) 


PHHCH r. PHGEBTJS. 

Will the gentle >eader cast a contemplative eye upon the following 
annoimcements ? 

“ The Last Days of Hovembbr. — The BegMtrar-Greneral reports that during the 
last seven days of ITovemher the duration of registered bright sunshine in London was 
four hours and six minutes.” 

“Just Published, JPunch's Focket^Booh for 1879.” 

Half an hour of sunshine daily is indeed a paltry pittance. But the medi- 
tative mind may find food for sweet refiection in the next announcement 
quoted. Just when the days are at their darkest, JPunch produces his Pocket- 
Book. More brilliant than the electric light, its pages illumine the ^lopm of 
the season, and intellectually dazzles the mental eye. *^Ofortunatos mmiumf ” 
0 too happy Britons ! who, when Phoebus fails to shine, may rely for their en- 
rlightenment on their never-failing Punch ! 


IN THE MAJOE KEY. 


Mr. Punch has been requested to publish the fol- 
lowing correspondence. He prints it for what it is 
worth, without vouching for its authenticity : — 

House of Commons, ^th December^ 

Mr. Punch, Sorr, 

I WOULD have you know, Sorr, that the follow- 
ing epistles are a true copy of letters I have received. 
If I do not see them in your next number, I will be after 
annihilating you. So be careful. 

Yours, defiantly. 

The Major. 

P.S. Will you tread upon the tail of my coat P 
I. 

Professor Huskin presents his compliments to Major 
O’Gorman, and begs to inform him that he (the Pro- 
fessor) has never accused him (the Major) of “haying 
fiung a bottle of whiskey in the face of the British 
Public.” Major O’Gorman has been misinformed. 


n. 

Lord Beaconsfield presents bis compliments to Major 
0’ Gorman, and can find no resemblance between the 
career of the Major, and the adventures of the purely 
imaginary hero of Lothaire, However, Lord Beaoons- 
piEiiD has requested some of the Gentlemen who are 
kind enough to assist him in the management of public 
affairs, to read the K’ovel, with a view to the discovery of 
the likeness to which exception has been taken. Should 
Major O’ Gorman have cause of complaint, Lord Bea- 
CONSPIELD will have much pleasure in tendering him his 
apologies. 

ni. 

Mr. Gladstone begs to inform Major O’ Gorman in 
reply to his note, that although he (Mr. Gladstone) has 
spoken and written about some millions of subjects, how 
many millions he will not charge himself with the re- 
sponsibility of defining, he has never to his knowledge 
made any allusion in writing, or by word of mouth, to 
Major 0’ Gorman. 

rv. 

The Emperor of Russia has never treated Major 
0’ Gorman with intentional discourtesy. Should the 
Major have any doubt upon the subject, the Emperor 
will he glad to see him. The Major, on crossing the 
frontier, will he kind enough to give his name, and ask 
for the train to Siberia. 

V. 

The Sultan of Turkey begs to assure Major 0’ Gor- 
man of his friendship. The^ Sultan would he glad to 
borrow a hundred pounds, if Major 0’ Gorman knows 
anybody having that sum to advance, 

VI. 

The Khedive of Egypt, so far from laughing at Major 
0’ Gorman, would he oi^ too delighted to substitute the 
Major for Mr. Rivers Yvilson, i£ the latter gentleman 
would only consent to go. 

. TU. (first letter.) 

Ho. You have been humbugged by some wag. Who 
are you ? (Signed) Yon Bismarck. 


(second letter.) 

I can’t. 1 have promised Jmy wife never to fight again. 
Besides, it ’s unlucky. ' „ ^ 

{Signed) Yon Bismarck. 

(third letter.) 

So gut ! Shall he happy to meet you in a whiskey- 
drinking bout. {Signed) Ton Bismarck. 

And so the correspondence ends. 


Crood UTews for Schools. 

Our boys who are labouring at hexameters and penta- 
meters need some encouragement in their dreary task. 
They wiH, therefore, hau with delight, especially as 
Christmas is approao]tog, the prospect of such a splendid 
reward for their pains as is neld out to them in the 
announcement, by public advertisement, of first 
Cheque-Book for Latin Yerse Makers.” 
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MR. PUNCH'S OWN ANNUAL. 

PuBLiCA-TiON of Chapters T. to XXXVIII. woEld be superfluous 
as they do not differ materially from any other Christmas Annual. 
The general purport of the story may be gathered from the follow- 
ing “ headings,’^ which are taken haphazard from the page of 
contents : — 

The Deed in the Dead of Night — Why Major Marhrooh Murdered 
Mis Brother - in - Lato^ s Cousin — Maudes Lovers — The Cup of 
Poisoned Tea — The White Lady ^pears to Blanche in the 
Burned Summer-Mouse — Face to Face 1— In the Toils! — The 
Blood Stains on the Meys — Lawyer Capias Gets a New Client 
— Gimlet, the Detective — Mow the Good Ship Britannia^^ 
Lost a Cahin-Passenger on the Voyage Out — The Proceed- 
ings at Bow-Street — The Major's Last Move — Chech ! — Check- 
mate ! — Begina versus Marhrooh^ <§'c.j <^c.j (^" 0 , 

Chapxee XXXIX. AND Last. — The Volume Bound in Bed, 

HE six months had passed. 
The G-range had been re- 
built, and no one (not even 
the Officers of the Insurance 
Company) suspected that 
the Countess had been the 
incendiary. The tragical 
causes of the old Oeneral’s 
suicide were half forgotten. 
Sir Peecival^s bigamy was 
only remembered as a nine 
days^ wonder. It was sum- 
1| mer time again in the bou- 
doir of Camberwell Castle. 

Emily, the cold, proud 
Lady Emily, was seated in 
a luxurious fauteuil^ turn- 
ing over the costly leaves 
of ner j ewel-covered photo- 
yjj graph-book. 

^ /T wish I could care for 
him,’’ she murmured, as 
- ' her dark, lustrous eyes 

rested upon the portrait of 
an exceedingly handsomelyoung man ; “but no— it cannot be ! He 
is not my eqtual in talent. What is birth without education ? ” 

The question was never answered, for at this moment the doors of 
the boudoir were flung open, and three domestics, in gorgeous livery, 
announced the approach of her ladyship’s father. 

“You may leave us,” said the Marquis, addressing his obsequious 
retainers ; then turning to his daughter, “ Emily,” he said, 
“we are once more alone. Tell me, are you prepared to marry 
Plantaq-bnet?” 

She hesitated and trembled. Her cheeks were" now red as fire, 
now pale as snow. Giving her a few minutes to recover her com- 
posure (the Marquis had been trained in the Diplomatic Service), 
the sagacious ola Cabinet-Minister continued, — 

“ Surely this marriage is an excellent idea. Plantaoenet f rom 
every point of view will be a most desirable parti, l^y do you 
object to him ? ” 

“His birth ” faltered Emily, 

“Is nobler than our own. Hot only is he a Duke (a small matter 
in these days), but his ancestors were settled in Britain long before 
ours. Do you not know that a chief of bis name and lineage was the 
first to invite Julius Cjesae to an oyster supper ?” 

. “Yes, in b.c. 55,” Emily was forced to admit, for she was equally 
well up in her Freeman and her Dehrett, Then, plucking up 
courage, *‘Dear father, darling father,” she murmured, coaxingly, 
“ he IS awfully behind the times. He has positively no conversa- 
tion ! ” 

“Is that all ? ” replied the Marquis, with a smile of relief. “ My 
dearest child, he has greatly improved since you last saw him. But 
you shall judge for yourself. I will send hiTn to you.” 

Eive minutes later, the handsome young Duke was standing before 
her. The father had given place to the lover. 

“You wished to test my knowledge of current events,” said the 
graceful young noble, without the slightest embarrassment. ‘ ‘ I fl-m 
ready to imdergo your examination.’^ 

, * * Vou give me the names of the Aldermen who have not passed 

the Chair ? ” asked the proud beauty. 

“Indeed I can.” And he promptiy enumerated them. 

I “Eight!” she replied, rather surprised., “And what do you 
[ know about the Metropolitan Board of Works ? ” 

“A great deal.” And on the heels of the question came a yapid 
summary of the duties of the Board, its debt, its rating powers, the 
names of its Engineers, its Chairmen of Committees, anil the titles 
and services of its Chairman. 


“And the most interesting facts in relation to our ovm and other 
Governments?” 

“Certainly.” And he rapidly gave her the names, weights, 
and colours of our own Eoyal Eaimly, Foreign Sovereigns, and 
Heads of their Governments, the Gueen’s Ministers, and Ambassa- 
dors at home and abroad. He threw off an alphabetical list of the 
Members of the House of Commons, and sketched the legislation of 
1878. Then he dashed into the eclipses of 1879, and wound up with 
a list of the principal Insurance Offices in London. An intelligent 
summary of the agricultural statistics of Great Britain followed, 
writh the numbers of our shorthorn cattle, the produce of the French 
vineyards du premier cru, and the shipwrecks on the British coasts. 
After touching Eghtly on the subjects of deck-loading and cargo- 
lines, the National Lifeboat Institution, and the Post-Office Orphan 
Home, he discussed, at some length, the prospects and advantages 
of codification. Then, after a compendious sketch of the mysteries 
of Ouarter Sessions, Assessed Taxes, Excise Licences, and Htamps, 
he was beginning a list of our Colonial Governors 

“ Stop, stop ! ” cried Lady Emily, now thoroughly exhausted, 
“I had no idea ” 

“ That I knew so much ? But I know a great deal more,” 

“ I believe you,” she replied, with a smile. “ Can you relate any 
amusing stories ? ” 

“I can,” he returned. And he repeated a selection of brilliant 
jeux d' esprit, 

“ You have conquered,” she said at last, giving him her hand. 
“ But what has worked this wondrous change ? ^ From^ what source 
did you obtain this enormous mass of information, this marvellous 
pot-pourri of vtit and soKd knowledge ? ” 

“X owe everything to this delightful and useful little volume,” 
he replied, imd, kissing her hand, he gave her Me. Punch’s 
Poceet-Book eoe 1879. 


SOME CHRISTMAS BOOKS EOIl CHILDREN. 

Beavo! Geoege Eoutlbdge and Sons, specially the Sons, and 
their Sons’ Sons, and “may they,” as Mr. Jeefeeson’s Bip Van 
Winkle says, “ live long and hrosber,” How pleasant is the sight 
of all these Christmas Books for the Young, and how unpleasant is 
the prospect of the Butcher’s Book, the Baker’s Book, the Candle- 
stick Maker’s Book, and the Banker’s Book, which are the Christ- 
mas Books for the Old I 

The Bahy*s Bouquet, By Waltbe Ceane. Of course a com- 
panion to the Bahy^s Opera of last year, or the year before that— 
which? No matter; that was an excellent notion, and this is a 
notion still more excellent. It is a fresh Bunch— not a Mother 
Bunch, but a young Daughter Bunch — of old rhymes and tunes, 
arranged and decorated in such a way by Walter Crane as only 
could enter into his (Waltee) Cranmm, English rhymes, French 
rhymes, and German rhymes. There is a picture of our old friend 
Polly [putting the kettle on, and Sukey, her twin sister, taking it 
off agam. Then there is Ft moi de yri/en courir^ with the song of 
the Cuckoo y and the song of the Canards, which, by the way, is 
“ Cancan, cancan, cancan, possibly the harmless ori^nal of the 
dance that has brought so many gay and festive si)irits into trouble 
with the police. We should like to have seen the “ Bonne 
Mistoire^^ there also, supposed to be the original of Mr. W. M. 
Thackeeay’s Little Billee, 

Dear old John Gilpin^ s Bide was never better illustrated than it 
is this year by Mr. R. Caldecott, who has also furnished The 
Mouse that Jack Built with a new series of pictures. The last is, of 
this set, the hook for children. It is full of fun ; and that picture 
where the sly Dog, after successfully worrying the unfortunate Oat, 
is seated, s mi l in g to himself in a self-satisfied manner, in happy 
^orance of the proximity of a terrible Nemesis in the shape of the 
Cow with the Crumpled Horn, is inimitable. 

One hone we must pick with the author of Children^ Theatricals 
for daring to alter the name of Blue Beard's wife. Instead of Fatima 
he calls her Belinda ! After this one hreatbes again to find that no 
such headless liberties have been taken with Sister Anne, Messrs. 
pLANCHfi and Dance, -who cast their extravaganza of BluS Beard 
in France, made the terrible three-tailed Bashaw into Baron AhomS- 
lique, and his wife was Fleurette, The legend, as every one knows, 
being of French origin, Messrs. PLANOHi and Dance’s change 
was legitimate. Besides, that was written not for children, but for 
the stage. But oh, Mr. Keith Angus, you should have paused ere 
you disturbed the^ ancient tradition, and ventured to educate the 
rising generation in the belief that Blue Beards wife was named 
Belinda I 

The Dotee3ence between RiruALisTS and Rationalists.— 
Only literal. The one areLatitudinarians— the other Attitudinarians. 

The Newest way of Putting it. — Fiat Imperium — ruat JustiUa, 


isr To OoBBmpoiTDBirTS.— 2%e Bditwr does not hold MmsefT^tid to aekn^ledge, return, or pagfor ConMbutione, Innoeauean these he returned unless accompanied bp a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies Aould he ' 
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That the nohs prig their patter from ours you. may see 
by their plays and their books, 

And the lingo that ’s used by jFitzpoodle ’s inwented by 
Snobktns or Snooks. 

It is true, when their own sort arelisten in, they mayn’t, 
p’raps, speak out c[uite so strong, 

But, on the Q;.T., bless yer ’art ! We all do it” ’s the ! 
general song ; j 

They crib fromhus “cads,” my dear boy! Swells | 
ain’t got much inwention, you see ; 

But to set up our style and then out us, is aU bloomin’ 
fiddlededee! | 

If they don’t like our lay, let ’em sMft. But, no fear, 
they ’re too fond of our game. 

If yer want to cold-shoulder your pals, and live up to 
their style all the same, 

“ Eeep it dark 1 don’t be wulgar or wilent ! ” in course is 
the mealy-mouthed cry ; 

But you’ll only gueer flats in that fashion, the sharp sort 
is bound to be fly. 

Still you and me ’re in it, my pippin, and critics as calls 
me a Cad 

P’raps feel that they ’re tarred with my brush, and it ’s 
that, I suppose, makes ’em mad. 

It ain’t all a matter o’ varnish, nor yet of the shiners you 
carry ; 

If my views and my tastes make me Cad, there are lots of 
big Swells like Yours, 

^ ’Aehy. 


CIVIC PESTIVITIES. 

[l^Tom mr Special JReporter.) 

“ Black ^Monday” has been long a by-word in the 
City, and there is reason to suppose that Monday, the 9th 
hit*, win be remembered as “White Monday”— a day 
deserving to be marked with the whitest of white stones. 
Though not announced as a Bank Holiday, it was vir- 
tually observed as such, for business seemed to be sus- 


A SELL. 

“’Ere’s a pretty go, Bill! See this ’ere Book? It’s called ‘a Life 

OF PNTiiARCH,’ THE VERT OsS AS ME AND YOU ’S BIN A LATIN OP OUB MONET 

ON SO FREE ! And slowed ip I ain’t bin an’ giv ’Arf-a-Crown fob it ! ” 
“Well, what then 

“Why, it^s all aboxtt a sloomin^ PoetP^ 

^AEET ON HIMSELF. 

Beab Charlie, 

I got your last line. It ’s some time since I dropped one to you, 

And I guess, my dear boy, you ’ll be thinking my answer is just upon due. 

What you said about me was most flatt’ring ; I fancy I ham getting known, 

And, in course, notoriety ’s nice, though it brings nasty knocks of its own I 

Fools say that ’s the fate of all fame, and I reckon for once, they ’re 0. E. ; 

There is lots has their knives in me, Charlie — ^that cackle o’ mine on the Play 
Poked hup the Philistians a few ; but, lor’ bless yer, the duffers don’t twig, 

I must learn elocution, I see, and go in for the clerical rig. 

Wot next ? Mayn’t a cove give it mouth ’cos his patter ain’t up to Pall MaU ? 
Nor sport the straight tip on the fashions, except d la Sixpenny Swell P 
The Perlite ’s werry well in its way, and it covers a lot. I’ve no doubt, 

But it’s cads that like double intenders as nags me acos 1 speak hout. 

I do ’ate a Cad, and no error ! The out-and-out Swell is my form ; 

I like my high jinks, like my egg-’ot, mixed stiff, rayther spicy, and warm ; 

I ’m dead on the high lardy-dardy, I loathes a straight-lacer or saint, 

Forren games, G-xadstone’s gabble, and Eads,— and wot fust-rate form if that 
am’t ? 

Some have called me a Cad ! I did ’ope as that old hit of ’umhug was stale. 

It ought to been snuffed out, I think, since the Nohs took to foller our trail. 

Our sentiments match to a moral ; and as for yer grammar and stuff, 

’Tain’t a haitch or a bar more or less makes a party a snob or a rough. 

I say it is mean on one’s pals to come down on a chap like this ’ere ; 

It ’s discouraging, ’selp me ! My views is the fashion, that ’spuffeckly clear. 

In politics, love-larks, amusements, I ’m with the Top Ten to a T, 

And it ’s too bad because I ’ve just said so, to turn the cold shoulder on me ! 

As to slang, and siKong language, and so on, objections to them is all stuff ; 

What are they but an anticipation— to-morr Sr’s swell-slang in the rough ? ] 


It narciiy need, oe saia, was tne aay or Mr, Jrunchfs 
Almanack^ which was as usual welcomed everywhere 
with rapturous shouts of mirth, and applause. The 
Stock Exchange was literally convulsed on the occasion, 
and a similar effect was produced in Lombard Street, at 
the Custom House and Lloyd’s. The effect upon the 
joke market had probably been discounted by certain 
knowing speculators ; but it was observed that several 
bad puns were withdrawn from circulation, and that 
Mr, Punches hon-mots were freely quoted even after 
business hours. 


A Professional View of Things. 

The Corporation of London, faithful to an ancient 
custom, have within the last few days, presented “ pieces 
of flne livery cloth of four-and-a-half yards each ” — not 
to the Lord Mayor’s state footmen — but to certain great 
OfSloers of State, including the Lord Chancellor, the 
Lord Chamberlain, the Lord Chief Baron, and the Master 
of the Bolls. What the other lucky recipients of the 
Civic hroad-cloth did with their gifts has not come to 
light, hut the Lord Chancellor forthwith telegraphed for 
his tailor and gave him injunctions fox a Suit in Chancery. 


^^Much Cry and Little Wool.” 

Parliament called together ; 

Long speeches ; papers bulky ; 
And all to settle the question 
When the Ameer turned sulky! . 


True Hosfitaxity (Punch\s Advice to Bristol),' 
“ Welcome the coming, speed the parting Guest.” 


A DOUBTEUL RECOMMENDATION. 

Brown., The concern ’s as safe as the Bank. 
Jems, Comparisons are odious. 


VOL. IMV, 
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soLOTr^^H a dreary and f^fl-rTrli-n p 
week# Poff out of doors and 

Tk 1* T IT 1 


AxXWVll Uvv^vc^ • 1 ® WM,W WJ. UWiB ajULU. 

A\v\^ ^Parliament. In Lords and 

vSvvv^ Commons muoli bandying of 

/Hr Personalities, little discus- 

xW sionofpolicies. Fourspeeckes 

V y M r’Esrl Gmrfs, Gladstone's 
S- peroration, Geant 
D uip's, and above all Lord 
HAETEsraTON’s— rise above 
tbe dead level, biigktening 

^ prompt the more polent plead- 

_ Monday, Dec. 9 fXordsk— Lor^l 


suimlus of £2,136,000, including £1,500,000 of new taxes (levied, 
provide an insurance fund against famine), 
and JOT J^s year me war wasn't likely to cost above a million or 
vr the money ready ; and the Government wouldn't 

oe obuged to face the odium of increased Income-tax. All we 
wanted was a good Afghan frontier. In 1873 we ought to have 
gepped in at the Ajkebe's request to defend Afghanistan against 
ifpETHBEOOK and the Gladstone Cabinet shirked 
AMEEE^as leaned from England 
and to Enssia, rill^ at last he has filed his cup of offence to over- 
^y reaving a Eussian Envoy and refusing to receive an 
En^sh one. We can^tand that. Masterful activity must replace 
^^erly inactivity. We must thrash the Akeee into a friendly 

on. If we didn't lick Mm, our 
presti^ was forfeited, our Empire as good as gone. 

that the House while ready to grant the 
^ Afghan mess, regrets that we ever 

iBA3ltoi the Government. For 

along with the iighans without 
ngntiner. and so wfiTmcnt hnuro wvmi rt-M u'^ v-x 


tte of ae 

penal, 8oitimghtl)eaigned6lioTiIdl)eit8expeingo. ButI^,Ii^ 


— T T j T “ wooiou' 1 agree to tow. tney 

sent out Lord Lrraoir, who urotild do as he ^ hid. Where 
were we going to ? 4he farther we pushed our oocupatioii, 
T IT^ '7®^^ be, M we had annexed Afghsmetan 
A ^ fane wia Eusaa, and with 200,000 fighting 

Afghans for enemies on our luBids b^dei -o 
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Lord Laweence rang the changes on the same air. Thongjh we 
oan^t allow Russia to establish herself as supreme in Afghanistan, 
it would he the worst policy to leave our present honndaries and 
anticipate the attack or Russia. He believed his own policy had 
been the wisest, and would like to see it reverted to. The main 
cause of the war was the determination to make the Ameee swallow 
English Envoys. 

Lord Deebt gave a candid remmi of the reasons in favour of the 
Government policy, and then of his reasons for voting against them. 
He thonght the war would he expensive, and might have been 
averted by a little diplomacy and forbearance. 

The Dnke of Someeset said India was worth the money, 

.Lord Oaectaevoe' thought the Government policy unsound and 
unjust. 

Lord Hapiee and Etteick did not think India ought to pay, but 
would support the Government— that is, vote for India’s paying. 

Lords atpute and ABEEDEEisr gave their reasons the other way. 

{ Commows, )““Mr. Whitbeeae (why not Lord HAETXNGTOiir ?) 
moved an Amendment to the Address, disapj^rovin^* of the course 
which has led to the War, Proclaiming his intention of confining i 
himflfilf to the past (more ’s the pity I),^ he overhauled the Big Blue 
i Book logically and lengthily, contending that the poHoy of non- 
intervention had kept the peace, till Lord Saxisbtot took to forcing 
Briidsh Envoys on the Aisaeee. In fact, we had forced the Ameee 
into the Bear’s hug. ^ Our q[uarrel was mth Russia, but we had hit the 
Ameee, after first picking a q^uarrel with him. Lord SALiSBUEr m 
his answer to the Duke of Aeotle last year, had misled the Opposi- 
tion and the country. 

Mr. Dnder-Seoretary Staithope repHed for Government. He 
denied that the Ameee’s quarrel was against the reception of our 
Envoys. He rather liked it. The only difference between Lord 
SAmBUET and Lord JSToETBCBEooEwas as to the when they should 
be sent. Lord Hoethbeook would have waited tiU the Eusnans 
were at Merv. Lord Saiisbuet thought it wise to be beforeh^d 
with them. T^en the door was shut in our Empire’s face, prestige 
bound us to kick it open. 

Mr. Teeteetast gave reasons for thinking that if there wa$ 


danger, we would he safer on this side the mountains than in the 
wastes and wilds of Afghanistan, ever so far from our base. 

Mr. Marten said the war had been forced on the Government. 

Mr. Chambeelaen said the Government had forced on the war, 
and hoodwinked the country. 

Mr. RmBEr said it was all the short-sightedness of the late 
Government that had brought about the war. 

Mr. Poesxee said it was all the over-bearing of the present 
Cabinet, We had put the Amee in a cleft stick by msisting on his 
reception of our Envoys. What would the Opposition do f Make 
peace as soon as possible, and satisfy the Ameee that we meant to 
recur to the Lawbeitce and Hoethbeooe policy. ^ i 

Erom all which it wiU be seen that^he night’s talk was a series | 
of assertions by each side in the teeth of the other, with no prospect 
of coming nearer any clear or certain conclusion either as to past 
facts, present course, or future policy, if the fi.re of imputations 
and impressions was kept up till the day of judgment. 

Tuesaapr (sLordfs). — E^l Grey opened the debate with the 
weightiest words spoken since the row began. Call him orotohetty 
if yon like ; he often gets the right sow by the ear, and to Punches 
thinking, had it to-night. He said — 

Teais ago there were great fears of Eitsaian infiuen.ce on Afghanistan ; and 
the Government of that day did a very unhappy thing— they engaged in a war 
with Afghanistan. It will be found by correspondence which passed at that 
time that, though a Minister, I was averse from that mode of seeMng to pro- 
tect our interests in India. At that time I argued, as I ar^e now, that ‘^o 
real mode of protecting those interests and protecting Britim India from in- 
vasion is to take as little notice as possible of such infiuences, not to excite 
ourselves, and not to give rise to fears in others by showing that we ourselves 
were afraid. I pointed out that by calmly holding the balance of gwd 
government, by bringing forward sound financial measures, by extending 
m ea n s of communication, and accomplishing other works worthy of a civilised 
Power, we should do more for the protection of our Indian Empire than by 
attaching importance to the alarming reports of every Russian bagman.” 

“Hear! hear!” said the House, and Hear I hear!” says Mr. 
Fmch, 
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“ But eyen assuming’,’’ continued Lord G-bet, — 

« That my policy of good law and material improyements would not he 
sufficient, and that you ought to take measures to avert the danger of JRussian 
influence, I shall still contend that the policy of Her Majesty’s Government 
is the one most calculated to increase the influence of Russia. We have been 
told that Afghanistan should be strong, independent, and friendly. So 
Government proceeds to make her weak, dependent, and hostile, .... 
Ah to frontier, having read all that has been written on both sides of 
the question, it appears to me that the arguments for maintaining the 
existing frontier are very much stronger, from a common-sense view, than 
those for changing it. As to the cost of the war, it would be a wicked and 
unjust act to employ the revenues of India in the carrying on of an nn- 
righteous war — ^which would be to the detriment of the people of India. In 
justice the Government of this country ought to undertake the cost of this 
war themselves, and not throw upon India, which is much less able to bear it, 
a burden which arises from tiieir own imprudence.’^ 

And so Lord Geey’ ended the first speech yrjbich has addressed 
itself not to the personalities hut the policy of the matter under 
discussion. 

The Loed Ohancelloe proceeded, at legal length, to give the 
reasons against Lord Geet’s “ostrich policy,” contending that 
“masterly inaetivity” had come to grief, and that the Amebe’s 
(quarrel with us dated from 1873. 

Lord Selboenb answered Lord Oaiens at nearly equal length, 
maintaining with equal cogenoYj the reverse of every one of his pro- 
positions. The Government policy was “ bullying and blundering.” 

Lord Houghton gave his reasons of voting for the Government, 
the Marquises of Bath and Hipon for the Amendment. 

Lord Middleton thought that the Government could do uo more, 
and ought to have done no less. 

Then Lord Hoethbeooh said his say, of the greatest weight, as 
proving what he did and thought when Viceroy. There had been 
no change of policy till he left India in 1875, when the Ameer was 
loyal to England. Ho Government of India tiU the present had 
taken up the Rawlinson policy. Any (quarrel about the reception 
of the Russian Embassy at Cabul should have been settled between 
this country and Russia-— not the Ameer. 

Lord Salisbury defended himself against the' charge of haying 
paltered with the Duke of Argyll in a dpuble sense. The Ameer 
had several causes of quarrel. First there was that Oriental Yicar 
of Bray, Lord Lawrence, who would help all de facto princes against 
any de Jure. Then there was Lord Horthbrooh’s impertinent 
letter, blowing up the Ameer for Ms treatment of Yakoob Khan. 
What we had to resist was a diplomatic invasion of Afghanistan. 
That was only to be done by agents on the spot. We had nothing 
to fight Russia for. The existence of a Ministry was a small matter, 
but to carry this Motion meant handing over the country to men 
who looked on India as a burden, and the future triumph of America 
over this country as a certainty. (Foul, my Lord, that last blow.) 

Lord Cardwell, in Lord Granville’s absence, briefiy summed 
up for the Motion, and Lord Beaconseield replied with enect. 

Our north-west boundary was inconvenient. We had had to lead 
nineteen expeditions against the frontier tribes in twenty-eight 
years. Lord Hapier of MLagdala now thought rectification neces- 
sary. He ha(i never spoken of a “ scientific frontier ” as the ohject of 
the war, but its probanle consequence. Russia had done nothing w© 
had any right to complain of. She was prepariug to Mt us in a 
weak luaoe, when she expected we were going to hit her. But 
things couldii’t be allowed to go on as they were. The issue was 
between the prestige of England throughout Asia and Europe, and 
a peace-at-any-^rice policy, which, for a moment, had dimmed even 
the majesty of England. 

Then their LordsMps Divided. Contents, 201 ; Hon-contents, 65 ; 
m^ority for the G()veniment, 136. 

But what does it prove ? The Opposition would have made a 
better fight had the Duke of Argyll and Lord Granvxlle been in 
the battle, but nothing would have altered the result. 

[Gomnons.)^'Loxdi John Manners jauntily took up the flail, to 
thrash the ■thrioe thrashed straw of the Blue Book, though he began 
by promising not to take the elastic ofE Ms papers. He said nothing 
that had not been better said already, and contrived to be tedious 
without taking ofi Ms elastic. 

Mr. Gladstone replied 1^ a disproportionate denunciation of 
M the Blue Book. When Lord Noetbdbrook 
India. thG Ameer was friendly, thanks to the poHcy of all 
VKieroys tiU then. W^ith Lord Lttton began the new poHoy of 

^ j pressure.’ ^The quarrel was wim Russia, and we had 

made the Ameer her wMpping-boy. In his peroration, Mr, Glad- 
rose to the height of a great argument, in hia prayer to 
Heaven to avert the omen of the first Afghan invasion, ana save the 
responsibility of an unjust and unnecessary war. 

Sir R. Peel was saucy and sprightly after Ms manner, hut the 
House was empty, and Ms fireworks fizzed out, without sparkle or 


Mr. Forsyth supported the Government. The war was justifiable 
and inevitable. , 

Sir Charles Dilbe showed that while hulLying the Ameer, we 
had let Russia, the real ofPender, go scot free. 

Lor(i G. BLamilton defended the Blue Book, justified the war, and 
contradicted Mr. Gladstone. 

Wednesday . — ^Pause of one day for refreshment, and 

Mr. Rathbone’s little Bill, exempting from disfrancMsement 
poor people who seek parochial medical aid for themselves or their 
families, was read a second time. 

Thursday. Grant Duep gave new life to the debate by the 
best speech yet spoken. Those who want to see a masterly expose of 
the ease against the Government should read it. It would be injustice 
to weaken it by condensation, so close-linked is its argument, and 
so admirable its wording. It was all pith. The speaker wins by 
tMs speech a Mstinctly Mgher grade than the hi^ one he held 
Mready. 

Mr. Bourke rejoined with a defence as weak as^ the attack was 
strong. He was eminently tedious, and laboured his case out of the 
Blue Book at a length in inverse ratio with the effect. 

Hosts of eager orators sprang up, and a number of small fry took 
their turns to catch or be caught ^ the Speaker’s eye, till Mr. 
Goschen rising to an overwearied House, among many good points 
made none better than when he reminded Ms hearers that at the 
moment Lords Beaconseield and Salisbury were driving in triumph 
from Charing Cross to Downing Street, bearers of “Peace with 
Honour ” from Berlin, the Russian Envoy was entering Cabul amid 
acclamations. But it was the Government which had brought Mm 
there. While there was an intense feeling in many parts of the 
House that this war was unjust, it was the duty of the country to 
say that Afghanistan must not be allowed to fall under the control 
of Russia, 

JPnc?a.y.— Hotable, besides a smart stinger from Sir W. Har- 
couRT, for the most statesmanlike speech of the week from Lord 
Hartington— a most masterly presentation of the Opposition case, 
free from irritating and superfluous personalities, justifying the 
Motion, and pointing out that the Oppositiou was as little disposed as 
the Government to leave our troops in the Im’oh, or to sacrifice, or 
endanger India. 

The Chancellor of the Excheciuer summed up for the Govcru- 
ment, with that evident desire to be candid which seriously hampers 
him iu his work as mouthpiece of a fii*ework policy in a British 
House of Commons, 

The House Divided. 328 for Government, 227 for the Vote of 
Censure; majority for Government, 101. 

We are going to make India pay for the Afghan War, and to vote 
a grant for the relief of the Rhodope suftcrors, Suppose we were 
just before being generous ? 


^ Mr. Leatham supported the Vote of Censure* The war was un- 
just and unnecessary. 


THE TURKEYS^ PETITION. 

{To Mr. Punch.) 

I Cimj—We know 
^ Turkey is not 

~ AliSn^ks in the 

course of time will 

have to be re-arrajige(l and we shall read — “ October 25. Christmas 
Day. (Hew 'style.)^’ Then, later on, “ December 25. Old Christmas 
Day.” How— for mercy’s sake— how about the Turkeys ? 
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I with seasonable 
; literature” more 
{ or less redolent of 
I the hoUy and the 
' mistletoe. It has 
occurred to Mr. 
Punch thattaldng 
the “hardness of 
the times” into 
consideration, 
truth is rather 
sacrificed to effect 
in these holiday 
publications. Un- 
der these ciccum- 

ditional mirth of 

the'Jseason, he has engaged the pen of one of the most genial of his 
staff upon the task, with the following result : — 

Peter Pleasajs't’s Yttie-Tide G-ttest. 

Something like a Christmas Day ! The rain and snow raced down 
from the clouds like two moist madcaps, and glistened with glee on 
the petillant pavement. The mud in the roads was suggestive of 
plum-puddmg, and you might easily have mistaken the yellow 
puddles for the lavishly out-poured contents of a gigantic oven-fuU of 
colossal mince-pies. A roaring, soaking, gladsome Christmas Day, 
bringing back aelicious memories of the past, and delightful antici- i 
pations of the future I 

And such a merry crowd too ! Here was a comical horse (belong- 
ing to a still more comical four-wheeler), down upon the wooden 
pavement, and affording infinite amusement to a funny old lady en- 
cumbered with a pile of enormous boxes, a humorous policeman, and 
two cheery professional beggars. Over there was the workhouse, 
with its holiday throng of casuals, full of quips and cranks, to say 
nothing of quiddities! And everywhere numbers of loeked-out 
labourers, enjoying with an easy conscience the welcome rest that 
had been forced upon them by their masters. Oh, these locked- 
out labourers appreciated a practical joke as much as any one else, 
I warrant ye I 

AndfPETER Pleasant was keeping Christmas with the best of 
them. * It was quite dark when the guests began to arrive at the 
quaint little house in Upper Dungeon Street ; but what did that 
matter ? 

“ Such a game! ” he shouted, as he shook Uncle Johm by the hand 
and kissed Aunt Maria. “ The Company have cut off the gas, and 
so we must depend upon candles. So l^e them ! But I had had 
my joke, first ! I had run five quarters in arrear ! ” 

And Mrs. Peter smiled, and the Baby crowed and chuckled with 
glee. 

“Hallo! what’s this?” continued Peter, when he had had a 
good look at Uncle JoHir and found that his coat had gone at the 
elbows, “ Why, I always thought you were a rich man, and put 
you down in my assets under the head * expectations.’ ” 

Aunt Maria began to titter, and Uncle JoHisr shouted yfith merri- 
ment. For a few minutes he could not talk for laughing. At last 
he cried, with tears in biis eyes, — 

“ Why, my good boy, we have lost our all, and a good deal more, 
in a bank that has stopped payment. Ho, ho, ho ! we had two 
shares worth fifty pounds a piece in it, and they have come doym 
upon us for thousands, my lad— for thousands I Don’t they wish j 
they may get it I , , I 

And then Uncle Jora tdd the whole story in his best style, and 
again there were roars, and. roars and roars of laughter, 

“ And now to dinner with what appetite we may,” sang Peter, 
leading the way with his arm round Aunt Maria’s waist. Uncle 
JoHE’ danced in with Mrs. Peter, All were helped to soup. 

“Take some more,” cried Peter, with a pleasant twinkle in 
his eye. 

They obeyed him, i 

“ One plate more I ” he cried, with a chuckle. I 


, , . • shouted Uncle J ohm, with another guffaw. “ I 

believe this is all you have to give us.” 

Mrs. Peter laughingly admitted this was indeed the case ; and 
the fun became fast and furious. Uncle JoeCm pretended that the 
soup was now some deHeious cod, anon toothsome turkey, then 
luscious beef 

“ The^ fact is,” explained Peter, “ the fishmonger and the butcher 
disappointed ns. We wanted to be a credit to ttieir establishments 
— ^but they wouldn’t let us.” 

“Good again!” cried Uncle Johm. “Credit? I see — ^very good 
indeed! ” 

And now there was a pattering of little feet in the passage, and 
the door was thrown open. In tumbled the children joyously, 
ushering into the dining-room an aged man, decked out in holly 
and mistletoe. 

“Welcome, my dear old friend,” said Peter, seizing the aged 
man by the hand. “You have spent many a Christmas with us in 
the past ; may we often have you here in the future.” 

“I aru sure I have seen your face before, Sir,” observed Uncle 
JoHM, with great cordiality. 

“I should think yon have, Uncle,” cried Peter. “Why, we are 
inseparables. He is quite an enfant de la maison. Are you not, 
my dear old friend ? ” 

“Who is he?” asked Aunt Maria, in a whisper— all women are 
eurious.^ But what of that— bless them ! 

“I will tell yon in a toast,” returned Peter, again seizing the 
holly-decked and mistletoed bid man by the hand. 

“ Behold my alter ego. Yes, dear mend, we have been comrades 


give you— ‘ The Man in Possession ! ’ ” 

And thus Peter Pieasamt welcomed his Yule-tide Guest. 


WHAT GAME OP TAPPING THE WIBES. 

(A Gonjidertial Correspondence.) 

The JE—l of P^nsf—d^ Downing Street, to the , F— y, Simla. 

A me er’s reply to baud. Awkward. Heads almost like Derby. 
What have you .done with the bad language ? 

The F— y, Simla, to the E — lofB — nsf—d, Downing Street. 

Every word of it there. Never were so insulted in our lives* 
Calls himself “ Servant of God.” Ironical way of saying I’m the 
reverse. If force not sent off at once to front, won’t answer for 
consequences. 

The E — I of B — nsf—d, Downing Street, to the F— y, Simla. 

Go where you like. But what does he meau by this : — “ Cherishes 
no feelings of hostility- to British Government”? Sounds civil. 
How does it read in original ? Wire. 

The F-y, Simla, to the E—l of B--nsf—d, Downing Street. 

Orzuimal so bad quite untranslateable. First meaning of verb 
used “ to skin alive in the presence of respectable householders.” 
Get a Persian dictionary, and look it out yourself. 

The E—l ofB—nsf—d, Downing Street, to the F— y, Simla. 

Thames. Can’t find it. And what, is the matter with tMs ? — 
“ If the British Government should desire to send a purely friendly 
and temporary Mission to this country, with a small escort not ex- 
ceeding twenty or thirty members, similar to that which attended 
the Hussian Mission, tins servant of God will not oppose its pro- 
gress ” ? Is that meant to be nasty ? Eh ? 

The F— y, Simla, to the E-^l ofB~--nsf—d, Downing Street. 

Awettilt. Couldn’t be worse. Yelled irony of Persian original 
outrageous. If more comes iu, what is to be done ? 

The E—lofB — nsf—d, Downing Street, to the F— y, Simla. 

Better send on Persian original as it stands, Man here can 
pnt it into decent English. 

The T—y, Simla, to the E—l of B—msf—d, Downing Street. 

Decent English not wanted. More indecent the better. Can’t 
come np to the origiual. 


A Good Heasom (6y a Miso^Bms ). — ^Why mmt Eussia keep her 
word? Because no one will take it. 


Better than Hartimo-iom’s Haie-ame-Haxe* — Whitrreah’s 
Entire. 
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GROUNDLESS ALARM. 

“Good Heavens, Girls! what— fhat does this mean? A Post-Card, addressed to one of you, and on it I read 
Are You and tour Sisters coming to the B. and J3. Club this afternoon ? ’ 

“It’s all right, Papa dear ! B, and S. stands for Battlbdorb and Siiuttijscock 


THE BENEEIT OE BOGEY. 

To put ’brave John Bull in the abjectest fright, 

And confuse all his notions of reason and fi^ht, 

There is nought like a Bogey. A palpable foe 
Pinds him steady and sure, if a httle bit slow ; 

But if you would drive the old boy oft his head, 

Just dress up a Bogey, in yellow or red, 

■With a Moscov fur cap or a gav Gallic plume. 

And at once he commences to nuster and fume : 

A top-booted Ajax, at darkness takes fright, 

Like a timorous child midst the terrors of night. 

Por your Bogey, a monster that’s vaguely iniquitous. 

Foggily frightrol and dimly ubiquitous. 

Pops up at all points like a turnip-faced ghost, 

Which cunningly shifted may pass for a host. 

The Muscovite Bogey is Bull’s latest scare, 

It has fluttered his nerves, on an end set his hair, 

AncL managed adroitly by mischievous Ben, 

Confounded that coolest and fairest of men. 

Poor Bull I In his lunes he ’s the laughter of those 
Who are not so soon gnlled to take phantoms for foes. 

Ben howls “ Pi-fo-fuin ! ” in true ogreish tones, 

Thinks Bull, “Eugh ! the Ghoul would be grinding my bones.^’ 
Ben gibbers and shrieks ; says John Bull, “ By tiie rood, 

The Monster is smelling an Englishman’s blood.’’ 

Then he loses his head, with bis clearness of sight, 

And his common-sense judgment of wrong and of right. 

And o’erlooking the peril that’s under his nose, 

J. J! I-’ 3 ' 


Wake, John ! Take more accurate gauge of yoixr foes ! 
The Bogey’s big goggles and blood-painted nose 
Are scare-crow devices. Look sharp, and fight fair, 
Don’t be driven to bully, nor shocked into scare, 

Nor abuse the true friends who would bid you keep cool ; 
For the man who plays Bogeydoin’s game plays the fool ! 


DOGMA AND DltlNH. 

Whatever diflerences on dogma may exist between Eomau 
Catholics and Protestants, all sensible persons on either side arc 
likely to concur iu the recommendation of “A Catholic Congress 
just held at Brussels,” viz., “ the substitution of beer for spirits, as 
more refreshing and less injurious,” 

This decree of a Catholic Congress on Beer only wants the confir- 
mation of the Pope pronounced ex cathedrB, to stamp it with in- 
fallibility. Perhaps he wxE so stamp it, being himself a moderate 
man. In that case, would his Holiness bo pleased to append to his 
declaration, to make it the more gracious, the admonition— 
ab homine indigenti cerevisiam ahstulerinty anathema eint oculi 
eorum. 


Meanwhile the sly Bogey-Men smile at his scares, 

Pick his pocket beMnd, misconduct bis affairs, 

To m^et fancied dangers invite instant iUs, 

And leave Bull the fool’s portion— big words and long bills. 


Cliristmas Waits, 

The Opposition waiting for OjGGLce. 

Directors of the City of Glasgow Bank waiting for trial. 
Turkey waiting for Eeforms, 

Kussia waiting for Turkey. 

The Ameer waiting for 'Rnssia. 

India waiting for a scientific frontier, 

England waiting for a change ior the better, 

A “NATiLRij:. Arrangement” {discovered Mr^ Whistkr).; 
A Bear in a Buss-skin. 
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PUTTING A LEGAL POINT ON IT. 



SupposiNa the following letters to have been received at the JPuneh Office 
during the past week, Punch feels he ought not to be restrained from publishing 
them by any antediluvian considerations of respect for the Bench : — 

I. 

Tub Lord Chief Justice of England will feel much obliged if Mr* Punch will 
inform the world and Lord Penzance that his Lordship in his impertinent attack 
on the L. C. J. (contained in his late remarks on the judgment of the Q,ueen’s Bench 
Division in the case of Martin v. MachonocMe)^ has proceeded on an entirely 
erroneous view of the law, as well as a gross misrepresentation of the facts. 


n. 

Lobe Penzance will thank Mr* Punch to inform the 
Lord Chief Justice of England that he entertains the 
profoundest contempt for his opmonson Law in general, 
and Ecclesiastical Law in particular, about which, as a 
Common Law Judge, he can know no thin g. 

m. 

The Lord Chief Justice of England has only to add to 
his previous communication that while he admits that 
Lord Penzance, as a Common Law Judge, who has 
undertaken the administration of a system of law of 
which he can know nothmg, should be a good authority 
upon the question on which he presumes to pronounce in 
his last communication, he is compelled to repeat that 
his Lordship is wholly mistaken as to his law, and 
scandalously inaccurate as to his facts. 

IV. 

Lobh Penzance has oixly to express his utter con- 
tempt for the Lord Chief Justice of England. 

V. 

The Lord Chief Justice can find no language in which 
to express his admiration (?) for Lord Penzance. 

VI. 

Loud Penzance cares not the smallest coin of the 
realm for the Lord Chief Justice of England. 

vn. 

The Lord Chief Justice of England cares less than the 
smallest coin of the realm for Lord Penzance. 

viu. 

Loud Penzance wishes to put on record his conviction 
that the Lord Chief Justice of England is a Person ! 

IX. 

The Lord Chief Justice of England is glad to put in 
plain terms hie conclusion that Lord Penzance is another ! 

[TMs correspondence must now cease. — ^En. Punohr^ 


TEIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

Being a Brief Record of a few Winter-^seasonahle Visits to certain 
Country Houses* 

Visit the Eibst.— Chapter YI. 

Fact — Fiction^ — Evidence — Doubt — Assertion — Phantom Butler — 
More Evidence — Josslyn^s Nervous Aunt — Comfort — Fear — 
Mrs* Byrne condescends — The pallid Whistlerite — Darker — 
The Sceptic converted-^ Wine — First Ghost Story — Unsatisfac- 
tory — Cold Air — Digestion — An Awful Moment* 

“ Yes,” repeats Jossltn, that The Grange is haunted, is as 
certain as that all the family have left the place.” 

Poor old Mrs. Txtpton begins fanning herself, as if she could keep 
away Ghosts like files. Good startles her by offering her jelly, 
which, from its quivering, and its peculiarly pale colour, appears to 
be as nervous as Mrs. Tupxon is herself. 

“ It may he a fact,” says Pelkin Widd, ex-Master in Chancery, 
‘‘but who can vouch for it ? ” 

“ CotleYs people,” answers Dike, with conviction. “ They’ve 
told me all about it.” 

Mrs. Ayspord Syn&e remarks that for her part she doesn’t believe 
in Ghosts, hut that The Grange has never been inhabited since 
she was a girl ; and, Miss Since adds, that she never liked the look 
of the place. 

“ It a matter of evidence,” observes the ex-Master in Chancery, 
sententiously. 

“ Quite,” replies Mr. Ayseoed Syncs, J.P. “ But CotleYs gar- 
dener and his wife came to me, and wanted to depose on oath to 
what thby ’d seen and heard at The Grange,’^ 

This arrests everybody’s attention. 

Mrs/ Tttpton’s jelly remains on her plate untonohed, still qui- 
vering. She informs me, in a frightened whisper, behind her fan, 
that ^ if 'you onc e ge t her nephew Josseyn on this topic, he’s some- 
thing dreadful. Why,” she adds, with a shiver, “he knows all 
about the Ghosts aU over the county, and likes them. TJgh I If they 
go on talking like this, I ’m sure I shan’t get any sleep to-night I ” 

Ih the gloom by the side-board I think I can just meke out Goon 

W?io livejat The Grange now ? ” asks Hoshpord. 

“ A policeman and iis wife,” answers Ayspord Since. “ Their 
married son stays at Colley’s, and keeps up the garden. The 
family have aH left.” 


“They’re rent free, of course,” observes the ex-Master in Chan- 
cery, with a cynical srcdle. 

Everyone resents this imputation ; and Mr. Ayspord Since in- 
forms the ex-Master, with some asperity, that he knows the police- 
man, and his wife, and his son— that a more honest set does not 
exist ; and Sandilands corroborates the prevalent notion about The 
Grange being haunted, by asserting that, for his part, he (Sandi- 
lands) wouldn’t live there for a trifle. He adds, that, of course, he 
doesn’t believe in ghosts, yet he should object to a place with a 
reputation for being haunted. 

Everyone, except our host, chimes in with this sentiment. Every- 
one, except our host, professes to consider a belief in ghosts absurd, 
hut, on the other hand, no one would, as a matter of choice, prefer 
residing in a haunted house. 

“ Then,” says Dyke, quietly, “ there ’s not much chance of letting " 
this*^ 

“Why ! ” exclaims Mrs. Lawleich Byrne, beginning to draw on 
her long gloves, “ surely The Mote ’s not haunted f” 

“Didn’t yon know thatf^^ returns Josslyn, quite astonished. 
“Why, there’s hardly a room in this old house without a legend. 
And,’’ adds Josslyn, with considerable pride, “ I think Hosbcford 
and Sandilands will hear me out as to the Wnite Lady of The Mote 
being as well authenticated a Ghost as any in the county.” 

Hoshpord and Sandilands nod acquiescence in this statement ; 
and Eendlesham of Pikley— the crusty old man— turning to Mrs. 
Tupton, says, 

“ You ’re stopping here, Ma’am, aren’t you ? ” 

“ Yes, 1 am,” replies the poor old Lady, whose false front almost 
slides off her forehead with nervousness— “ yes, I am; but,” she 


“ Uh, you won't see it, Aunt,'' says jjyke, consolingly. 

“ I don’t like to talk about such things,” she says, making a move, 
which the Ladies take as a hint, and we aU rise. 

“ You are staying here, too,’’ says Mrs. Lawleich Byrne to me. 
“ I know I should be afraid ox going about alone in this house. I 
have heard that the servants never stop hsxe long— but I didn’t 
know the reason. The Synces have an old haunted tower in their 
grounds. I shall get her to tell me all about it. I love ghost- 
stories, when there ’s a good fire and lots of people.” 

This is the first time since our introduction that the “ haughty 
Beauty” has condescended to treat me ou an equality with the 
County people. The Ghost subject has done it. This is “the 
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toTieli of nature” I was waiting for; and it has come with the 
superuatnjal. In Ghost-land, Old County ramilies and No County 
Families meet on common ground ; though the idea is rather church- 
yardy." However, one’s thoughts can’t he lively, when such a topic 
IS under discussion. 

Mrs. La-WLETOH Btrne sweeps out of the room after the elder 
Ladies, and followed hy Miss Synge, who, as she disappears through 
the dark oak door, in the old oak panel, with her vapoury dress, 


long white neck, with a black band round it-— reminding me of that 
awful guillotined woman’s story— with her pale face, strange melan- 


choly eyes, and immaterial hair, might easily be mistaken for the 
White Lady of The Mote, who had accepted an invitation, just for 
once and away, and whose hour for professional haunting having 
struck, was compelled, by her strict sense of duty, to vamsh from 
the festive scene. 

The room has grown darker in consequence of some of the candles 
in the old sconces having burnt down, when they were silently extin- 


that he buried a large treasure there, and that it is his ghost that 
haunts the place.” 

* * And this man had seen him ? ” 1 inquire* 

Yes. He’d seen something; and he said he thought it must be 
the Cardinal. So I asked him what the ghost was like ; and he told 
me that he was a little old man, with grey stockings, brown hnee- 
breeches, and buckles, a blue tailed coat, brass buttons, and an old- 
fashioned wig, with a pig-tail. He felt sure^it was Cardinal Pole, 
he said, because of his dress.” 

We aD. smile, but have a slight suspicion that HosnEORi) is turn- 
ing the subject into ridicule. Jossltn Dyke says so plainly, and 
I remarks that though Hosheobd’s informant was of course wrong ia 
attempting to make this particular Ghost fit in with the traction of 


the place, yet it does not prove anything against his having seen 
the Ghost of some one, though not of Cardinal Pole. “ Besides,”-- 
Dyke puts this as an unanswerable climax, — “ the Ghost never said 
he was Cardinal Pole.” 

Hosbeokd hastens to assure ns that 7ie, personally, believes in 
Ghosts ; that he knows several men who ’ve seen Ghosts ; as also, it 
appears, does every one present. 

the general opinion appears to be that, on the whole, it is safer to 
I believe in Ghosts than not. It ’s more complimentary to the Ghosts, 

I of course, and, I'fanoy, what we aU feel about it is, that we would 
rather assert our belief in Ghosts openly and boldly, so that should 
any Ghost be Hsterdng, he would hear nothing said that might be 
an inducement for him to catch any one of us alone, and frighten 
the individual into fits, in order to prove his existence. Our un- 
expressed formula about Ghosts seems to he: “We believe in 
Ghosts, lecause we don’t want to see any. If we said, ‘We don’t 
believe in Ghosts,’ then one of them, lurkmg about this old house 
—and The Mote, to speak sportingly, is a most likely find for both 
Ghosts, and rats— mi^t catch us unawares, when the consequences 
would, probably, be serious.” 

JossLYN Dyke doesn’t like speaking of this subject before the 
servants. He whispers to us that, after they ’ve served the cofcee, 
and withdrawn— he will, perhaps, tell us what he himself has fre- 
quently seen in this very house, which would be quite enough to 


gniished hy Gool, while we were waiting upon the ladies’ departure. 

The gentlemen shuffle themselves into feesh places, and, at Joss- 
lyn’s suggestion, we form in front of the fire, each one selecting 
a safe place for his wine-glass. 

“ I didn’t want to frighten the ladies,” says Pelkin Wald, the 
ex-Master, who has hitherto posed as the sceptic of the party, “ but I 
know all about The Grange. Cotley’s old gardener, vmo came to us 
afterwards, had seen the ghost Itself.” . 

“ Indeed ! ” I can’t help exolayning, being interested. 

“Yes. He ’s a sensible and sober old fellow is Gall, and he ’s 
told me of his having seen a figure at night digging in the garden. 
And when he went up to it, it vanished.” 

TMs seems to everyone rather a tame conclusion to a ghost story 
^at had promised very well at the beginning. There’s a generS 
impression — ^felt, not expressed — ^thatwe ’re to have soxnething oetter, 
from someone, presently. 

^ Hoskfokd also rememhers having talked to the man who used to 
live at The Grange before the Policeman and his wife went there, 

“ Wh&i did he say ? ” I ask. 

“ WeE, the belief is that Cardinal Pole once liyed inThe Grange ; 
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AN EXAMPLE! 

Old Gmtlc'imn {wlio had emdmtly hem lunelvmy), ** Gr’ home, you Boys — go 
Vat — ^SHOXJLDN^ loiter ’boot ’Streetsh.” [SoUmnly,) '*‘Wha’ should I ha' 
BEEN-~(/w<j /) — ’f I’d loiter’d ’bout Shtreetsh ’stead o’ ’ttendin’ t’ Busn- 
’nesh I — Go ’way ! ! ” [Roars from his audience. 


NUBSEEY BHYME OP THE DAY. 

Ban-a-dan-dan ! 

Afghamstan ! 

Sheile Ali was always a cross little man ! 
Wliioli it ’s to be, 

Tip at Cabul, 

Big Bear or Bull, 

Shere Ali can’t see ! 

Wben brought by hard thumps 
Out of his dumps — 

Ean-a-dan-dan ! 

Afghanistan ! — ^ 

Sheee Ali wul then be a nice little man ! 


HOPE POE HIJMAl^lTY. 

! The benefactor of his species is now not only the man 
who makes two blades of corn grow where but one grew 
before, but he who renders mankind a very different ser- 
vice. At a late dinner of Members ©f the Laventors’ 
Institute at St. James’s Hall, Piceadil^, Admiral Sel- 
WTN, in replying^ to the toast for the Navy, ** suggested 
that chemistry might yet give us a poisonous shell which, 
if well placed, would decide the event of a naval combat.” 
A modem benefactor of his species is he who invents a 
gun, a torpedo, or a shell which will destroy hundreds 
and thousands at a blow. Whether the poisonous shell 
which a beneficent chemistry may, as ASniral Selwyn 
says, yet give us, would be much of a blessing to a mari- 
time country, and greatly help Britannia to rule the 
waves, may be queried,* but, perhaps, the invention of a 
wholesale annihilation-machine, rendering war too hor- 
ribly ridiculous to be practicable, might well repay the 
studies of a Christian jjbilanthropist by enforcing peace 
on earth, at least, if not promoting good-will. 


NEW NAJME EOR NEW LIGHT SEEN ON THE EMBANKMENT, 
Why not “ Selaphore” (ercAas lights and <p^po} Hear) ? 
At once good Greek and good advice to Gas Share- 
holders : Sell afore we come to Edison.” 


Natural Allies [according to the Rail Mall Gazette). 
— Bitualists and Russians— Cassocks and Cossacks. ^ 


scare away most '.men '.in one night. And here he looks fixedly 
across the table into the furthest gloomiest recess, as though 
penetrating the darkness, and requesting 9 ne of, the resident appa- 
ritions to stop there quietly while he is tellings the story, and not to 
come out until his presence is absolutely required for corroboration. 

We fill our glasses iu turn, silently, as if “ charging” to drink a 
Ghost’s health — “A Toast to a Ghost; and here ’s anealth to all 
^ood Goblins ! ” ^ Then some look at their watches with a sort of 
intuitive perception of the near approach^ of midni^ht.^ There is a 
perceptible air of reassurance on finding that it is barely ten 
o’clock. Ayseord Synge shivers, as if he felt a draught, and draws 
his chair nearer the fire. Hosheobd notices this, and observes with, 
I think; an effort, that “ a cold feeling after dinner is good.” 

** Sign of digestion,” says Mr. Sanlilands, trying to he cheery. 

We laugh lu a quiyering, uncertain way, and I almost fancy I 
hear a sort of hollow echo of our laugh behind the heavy tapestried 
wiudow-curtains, where anyone could hide and play a practical joke. 
But who would do it ? No one, I hope. •. j -j i 

The door opens slowly. Involuntarily we all turn our heads and 
eyes, in that direction, like mechanical figures in a waxwork. The 
door opens, ^der, wider, wider, as if pushed from without slowly, 
and a dark shadow growing and gpwing foom out of the hall, 
seems to be borne in, silently, on the icy cbiUing draught. 

No one utters a word ; and yet we all wonder why some one doesn’t 
say something - no matter what. 


By a Tkames Conservator. 

{On the Rrincess Alice mdRywell Castle catastrophe^ and judgment thereon,) 


Skippers’ duty is quite clear. 

They have rules by which to steer : 

‘ ‘ Rules of our making ? ” Certainly they ’ve got ’em. 
But you ask me, Are they kept ? ” 

Better have the river swept, 

And ask those you will find at the bottom. 


Different Ways of Twisting ’em. 

The Author of the anagram, printed in a former number, “ Dis- 
raeli— I lead, Sir,” sends us its companion, Gladstone — G. leads 
not.” On the other hand, a Liberal Anagrammatistputs it the other 
way, teUing us “ Gladstone— Doesn’t lag,” while “ Disraeli is — 
Idle airs,” and Beaconseield, in Latia, Fidens celaho,'^ and in 
English “Coined Fables.” 


WHAT ’s in A NAME ? 

You would scarcely expect to find A. Rogue taking out a patent 
for “preventing the loss of purses,” yet such is the fact, if we are to 
believe the Patent Journal for November 2nd. 


A Bristol menu. 

When Bristol Tories ask a Guest 
Pot-luck with them to try, 

The Liberals, their taste contest, 
Before bdm place a Fry 1 


Prooe that Russia’s Advance is stopped in Central Asia. — 
General Kaueemann dates from Task-end. 


New Name eor Afghanistan [after its annexation). — ^The United 
State of Amemca. 


Best Footing eor a Scotch Bank.— In the Stocking. 


Carmen Triumphale.— Bizet’s Opera. 
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TEA-ROOM REFLECTIONS. 

{By a Man in the Oallery.) 

CE degradation of 
politick del)ate by 
the indulgence of 
violent personal ani- 
mosity, leads to 
stinging connter- 
charge and ^ furious 
partisan hostility. 

^ Stinging counter- 
^ charge and furious 
partisan hostilitjr in- 
volve blind recrimi- 
nation and awkward 
adjectives. 

Blind recrimina- 
tion and awkward 
adjectives send 
courtesy flying out 
of the lobby. 

■When courtesy 
flies out of the lobby, 
Billiagsgate gets over 
the gangway. 

When Billingsgate 
gets over the gang- 
way, the Speaker 
who won’t let Ms 
eye be caught may 
come to have his attention called by a cat-oaU or an orange. 

The Speaker who allows Ms attention to be called by a oat-call or 
an orange, is lost. 

The House that is presided over by a Speaker who is lost soon 
degenerates into a bear-garden unflt for Grentlemen. 

A bear-garden unfit for G-entlemen is not the place in wMch to 
conduct the affairs of a great Empire. 

When the affairs of a great Empire come to a standstill, it is Mgh 
time to revert to the language of &entlemen. 



OUE EEPEESENTATIYE MAIf. 

^ome account of Tom Tug and the Beggar* e Opera at Covent 
Garden last week,) 

Sm, 

I ’tb said it before, and I ’U. say it again, “ Don’t tell me we 
are not a musical people,” — I mean, at all events, a people fond of 
music, and capable of appreciating every sort of music on its merits. 
And, when we have established a favourite, don’t we make much of 
him ? don’t we make more and more of Mm ? don’t we— like the 
process in the game of “thinking of a number” — don’t we double 
him, in encoring him, add ten to him, specially if he is already a 
tenor, so that he can afterwards add a hundred to himself, then sub- 
tract Mm from every one else and say, “ He, and he only, is the man 
for our money ? ” Of course we do. 

That tMs is the public estimate of Mr. Sims Beeves was moved to 
demonstration by the appearance of Covent Grarden on Tuesday night 
last week, when, .on the occasion of our great English Tenor playing 
Captain Macheath in the^ Beggar* s Opera^ the house was literally 
crammed, from floor to ceiling, by an audience whose enthusiastic 
temperature increased in a graduated thermometrical scale, the 
over-boiling point being readied at the back row of the Upper 
Q-allery; and tMs on a night when, in the stalls and boxes, 
wrappers, fur mantles, and ulsters, were de rigueur^ on account of de 
rigour of the cold, and when the Messrs. GtATTI might have made a 
considerable addition to their good fortune, by sending round the 
attendants with a supply of foot- warmers, hot toddy, and muHed 
claret, and other popxdar drinks at cheap prices. 

Everyone would have hailed with pleasure {fipropos of “hailed,” it 
snowed next day — ^but that isn’t to the freezing point) the appearance 
of these hot draughts, after suffering from such cold draughts as 
abound, at all tunes, in tMs huge Covent G-arden Theatre. I 
sMvered for myself ; I trembled for Sims Beeves, lest Ms delicate 
throat — one of the most delicate, I believe, ever possessed by tenor — 
should be affected by the severity of the weather, in wMcn case an 
apology would have to be made. 

With commendable good taste Mr. Haves, the impressario on tMs 
occasion, had closed the house on Monday, as a mark of respect to 
the memory of the late Mr. Gve. Such a course was Mghly credit- 
able, both to the impressario and Mr. Beeves. It would have been 
cruel if, after tMs loss of one night, the weather had prevented 
Mr. Beeves from fulfilling Ms engagement. Fortunately he was 


in excellent spirits, in excellent voice, and played Macheath mag- 
nificently. 

There he was, bright and gay as ever, our tenner still unchanged, 
and equal to any number of the most valuable notes* 

Bn passant, the public has an idea that Mr. Sims Beeves is “a 
bird who can siag,” and often, capriciously, “won’t sing,” Some 
even go so far as to ask, “Can’t he be made to sing?” Ho one 
wishes more sincerely than Mmself, that, on the occasions when he 
is forced to refuse, he could hQ “made to sing.” It is no pleasure 
to any man to lose money by being compelled to cancel an engage- 
ment which is entered into on the play and pay principle, and it 
cannot but be an unspeakable, or, in Ms case, an unsingable, disap- 
pointment to thousands who “hang on his lips.” It is no more a 
pleasure for a distinguished tenor to be laid up with a bad throat, 
than for a one-legged dancer, d la Donato, to he prostrated by the 
gout in his one smitary foot. So much for Buckingham, 

My only personal grievance against Mr. Sims Beeves is, that he 
has a plural name— a double plural name ; but tMs is my objection, 
only halved, to any one called Phillips, or Edwards, or Borerts. 
They ought each to govern a plural verb. It should be grammatical 
to say, “Phillips are coining to dinner. Edwards are smoking. 
Phillips are fools,” and so on. 

Mr. Sims Beeves, as a plural name, however, may ho the excep- 
tion to what should be the rule, on account of his singular ability. 
And I don’t thiak, that, without the final “ s,” “Sim Beeve” 
would look 'well in an advertisement. Too late to change now ; but I 
take tMs opportunity of broaching the theory, that is, as it sims to 
me, 

I heard Mm in The Watermmt, when his rendering of “ The Bay 
of Biscay** literally brought down the house, as it always will. 

Madame Cave-Ashton was a charming Wilhebnina, and her 
“ Cherry Bipe ” (introduced here simply, I suppose, for tho reason 
that the lady in question can sing it so well) was heartily (ncored. 

By the way, the manner of introducing “ 'The Buy of Biscay ” is 
funny enough, and must have been fashioned on tho model of the 
tenor, who, insisting on singing “ In my Cottage near a TFood** in 
every piece, used to look round, see a table, hit it, exclaim, “Ah! 
made of wood I that reminds me of My Cottage near a Wood!** 
wHch was the cue for the orchestra to strike up the symidiony to 
that popular melody, 

Mr. Beeves, being all alone, soliloquises about his stupid rival, 
Robin the Gardener, and observes, “ Ah, I should like to have scon 
what sort of a figure he would have cut on board ship, in such a gale 
as I was in, when last I crossed The Bay of Biscay 1 ” 

Cue for band, “ Bay of Biscay ! ” and delight of audionco, — but 
Thomas Tug^ the jolly youug Waterman, has never been to sea in 
Ms life, bless Mm! and knew nothing of the Bay of Biscay from 
personal experience. 

Let those who do not believe in a “ comic tenor,” see Sims Beeves 
as Captain Macheath, and they will then discover what magic there 
is even in a refrain of “ tol de rol, hi de rol loddy^** when given by 
a tenor who is not impressed by the absurd traditional notion that 
he is nothmg if not sentimental. 

His acting of the celebrated song, Mow happy would The toitU 
either j** is full of humour, and Ms change of manner from ^Holde 
roV* in a tender tone when addressed to the gentle, confiding Bolly^ 
to ^ 0 ^ de rol** with a true cockney cMck-a-leary twang, when 
addressed to the vulgar Lucy Lockitt, is a clever idea, most 
artistically carried out; and then, his dance up the stage, while 
singing, giving Ms last note, good and true to the end in spite of 
tMs unaccustomed exertion, as, with a jump, he scats himself, in a 
natural devil-may-care style, on the table, was followed by an 
encore, so momentous, that even he, the determined anti-oncoreist. 
was fain to comply with the enthusiastic demand ; so he repeated 
the two verses, the dance, and the lump, with as much freshness and 
vigour as though he had not already sung six songs— snatches, more 
or less, B is true— and had not got ten more to follow, with “ Mere *$ 
to the Maiden of bashful jlf teen,** and a dance, by way of finale ! 

It was a teeat. But what a stupid play I ’What a set of sordid, 
squand, rum^y characters, all, except Polly Beachum, prettily 
played by Madame Oatb-Ashton, who obtained more than one 
encore. The chorus of “ Let tes take the Road** was very effectively 
like to see The Beggar* s Opera with a well re- 
modelled plot, an efS.cient cast, to include, of course, Mr. Sims 
(it woMd be nothing at all without his Captain Macheath) 
and Madame Cave- Ashton, and produced under such careful stage- 
management as was shown by Mr. Hare in bringing out Olivia at 
the Court Theatre. 

However, for the present, The Beggar* s Opera, wMch, I believe, 
was the result of a considerable amount of ^‘collaboration,” is, as 
played the other night at Covent Garden, good enough, by way of a 
musical treat, for EasPKBSBHrOT. 


Music oe the Future. — Promissory Hotes. 


To CoEBSSPoiqiBiras .— MUor does not hold himsey bound to wJ^Udge, return, or pay for GonSributiona, Him ease com these he returned uniese aeeompowisd if a 

stamped and dvreeUd enmUme. Co^ should he 
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witli Lis flowers, and Lis series of pictnresquelT- 
costi^ed Seasons, and Payne, tLe Aylesbury pLoto- 
^apLer, wLose specialty is nosegays from nature, and 
Harding mtL Lis sporting figures of the olden time, and 
Kimmel witL Lis perfumed pack. In sLort, tLeir name 
IS Legion. 

And H we turn in despair from the rusL and rain of 
Cnrds, it is but to encounter tLe stiU more alarming raid 
of tLe Cossacks, witL Captain Cadman in command, and 
Lieutenant Tom Smith under Lim. As for Captain 
CAD]p.N's Cossacks, tLey betray tLeir predatory Labits 
by tLeir dress ; like Falstaff^s recruits, tLey seem to 
La'^ robbed Leaven and earth, the present and the past, 
to fit tLem out. TLey even assume skins, and sLells, 
and feathers, spoils of birds, beasts, and fishes ; they 
creep into boots, and curl up in baskets, and crouch in 
flowers; they peep out of Little Ked Hiding Hood’s 
cloak and grin from under Father Christmas’s Lolly 
weatL ; and, Cossack-like, they carry as great a variety 
of plunder in their pockets, as of clothes on “ieir backs. 

What between cards and crackers, Punch sits con- 
founded, and can only cry out to Lis over-generous 
Christmas contributors, * ‘ Sold ! enough ! ” — and more 
than enough by a great deal. 

He has a waste-paper basket for superfluous corre- 
spondence,^ but what waste-paper basket could accom- 
modate this deluge of Christmas Cards and Crackers 
—even were it in Lis heart to transfer such pretty 
things to such a receptacle 1 Ha, a happy thought I 
Suppose he passes the overflow on to the Children’s 
Hospitals ! 



taken to leaving so much pasteboard, 
/ V ‘ should his fatherly visit come 

//7v/ twice a year Punch would j[iave to 

put up outside his door, as people do 
them ^ weddiag-advertLsements, 

Wfeilii liwWir ** Christmas Board ” used to be 

^ favourite personification. It was in 
^ the habit of groaning under roast beef, 

JiP-' A turkey, and chine, minoe^ie, and 

plum-]^dding. How the ‘‘ Christmas 
v.i ■; Paste-JBoard” world seem a fitter em- 

bodiment of the festive season ; though 
it should not be the “Paste-Board ” that ought to groan, but those who have to 
struggle against its ever-growing encroachments on pur purses, and demands 
on our admiration. 

For this alarmingly increasing pack of Christmas cards has grown in quality 
as much as in quantity. They are so pretty, it seems a shame to grumble at 
them. Here is Punch hound to confess himself pleased, even while he protests 
he can hardly hold his head above the rising tide of charming pictures that keeps 
flowing in on him. First comes kjAECUS w ard, who deals the trump-cards of 
the Christmas pack, the most delic^-te and dainty in cojour and design, whether 
of arabOsg[ue, and flower, and winged thing of earth and air and fany-land, or 
gracefnl figure, or group in coquettish old world attire—an endless variety, on 
the whole, in admirable taste; and—unexpected improvement— with verses 
appended, which are! not vulgar, or commonplace, but often ae g?:aoeful and elegant 
as the designs they accouiP^y. 

Then there is HE XA Htte, scarce a shade in elegance and variety behind 
Ward, though Punch must protest, parenthetically, against nudities at Christ- 
mas time. It is too cold for them, if there were no other reason. He sends a 


to reoorcl^aoef ul items or girlish outlay, or tender memoranda, _ till Cupid gives 
! place to Hymen, and marriage brings house-bills and domestic entries. And 
lor these, too, De la Hue hau fitting books of record ; or, if we need more than 
he can supply, is there not Letts, with his large iamily of Diaries, ranging — 
“ fine by degrees and beautifully less” — ^from the folio giant of the desk to the 
tijoiest waistcoat-pocket companion ? How^ record even by name the list of 
other card-makers, who, play ofi their Christmas showers on Punches devoted 
head— Ackermann, with nis graceful groups of Cupidons at play, and Hotiie 


SLIDES FOH MH. PUHCH’S MAaiC LAHTEHH. 

Public inauguration of Cleopatra’s Heedle by the Lord 
Hator and Sherifis in their State palanquins, borne by 
athletic young stockbrokers in the prime of early man- 
hood. MAspiLYNE AND CooEE (from the Egyptian 
Hall), hoisting the Union Jack, on the point of the 
Heedle, assisted by the crew of Pinafore and 

Band of the Hoyal Marines conducted by Dr. Sullivan. 

Lord Beaoonseibld, Lord Lttton, the Emperor oe 
Hussia, and Shere Ali smoking hookahs in a magni- 
ficent howdah on a splendidly caparisoned white ele- 
phant. Eifty County Members on each side of the 
elephant, wearing dark blue (garter) ribbons round their 
hats, and carrying banners inscribed “Peace with 
Honour,” 'The Cabinet following behind on dromedaries, 
—Lord Cranbrook distributing India Pickle, Lord John 
Manners scattering “inspired” telegrams, Sir Stapeord 
Horthcote doing sums on an' enormous slate, and the 
Private Secretaries flinging largess — the Order of the 
Bath and Suez Canal Shares— to an enthusiastic crowd. 

Mr. Gladstone by moonlight, in the solitudes of 
Greenwich Park, cutting down the Upas-tree with the 
silver axe presented to mm on his birthday. 

The Dean and Chapter, Sir Edmund Beckett, Mr. 
Haweis, Dr. Stainer, and Mr. Penrose (the Cathedral 
Architect), in the Belfry chamber of St. Paul’s, riuging a 
merry Christmas peal. The .“College youths’’ lookmg on, 
criticising the performance with campanologic^ acumen, 
over a howl of hot elder wine kindly supplied by the 
Baroness Burdett Coutts. 

The Lord Chancellor, the Lord Chief Baron, the 
Lord Chief Justice, and Lord Penzance, playing a 
rubber under the mistletoe suspended from the centre of 
Westminster HaH. 

Final Tableau. Scene of general amiability, good 
fellowship, and philanthropy, in the Venetian Parlour at 
the Mansion House, The Emperor of Russia apd the 
Sultan seated, side by side, on an Ottoman, and Sir 
Austen Latard handing them cofiee. The Pope and ti 
King of Italt exchanging Christmas Cards.^ Hev. Orby 
Shipley exchanging ideas with the President of the 
Wesleyan Conference. The Editors of the Glohe and the 
Echo playing backgammon. Lord Beaoonseield p assing 
the Lovmg Cup to Mr. Gladstone!. Lord Lawrence 
offering Lord Lytton alight. Sir Wilebid Lawson on 
a sofa between Barclay and Perkins. Captain Burnaby 
laugldbig over Punches Hide to Khiva with Mr.^H AM - 
berxain. Mr, Huskin helping Mr. Whistler to etch 
the party. The Old Tear introducing the Hew Year to 
the Lord Mayor and the assembled company, and Mr, 
Punch kissing Britannia under the mistletoe. 
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9 huA pfsor- 
row ia tlie 

1 House o,f 

Commous reflectiu^tlie nation’s sadness out of doors, tire Cbcancblioe 
of the ExcoodxrBiE moved, and the Marquis of HAnT 0 raTON seconded, 
in few and feeling words befitting the theme, an Address of Condo- 
I lence to the duEEN’ on the death of the Princess Auce. 

Woardu could not fail the orators on such a text. They whose 
duty it is to speak the general grief for this unlooked-for loss are 
embarrassed in the choice of topics for their praise of one who was 
the blessing of the home she left, and that to which sh® 
united all that is wise and gracious in crowned head with all tnat^is 
best and most loveable in daughter, sisterj wife, and moyer. lh©re 
is only one feeling as strong as the nation’s sorrow— -its sympathy 


with all who have lost her love, from the Q/UEIin' at Windsor, and 
the widowed husband and motherless children in the darkened 
Palace at Darmstadt, down to the humblest of those reached by her 
wise aud loving care about her German home. /n-. - . 

The CHAJsrCEiiLOE of the Exchequeb, antedating the Christmas 
Pantomimes after the fashion of the day, performed the it® 
trick of dropping the red-hot poker— the grant to the Rhodope 
suierers ser^g capitaRy for poker. The Oppositaon, natur^y, 
fin ding a poker withm their reach, used it to poke their ixm J-t the 
Government, till Six Staevobo Noethcotb was fain ta t^e shelter 
from the heavy artillery of Mr. AiniEasoM- and to &. OAJEeBBi.1., 
and the livelier assanlts of to "W. HABOOt®! and Mr. CBXMBEEiAiir, 
behind Six Robert Pebb. , . ' , , i • j • xi. 

Mr. SiAMHOTE '^en moyed the resolution (already oamw intne 
Lords) for the Commons’ sanction to the appRoation of reve- 

nues to the Afghan "Wax. The Act required it-snd the House, he 
hoped, would award it. But such sanction would not preclude 
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future apportionmeiit of the cost betweea Indian poverty and 
Imperial -wealth. The war was a little war now : if it grew, we 
might spread the payment to meet the growth of its cost. Ail the 
Government asked for at present was permission to put its hand into 
India’s pocket and take what it wanted. There ought to be a Surplus 
there — ^though it had come down by a million since last heard of —but 
still there was enough to pay the money we were likely to want just 
now, and something over for the Famine Insurance Fund, which the 
Surplus had been raised to supply. He couldn’t be bothered with 
malang the figures come right. All the House had to do -was "to 
sanction their taking what Government wanted from India without 
the bother of continual explanations to the Honse of Commons. 

Mr. Fawcett must continue to object. By the Ministerial case 
the war was for Imperial, not Indian purposes, and the cost of 
it should come out of Btjbl’s pocket, not poor half-starved 

India’s. The sanction asked for would give Government an -un- 
limited Tote of Credit on the Indian Revenue. They talked about 
■ultimate apportionment between English backs and Indian. The 
House should have some assurance that there would be such an| 
apportionment, and on what principle it would be made. 

Ur. Gladsto^'E seconded the Amendment, and with Mr. LAiN"a, 
Sir G. Campbexl, Mr. 0. MoegAjST, and even such more scrupulous 
supporters of the Government as Sir W. Bartteiot and Mr. 
Hubbaed, argued, as if the matter were not a foregone conclu- 
sionj and to-morrow’s one hundred and ten majority safe in the 
Whip’s pockets. Bnt for decency’s sake the Chajs-ceilor of the 
Exchegtiee agreed to an adjournment of the debate. 

Tuesday { Lordi ^. — ^The Earl of Beacon’SEIEI.d, in emphatic and 
over-stilted terms, moved, and Earl Geaitviile seconded, in better 
taste, the Peers’ Condolence to the Gbebk on the death of thfe 
Princess Alice. 

Then their Lordships adjourned till Thursday, February 13. 

To a (question from Mr. Hubbard about the heavy cloud 
of distress overlying the country, and the still blacker clouds looming 
behind it, Mr. Cross gave as comfortable an answef could be 
extracted from reports of the chief local authorities of Ed^burgh, 
Liverpool, and Manchester, The coal and iron districts navlB yet to 
speak by their official mouths. Tunch is glad to hear that M?:. 
Sclater-Booth does not think the distress as yet so severe as -to 
require exceptional measures. For the present the Pobr Law is 
strong enough to meet the pull on the rates. Long may it cohtinue 
so, prays Tunch^ -with a heavy heart. There would be mOfe ooinfort 
in the Chajtcellor of the Excheguer’s assurance that the GoverU- 
ment does not intend to guarantee a Turkish Loan without the 
previous approval of Parliament, did not Punch feel that the 
I Government have oidy to ask our Parliament for approval of a 
i guarantee for a Turkish Loan, or anything else they like, to get it, 

I Lord Elcho suddenly strung on the House the report of the 
Rhodope Commission, twitting the Opposition ^rith their silence 
about the horrors therein revealed, as compared irith their quick 
susceptibility to the atrocities of the first Bulgariait niassacres. 

Mr. Hbesohell deprecated the casting of aspetsions by either 
side on the point of humanity, or the claim of a monopoly for either 
of sympathy with suficering, -whether of Turks or Christians. 

After an intimation from the CHAn'CELLOR of the Excbceguer, 
that the Government did not intend^ to lay before -the House any 


General, aud gave an able lawyer’s reasons in favour of Mr. Glad- 
stone’s view that Government are breaking the Act of 1858 in 
taking Indian revenues to pay for war beyond British India without 
previous consent of Parliament. The Solicitor-General put in a 


previous consent oi rariiament. An< 
lawyer’s plea for the opposite opinion. 

Sir G. Baleour gave a miutaTy economist’s, Sir. W. Lawson, 
a humanitarian humorist’s, Mr. Hewdeq-ate, a conscientious 
Constitutionalist’s, Mr. Mundella, an intelligent employer’s, and 
Mr, Childers an able ex-official’s reasons against the Government 
proposal. 

GPhe Chancellor of the Exchequer summed up hy a reiteration 
of the legality and necessity of all that had been done, and of the 
Government’s distinct refusal to saddle England -vrith any part of 
the cost of this war, as a matter of expediency, still less of right. 
It might turn out to be a little war— a clash of iron pot with pipkin— 
in. which case India could pay for it, and ought to pay for it. It 
might turn out a big war— a serious collision of iron pot with pot ; 
and then England might contribute to the cost in her great good- 
ness, hut only by a vote in aid of the Indian Government. 

After a reminder from the Marquis of Hartington that in this 
way the power of the House to control questions of peace and war 
was brought to nought, and its duty to protect the purse of the 
British tax-payer made a mockery, and a protest from Mr. Jacob 
Bright against this mode of disposing of the Indian Surplus— if 
any— the House di-rided, 125 for, and 235 against, Mr. Fawcett’s 
Amendment, giving the Government a majority of 110 for taking 
-the cost of the war out of Indiau pockets. 

And then the House adjourned till Feburuary 13th, with the 
happy feeling of the “ Northern Farmer ” — 

“ I tho-w’t that A ’d dune what A ou’t to ha’ dune, and A coomed awa-ay ! ” 

“May good digestion wait on appetite, and health on both!” is 
Punches fatewell wish as he dismisses his CoIlectiYe Wisdom to its 
Christmas diimfer. 

OHUlStMAS APPEALS. 

^po Beaconseield fresh fireworks making 

-- Steady^ Sir, steady ! 

To GtlDS^iWNE planning pamphlet, speech, 

I * 

To Russia fain to best the 
British Lion : 

^ ^ , Such tricks donH try on ! 

( ( England quaking at the Russian 

vvUv uy Shame on such scare ! 

To Jingoes^ spouting fustian wild 

Silence, that shindy ! 

Anti- Jingoes shouting out of 

\ I'M ^ jXuve faith in reason / 

^ ^ I^ress and P^n that stoop in dirt 

To Art whmii quackery and quarrel 

" JDo^H argue J — pUint ! 

To Law -that shows a temper riiab and rancoroils : 

Cut the cantankerous ! 

To Scandal’s mfid-Mfks, duiiAill-falitLt spies, 

To ti'mhhdOeWeh! 

To all who get great Punches tips tb-dsLf : 

Mead! mark! obey! 


motion was resumed, by Froiessor Plaxeair, who 
qisseeted, mth his keen Scotch scalpel, the question, first, of the 
cnwacter of the wajv-^-whether Imperial or Indian— and next, of the 
sufficiency of the Indian Surplus to hear its cost thus far. Till last 
week, it ms a wax of the Cabiuet ; now, by vote of a majority of the 
House, it had become, a war of Imperial policy. The shrunk Surplus 
of amilhonand a half of Indian revenue was a Famine Insurance 
rand, which we could not touch without breaking faith with the 
poor people of India, There was greater danger to India in the 
pressure of increased taxation, than in the shadowy Muscovite 
Spectre, ^ seen, or supposed to be seen, over the mountains of 
^gnamsto, butim sober earnestness, as unreal as the Spectre of 
the Bra(Jen. The English people had returned a majority to 
support the minted Foreign policy of the Government. The war 
ms S' pari OT that policy. Ergo, the English people ought to hear 
the cost of it. 

Lorf e. lE Uyn joy made effective use of Hs latdy-aoaTiired office 
knowledge of matters to, argue that the wax was an T-ndiaT> 

wax, and that In(Lan revenue w^ stong enough to bear its burden. 

d^gly rushed into the tangle of figures out of 
wluch 3^. Stanhope had prudently r^ttreated. 

Jfr. Punch cm only say he remains perfectly in the dark as to 
tie real amount of Surplus available for tie wm, ^without tren^ 

^ mate out, if you 

toS^lithat f>md oae-i^, aud increase the Surplus by about as 
you may have a million to play -with. j- » ui, as 

^&rH. Jakes came down hea-my, as usual, on the Attornet- 


A tliasl of Oases. 

Under the head of “Contents” the other day, in the Times, 
we find— 

** Failures — ^The Buxton Crescent Murder — Letters to the Editor (Lord 
Penzance and the Lord Chief Justice ; Lord fLXTTON and the AKeeR : the 
Ameer and Taxoob Khan) — Report (Supreme Court of Judioatufe : 
High Court of Justice).” 

A collection oi f^cts and pariiculars as to men and things, yhioh 
would seem, to come more appropriately under the head of “BTdh- 
Contehts,” than “ Contents.’* 


APPROTRIATE ALTERATION OF NAME. 

In futoe the favourite, and most indigestible form of ChxiStiaa^ 
pastry will be known as “ Mince Pies-on.^’ 
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IN MEMORIAM. 


rmass 5,li« of Untain, 

GEAND DUCHESS OF HESSE-DARMSTADT. 
Born, April 25, 1843. Died, December 14, 1878. 


Thrones stand apart, their liyes that sit thereon 
Fenced in with forms, hy ceremony barred 
From common converse with plain truths, and lone, 
Though in full light of all fiie world’s regard. 

Sad lives were theirs in such high slavery bound, 

But for the love that will not be denied 
Its way to human hearts, though, robed and crowned, 
Their owners sit apart in sceptred pride. 

For Kings and dueens are men and women too, 

And palaces are homes, on which descend 
The blessings that well-governed homes ensue, 

The curses that on ill-ruled homes attend. 

Our Q,ueen among aU Queens this truth has Imown, 
And made us know it, for her country’s cheer ; 
Best-ruled of English homes in hers has shown. 

Till, from the highest to the humblest here, 

England has joyed her joy and grieved her grief, 
Prayed at her side by her good husband’s bed, 

And when Heaven sent the woe beyond relief, 

Our hearts, that could not comfort, for her bled. 

We knew such light was round that darkened throne 
As comes from children’s love and widow’s faith ; 
And most we heard and blest the name of one 
WTiose heart showed firmest by that bed of death. 

One sweet face earliest at the sufferer’s side, 

Latest to seek the rest that love gainsays ; 

One weakness still the stronger the more tried, 

One yearning look that met his latest gaze. — 

And when fond daughter was made loving wife, 

And carried to her home beyond the sea 
E ngl and’s Ood-speed, we joyed to learn her life 
W as all a life so disciplined should be. 

As wife, as mother, and as sovereign there 
She lived by the example set her here \ 

Sowing all round the seed that fruit must bear 
Of blessedness, far on, from year to year. 

When joy and sorrow wove into her lot 
Their weft of bright and black, we noted still 
How joy into o’erWeening raised her not, 

How sorrow wrung no murmur at Heaven’s will, — 

Just seventeen years since then, and as our Queen 
Touched the dark threshold of her day of woe, 

Still in that memory of love kept green, 

Lo, now, she, too, hath gone— --roere aU must go, 

Princes and subjects — gone, so young, to rest; 

Gone from the home she loved, the children fair 
She reared as she was reared, the land she blessed. 
The wise good works whereof she made her care. 

So fair, so young, so good, so much well done 
Of life’s best work, so inuch left stiU to do : 

Sweet soul— with all those crowns so early won, 

There needed not the mother-martyr ’s too ! 

Her death was such as such a life should find, — 

A death in love, caught from her boy’s dear lips. 
Sorrow is well for those she leaves behind 
In sudden darkness of this swift eclipse. 

But not for her, she is where love sits crowded 

Upon the Throne, has reached the shining shore : 

Is with the sire in whom her heart was bound, 

Is with the hahes she finds to lose no more. 



CHRISTMAS FANCIES. 



{Papa^s.) 

ANCT what a bless- 
ing it would he if 
Christmas hiUs 
could he abol- 
ished ! 

Mamma^ s , — 
Fancy what a 
state the boys’ 
clothes will he in 
when they come 
home for the holi- 
days, and fancy 
what Papa will 
say when I tell 
him that the girls 
have been obliged 
to buy new bon- 
nets! 

Miss Clara’s * — 
Fancy if Mamma 
won’t let me write 
to ask poor Cousin 
Charley to come 
and spend his 
Christmas with 
us! 

Miss MheVs 


and Miss Edith’ s*--Y2Csicxj if Papa won’t take us to a Pantomime ! 

Polly’s and Miss Do%’s.— Fancy what a lot of sugar-plums 
Aunt Jane has bought for scrambles ! 

Master Arthur’ s*-^'^ 2 Jxqj what a bore this thaw is, just as I ’d 
begun to do the outside edge a bit I 

Master George’s,— 'Escn.^j if there comes another frost to stop my 
hunting, now Papa has given me a new pony I 

Master Tommy’s.— Fancy Christmas Day without a jolly lot of 
mince-pies and a plum-pudding ! 

Uncle Cirws^y’s.— Fancy what a lucky thing it is that Christmas 
comes but once a year ! Fancy having to meet one’s poor relations 
twice ! 

Cousin Charley’s,— PepQj if I get the chance of catching Cousin 
Clara underneath the mistletoe ! 

Uncle Jollihoys,—'Sexxcj what a rush the young ones will all make 
at me when they see me enter with my pockets full of presents I 

Old Fancy having to dine out for a fortnight upon 

roast beef and boiled turkey ! 

Miss Chasuble’s , — ^Fancy if the new Curate does not quite approve 
of our advanced ecclesiological style of pulpit-decoration ! 

Mr, Postman’s , — ^Fancy the burden of Christmas-cards but for 
Christmas-boxes ! 


Mr, Qmver/MW’s.— Fancy if people would send one sack of coals, 
and other usefiil articles, instead of Compliments of the Season, and 
Happy Hew-Tears ! 

\Arry’s , — ^Fancy doing the festive without a glass of fiz, and a 
stunnin’ caper on the light fantastic ! 

Miss Fancy if Captain Bomeo misses the down train, 

and doesn’t arrive in time for our theatricals ! 


Mr, Fancy getting snowed up at the Slowcoaches’ ! 

Min Simperto7i’ 8,—'£m.Qy spending Christmas in a house without 
a mistletoe 1 


The Nicest of War ?Tews. 

This is a pleasant telegram ; — 

^^From Viceroy, Pecember 14.— Roberts reports reached Shutar-garden 
9th ; returned to AJi-ehl 10th ; not a shot fired.*’ 

Better luck thau might have been expected at Shutar-garden. 


XHE ameer’s EDTJCATION. 

It is said that Shere All cannot read. This may be some reason 
why the Governlnent should try to brifl.g him to book* But have 
they taken the right way to teach him his }p^s<^ ? 


In Court.— In the “ Mobertson v. Truth Libel Case ” the Be^ 
Circular was far from being the “ iPe-all and End-aU ” of the afiair. 

' ' ■ f" 

Sion oe Civio Dissoluxjoht.— The City going to De Worms, 


AmcTHiNa BUT A Pleasant Berth at Oicbistmas.— I n the SPoilltry. 





''AU PIED DE LA LETTRE/^ 

Fru-Kirh Minister {to his Elder “John, I shohld like toxt to intimate that on Monday next I propose paying 
Pastoral Yisits in the High and Horth Streets, in ■which I also hope to embrace all the Servant Girls of the Congre- 
gation IN THAT District ! ” 

Sis Wife {wJicnn he lately Quarried from the South), “ You shall do nothing of the kind, Sir ! Let me see you dare to 1 

[(roes into hysterics! 


m ABDUOUS QUEST. 

“ Peace and Goodwill ! ” The pleasant words 
Por eighteen htuidred years have sounded 
In human ears midst clashing swords 
Of foes by hate to contest hounded. 

“ Strange ! ” sighs the Jester, and the jest 
Dies on his Hps while watching sadly 
Ton genial greybeard urge his quest 
For what all hearts should hail so gladlv. 
Strange ! Yet these words he *11 echo still : 

“Peace and Goodwin!” 

“ Peace and Goodwill ! ” They something jar 
With other sounds 'this sad sore season, 
"Whilst foolish rufflers, shouting “ War ! ” 
Drown the calm ■voice of steadfast reason : 
"When patriot wisdom, firmly poised 
On principles as Atlas stable, ' 

Is shmned by ■windy watch-words noised 
Abroad by babbling imps of Babel. 

Patience ! The words re-echo stni ; 

“ Peace and GoodwiB ! ” 

** Peace and Goodwill 1 ” In sooth it seems 
Poor Peace as a pale traitor ^s jfiouted, 

A sickly birth of coward dreams, 

By loyal manhood much misdoubted. 

And for GoodwiB ! — ^a weakling’s whim, 

The cant of sentimental pleaders 
For that stale doctrine preached by Him 
Under the solemn Syrian cedars. 

And yet His woidr do echo still 
Peace and Goodwill I ” 


“ Peace and Goodwill ! ” Our Yuletide mirth 
Is marred by sounds of wrath and sorrow. 
Whilst War and Hate divide the earth, 

And Euin menaces the morrow. 

Yet sober Sense must ply its task, 

And Charity its sacred mission, 

And Wit still strive to tear the mask 
From each fresh face of Superstition, 

Hearing the words that echo still : 

“Peace and Goodwill I ” 

“ Peace and Goodwill ! ” The cynic smile 
Might mock a hope deferred so often ; 

But wiser souls will scarce revile 
The season’s dreams which soothe and soften. 
All round the year, sans halt of fear, 

Satire must wax -with specious seeming ; 

But when the Christmas-tide draws near, 

Wit lends a wing to hopeful dreaming 
Of ■times to come, with less to chill 
“ Peace and Goodwill I ” 


Blackwood for December. 

Blaok-wood indeed! The Cottage hy the River is a tale for the 
blackest wood that ever was. Ho connection with the “ Cottage hy 
the Sea^^ or the old “ Cottage Near a Wood,^^ But — 

*‘If you want to shudder and shiver, 

Read The Cottage hy the River** 


Blades but too Sharp set.— What ShejQdeld used to be famous 
for, hut wants isadly now— Wittles. 
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UNIVERSITY MUSICAL EXAM. 


PRIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 


mination Questions for the 
degree of Bachelor of 
Music, but does not men- 
tion Dr. Aethub Sulli- 


andto whose musical note- 
book we are, we believe, 
indebted for the following 
posers, which will be put to 

+-Viai.oo-ni'no'n+a -Prt-w * * TVT-.-. 


I he Musical World f our ^ ^^oord of a few Winter-seasonaUe Visits to certain 

harmonious contemporary, Country Mouses, 

^der thelmad of Pjlls Yrsii the First. — Ohaeter VII. 

for Candidates,” gives Dr. 

Gr. A. Macfaeeen’s Exa- Entrance — Ghost Stories Commence — Unsatisfactory — Deepening 
mination Questions for the Shadows — My Story — Moshford*s — Others — Josslyn — JDepar-- 

degree of Bachelor of — Remainder — Nermus Aunt — Dogs — Retiring to Rest, 

Musi^ but d oes n ot men- The door remains open for a few seconds. No one appears, 

tion^ Dr. ^jaTHUB Suiii- Then servants enter with cojffee. We all seem much relieved, 

i C?mirid?e ^ ^ 

ago on the same business, Q-OOL had been keeping the door oJ)en with one hand, so as to give 
and to whose musical note- free passage to the servants. i ^ s v 

• j (3 -ool himself now follows handing the liaueurs. 

indebted for the following Mappy Thought, Spirits— no Ghosts. 

posers, wmcn will be put to Conversation languishes during the ceremony of helping ourselves 

^ ^e^aspirants for Musical to cojffee, Josslyn Dyke motioning us to silence. We are all 
Honours : longing to continue the conversation about ghosts, specially to hear 

Q. 1. In the absence of Josslyn Dyke’s own experiences in this very house, the old Mote; 
any coin, counters, and a but he puts his huger to his lips, as though saying, “ Not before the 
silver candlestick, how do Boy — I mean— Not before the Butler.” 
you score a treble ? Servants must feel rather awkward during the dead silence. 

Q, 2. Explain, when you -Gool doesn’t. He seldom speaks unless addressed by someone, 
come to the twelfth bar, Bn fact, the Phantom Butler himself might be described as a Mute in 
after stopping at eleven attendance on a Dead Silenee. 

bars previously, the terms. Usually, Gool floats or glides out of a room. But now, when we 
‘ ^ Pint, ” and ‘ ‘ Counter- have our eyes on the door, which is held open for him by a servant, 

pint,” as applied to Bass. ^ return for Gool’s previous courtesy, we see the Phantom Butler 
Q. 3. Write down the names of the places most convenient for actually walk out, as solemnly, but as really as Mamlefs father’s 
running up a score. State any one place where we can safely ghost does on the stage,— that particular ghost is usually a very 
mention your name. heavy and very human person, with a sonorous voice, — so if 

Q, 4. Supposing the Candidate possessed of a good fiver, and a GopL came in like a Ghost, at all events, he goes out like a Butler, 
bad one, which would he look upon as “ a passing note ? ” This sounds like a proverb — “ To come in like a Ghost, and go out 

Q, 6. Who was Box ? Can more than one person sing a chorus ? Bke a Butler.” 

Q, 6. Mention, without prejudice, what you know of Cox. The room is gloomy, so many of the candles having guttered down 

Q, 7. When did Trial by Jury jdrst become a British Institution ? ^nd been extinguished. 

I How many in a Bar were there in Trial by Jury f lu the dark recesses, the shadows are listening, — cold shadows far 

Q, 8. What rank did Bouncer hold ? Would it be correct to ^'Way from the fire, 
describe him as “ A major ” ? If not, why not ? State your reasons the robes of some of the portraits on the walls suddenly appear 
for this. ^ ^ ^ grotesque faces, fomed by the pleats and the folds. We point these 

Q. 9. Given ‘ ‘ Be Mine ” as a title for a song, would you be justified W one another in an undertone, and everyone says, “ Odd ! ” 

in arranging the air for it m “ B minor ” ? . Josslyn Dyke alone seems to think nothing odd in his house that 

O. 10. EvnlfllTl thfi snrxr. HofttrooTi is at all Coblinesmie in fihfl.Ta.ftf.ftr. Tn hi.a rk-niniftn Thft Mnfft ia 


I li. v^an you write parts lor two vioiins, and. play tnem both least, so it seems, were ne not sure oi the place being luii oi them, 
yourself, without getting into a deuce of a scrape ? If so, do it. Someone remarks that if there are not ghosts here, at all events, 

Q, 12. How much of the Tonic Sol Fa can you take in a table- there are rats in the wainscot, 
spoonftd of water ? Is it a certain cure for the gout ? I osslyn quietly returns, that for his part he Ekes rats in the wain- 

Q, 13. Given two Principals, can you have more than two scot. He also likes ghosts ; the ghost not in the wainscot. Both in 


Seconds ? Answer expected in less than two minutes. 

Q, 14. Give an instance— a sketch, if possible—of a Suspended 
First on a slack chord after preparation and resolution ; then 


their proper places. 

In a second we are back “to our muttons ” — ^that is, to our ghosts. 
Josslyn wishes to reserve his evidence until the others have given 


show Mm upside down hanging on by his feet as an example of whereupon Pelkin Wade, the ex-Master of Chancery, volnn- 


inversion. teers an account of a friend of his, whose daughter saw an old man, 

Q, 15. Write parts for two Trebles and the Bub. in a fur cloak, sitting on a box in a room at the top of their house. 

Q, 16. Are chords only found on stringed instruments ? SBe recognised him as a friend of the family who had gone to New 

Q, 17. Show by your general answers that you can “ stretch a York, or somewhere; at all events he was tne last person she would 
point ” when necessary, have expected to find sitting in a boi-room at the top of the house. 

Q. 18. Construct a Passage with pegs for coats and hats. quite agree that this is extraordinary iii itself, as such a pro- 

Q, 19. Is ^ fugue anything to eat ? If so, when is it ripe ? ceedmg would be absurdly eccentric on the part of any friend of any 

(When this Paper has been satisfactorily answered, others will be ^Q>^hy» 
given.) ^ ^ “ What did she do P” Task. 

Candidates inquiring as to the mode of conferring Musical Honours **She went down-stairs,” answers Pelkin Wadd, very slowly, 
at the University are informed that the ceremony consists in their ^3 though he were on his oath and pairing the ^eatest attention 
being iuvited, after dinner, to drinhthe health of their Professor, ^ details, “c^aUed her mother, and said, ‘Oh, Mamma, I’m so 
Dr. G. A.Maceabren, proposed by the Vice-Chairman, Dr, Arthur frigrhtened! There’s Mr. Waddicove, in a fur cloak, sitting on a 
Sullivan (Chevalier of the Legion of Honours Easy), finishing up trunk in the box-room ! ’ 

Me^s A Jolly Good which is th^ harmony of the We are breathless, 

evening, arranged for eight voices, every one on his legs, if possible. PELiiN WAnn cofitinues, “ She said, ‘ Oh, nonsense ! it can’t be ! ’ 
The ancient versicle XCantabile apud Cantabs) ^ announeing the hut her daughter insisted on her accompanying her up-stairs. Bo 
Musical Honours is generally used, Mic enim est jucundus et up 'W’eUt, opened the door ” 

bonus /S'ociW,” with the graceful Academical response, M sic Tes,”vre aH say— all except Josslyn Dyke— bending for’W’^rd 
dicimus omnes eagerly. 

The Vice-Chairman subsequently retires to rest, preceded by the — could see nothing. The ghost iii the fur clbak had 

Boots bearing the usual Silver Candlestick, which is removed by the : "^^^^hed.” . . j 

same official on the Composer’s composing himself to sleep, as he dissatisfied. , „ , 

smgs to himself the soothing refrain, Quod nemo negare potesV^ Might have been a burglar,” remarks SAfffiiLANES. , 

I No, no, we won’t have any such commonplace explanation as that, 

■ ' Bcsides, fio buTglars go about ifi fur cloaks, and sit quietly on boxes ? 

Sandilands tetorts, “Yes; -^hy not, when they’ve nothing else 
Working-out the Idea.— We have got electric gas-Hghting, to do?” 
what wonder that Mr, Edison should have hit upon electric gas- Pelkin Wadd wishes to add the finish to his stofy. 
extinguishing ? “A letter came, some time after,” he reconimences — (Ah! flow 


Working- out the Idea.— We have got electric gas-Hghting, 
what wonder that Mr, Edison should have hit upon electric gas- 
extinguishing ? 
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MUSIC OF THE FUTURE. 

Musk Ising taitgM tw longer hy tJie ear, hut hy tJie eye exclusively {and forming a 'part 
of Compulsory Education), Organ-Ghrmders are superseded hy Peripatetic Pro- 
fessors hearing the prvrdM Scores of the Best Masters, and heating time as they 
turn over the leaves^ 

Shoe-Black {reading). “Heayenlt Adagio, ain’t it, Bill?” 

Crossing- Sweeper. “Yes! But I think he’s taking the Tempo too 
Ac/celerato/^* 


WE ■’RE ALL A-NAGGING. 

Nag! Nag! Nag! 

There is nought hut nagging now ; 

The general tongue seems to spitefully wag 
To the tune of Unlimited E.ow. 

For the Outs they nag the Ins, 

And the Ins they nag the Outs ; 

The man who loses nags him who wins ; 

When the loser stops nagging the winner begins, 
And ’tis cockiag of noses and lifting of chins, 

And changing of buffets and flouts. 

Grim Gladstone nag^s the Earl, 

And the Earl nags W. G., 

With the temper and taste of two roughs o’er their purl. 
Or a brace of old -vixens at tea. 

And Rad nags Tory, and Tory Rad ; 

And Cad nags Swell, and Swell nags Cad ; 

Poet nags Poet, as hound bays hound, 

And the Parsons nag at each other aU round. 

The Critic sublime, with a temper short, 

The Artist nags in right Billingsgate sort ; 

And the Artist nags back, in open Court, 

In a fashion that giveth the gromidlings sport. 

And maketh the Cynic grin. 

Nag! Nag! Nag! Nag! 

There is never an end to the din. 

And now, alas ! the contagion spreads 

To the biggest-wigged of the big-wigged heads : 

Law’s Top Lights join in the wordy fray, 

And nag each other in such a fashion, 

It puzzles the weary observer to say 
Which Light may boast 
That he nags the most 
Like a grumpy old girl in a passion. 

Oh, angry Goodies of either sex, 

Invective’s vocables cease to vex 
With such misapplication ; 

Your slang-whang rivalries much perplex 
A s(iuabble-sickened nation. 

Are tact and taste and good-temper fled ? 

Politeness vanished, and patience dead ? 

Sage’s tantrums and Statesmen’s tifls, 

Bards indulging in sneers and sniffs. 

Judges burning the midnight oil 
To point and sharpen, with petty toil, 

Tiny dartlets of puny spite — 

Bah ! ’tis a paltry and piteous sight. 

And makes one wonder, now and then, 

What has become of all the Men f 
When female tongues in wrath are wagging, 

Reason weakens as words grow strong, — 

But now the favourite Gentleman’s song 
Would seem “ We ’re all a-nagging ! ” 


we ’re going to have the real point !)— ‘* from New York, saying, that 
at such a time and on such a day, Mr. Waddidote died ; and, 
on comparmg dates, the moment of his decease exactly corresponded 
1 with the time of the apparition, I don’t attempt to explain this 
sort of thing,” says Pelkin Wadd, mysteriously; “ I only teU you 
what was told me on really unimpeaohable authority.” 

During the discussion that follows Pelkxn Wadd ’s narrative, 
I try to think of a ghost-story— a flrst-rate one— told 'me by the 
very man himself, who had seen the ghost, with the names, dates, 
pla^s, and everything as dear as daylight : and himself, the narrator, 
a public character, above fear, and of ireeproachable morality. 
Dear me ! What was his name ? I feel it is no use heginning the 
story, unless I can give his name ; and I can’t, for the life of me, 
recall it at this moment. I shall probably remember it to-morrow, 
when I am miles away from the present party, StiU, if I could hut 
remember the story now, it is so good, so convincing, and would be 
presented on 'such evidence, that I am sure I shoifld dwell in the 
grateful remembrance of every one, as the raconteur of the marvellous 
story oj^this evenmg. And as I am only second-hand with this story, 
having received it directly from the person to whom it occurred, 
any one wishing to treat his friends to such a story, would naturally 
send for me. In fact, it is one of those stories, which is a little 
fortune in itself to diners-out. It is far better than a humorous 
story, as the interest depends on getting it first-hand, if possible, 
but if not, at all events second-hand ; wnile a humorous story may 
be all the better for the little embellishments and additions of various 
witty raconteurs ; truth, in toe latter case, being no object, 

I do wish I could remember my story. 

^ Hosheobd tells us about what he himself saw when he was sleeping 
in some old manor house. 


“ I woke up,” he declares, “ and saw as clearly as I see you ’’—this 
he addressed to Pelbxn Ward, who is a very evident object — “ a 
woman in a sort of white dress, and without ahead.” 

This does startle us. Without a head! We all unconsciously 
move our chairs nearer the fire, and the shadows seem to be creep- 
ing d.owly up towards us out of the recesses. Looking nervously 
behind me, it seems that we are at this moment only separated hy 
toe dining-table from the shadows. 

“ But,’’ says Sandilands, “ you were dreaming.” 

We all wish to force Hosheord into allowing that he doesn’t know 
whether he was dreaming or waking. He won’t alter a single item 
of his story. He says in effect you can take it or leave it. There it 
is, swallow it, or don’t swallow it. I should like to suggest the 
explanation, that it was somebody who had lost her head, and 
wandered into his room; hut I hnow Jossltn Dyke would set 
this down to sneering or trifling, while really it is only due to 
nervousness. 

“IteRyou,” he affirms with evident conviction, “that I saw a 
Headless Woman standing at the foot of my bed, as clearly as I see 
anyone in this room.” 

J ossLTN observes cal mly , “ Certainly. Why not ? ” 

We .are all silent. Why shouldn’t Hosheord see a Headless 
Wom^ ? No : no one can state any just cause or impediment. I 
am still tryiag to remember my story. I “don’t hke to say “I’ve 
got such a capital ghost-story if I could only ;recoUeet it.” That ’s 
toe truth ; but I must be silent, as truth is not to be told at all times. 

Then J osslyn, being askedto give some account of The Mote, begins 
by saying, “ Well, I am not fond of talking about it ” — this sounds as 
though he were on intimate terms with toe ghosts, and didn’t like to 
betray their secrets. 
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A NEW IDEA. ^ 

DEija Me. Punch, 

Yott can’t think how awfuUy tired some of ns 
hoys are getting of parties. What ’s the good of a con- 
inror when we may see Maskeltise ahh Cooke any day, 
besides lots of Pantomimes ? Then it ’s an awful bore to 
dance with the little girls, and at one’s own house they 
make one take all that can’t get partners. If two or 
three fellows do get together, and have a wrestling match 
or anything rational, there’s sure to be a row about it. 
bTow, Mr. J?unch^ I tell you what I want, and that is to 
have some little beggars who have never been to a Christ- 
mas Party in their lives, and give them what somebody 
caEs a new sensation. 1 don’t mean real beggars, you 
know,— there’s plenty of Board School children who 
would do well enough. And I don’t mean a school feast 
either, with tea handed round in watering-cans, and 
stodgy cake, and the school-master hoping the children are 
“ grateful to their benefactors,” and all that bosh. No, I 
want to have lots of real cake and bread and butter, and 
I should not mind a Christmas tree, or bran tub (only I 
should like to buy the things at some of those beggarly 
little shops where they never get a customer). After tea, 
we could let the girls dance, 2 they liked it, and, would 
not one of the street barrel-organ fellows like to come in 
and play ! And, to windup, you, dear Mr. FuncTi, could 
call round yourself, and wouldn’t that be a lark ! 

Do persuade mother to let us have this party. She 
says, there are the carpets.” So there are. but she 
takes them up for her hall, and so she might for mine. 

Your constant reader, Pifth Foem. 


!Mottoes for Mi, Grladstone’s Birthday- Axe. 

[Some fi lends of Mr. GtIADstone have presented him, ©n his 
sixty-ninth birthday, with a model of the American axe he is in 
the habit of using — head of silver, and the handle of ebony.] 

For the Silver Mead . — “Speech is silvern, Silence is 
golden.” 

For the Ebony Handle . — “ Cut and come again,” 


High Church Houscimid (to Low Church Cooh). ** LoE, Cook, how can you 

SIT AND LISTEN TO A MaN AS WEAES 'NOTHIN' BUT BLACK AlPAOA ! YoU 
SHOULD HAVE SEEN OUE YOUNG PeIEST THIS MOBNING I HB HAD ON A BLACK 

Silk Skiet with a white Cambeic Tunio teimmed with ebel Walan- 

SEEENS La.CE as MiSSIS GIVE HIM, A NABEEE TgH-AET GEEEN SOAEF BOUND 

his Neck ; an’ when he bolded his Aems aceoss his Buzzum, with his 
’AIE pasted down the middle, oh, he looked PUFFECKLY lOV-E-LT ! ” 


A (jeeat Unknown (who “ has done good by stealth, 
and blushed tojind it fame^^), — ^The author of the Kho- 
dope-Crant proposal. 


Home-Eulees. —Our Wives ! 


“ There’s not a room in the house,” he goes on deliberately, “ that 
isn’t haunted. I don’t Jwish,” he interrupts himself to say, turning 
to me: “I don’t wish you to repeat this to my Aunt, or she 
would be frightened into fits, and wouldn’t get a wink of sleep all 
night.” 

I intimate that on no account would I mention the subject to his 
Aunt, Mrs. Tupton ; and of course I feel bound to accept as a com- 
pliment the fact of ms eonfiditfg the ghost-stories of The Mote to me, 
as much as to imply that I am dauntless, and my repose not to be 
disturbed by a thousand ghosts. 

I wish I could recollect my story of my friend who saw a ghost. 
I can’t even recollect his name ; and its credit depends on his per- 
sonal authority. It’s better than anything I have heard yet— ex- 
cept, perhaps, Hoshfoed’s, about the Headless Woman— which was 
first hand. I remark, however, curiously enough, that the general 
tendency is to give implicit credit to second-hand stories, but to 
question the gooa faith of anyone who relates something marvellous 
that happened to himself. In fact, ou our quitting the room, I over- 
hear Aysfoed Synge asking Sandilands what the latter h^ 
thought of Hosheoed’s story, and receiving the curt reply that in 
his (Sandiland’s) opinion, Hoshfoed was screwed and didn’t 
know what he was talking about,” How much better Hoshfoed’s 
story will come out when^ he himself isn’t present. I shall teU it 
myself, if I can recollect it, and, of course, shall add that the man 
to whom it happened was as sober as a judge on the bench, and one 
of the most sensible men I ’ ve ever met. 

JossLTN Dyke informs ns, that “There is one room in the house— 
he would rather not mention which— where the wicked old lord, the 
Earl of Dbpfoed— was murdered. The assassins, it was supposed, 
entered either through a panel or from behind the bed; and after Hie 
deed, they managed to conceal the body in a closet, where ‘it was 
found some months afterwards. The figure of the old Earl is seen, 


points to the wounds with oue hand, and with the other to a dark 
mark on the wall, where it is supposed he had secreted some impor- 
tant papers. These have never been found.” 

“Have you ever seen the ^host— yourself ? ” I ask, for 1 don’t 
like to inq.uire if I am to sleep m the haunted chmber : and if I can 
get liim to start a good long ghost-story, it will give me time to 
remember mine. Also I fed that if I can only tell a ghost-story 
myself , I shall he less nervous. 

“ Oh dear ! yes,” replies Jossltn, “ often.” ^ 

Silence. We regard one another. J ossLXN'is perfectly sober, at 
all events. On the other hand, he is our host, and no one likes to 
question or contra^ct him. ^ ^ 

“ Isn’t there a room here that hasn t been opened for centuries r ” 


asks Pelkin Wadd. 

“ Yes,” replies Jossltn ; “ but the door is concealed, and we ’ve 
never been able to discover it. But what I ’ve seen in this very room 

where we are now sitting,” he says, impressively, “would ” 

Here he pauses. — So do I ! 


In Obitum Principissse Alicise. 

the Charterhouse.) 

E ttta cara, soror dulcis, fidissima conjux, 
Mater, cui soboles vita pretiosior ipsSt, 

Te tua voce uni gemit imglia, te memor isdem 
Prosequitur laorymis, te nunquam oblita silebit. 


QUOTATION FOE FEOSTY WEATHEE. 

In medio tutissimus — i,e. “The middle of the road is the 

safest walking.” 
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PUNCHES PRIZE CHRISTMAS ACROSTIC. 


THE NEW YEAR’S ANNUAL. 



Beauty's Appeal, 

A STSWEB — against anxious asking ; answer in an 
apt Acrostic . n 

M ake me — ^merry madcap Maanm masking Mind 
in Mirth.’ s Monosticn — 

E xplanation entertaining, through essential 
Eyolution! 

B. attling, roaring, rushing, royst’rmg, rude in 
reckless Resolution I 

R ead in rh3rthinic Rhyme the Reason Routs 
and Revels rude return ; 

Y esj'.and why your yelling Youngsters year hy 
year for Yuletide yearn ! 

The Sage’s Answer, 

C hristmas comes. Champagne-consuming, Cos- 
sacks’, Cards’, and Crackers’ cause, 

H ipping Hunters (Hard-frost Haters), hanging 
Holly, Hips, and Haws, 

B ich in iloast-heef. Rum-punch, Raisins, Rid- 
dles, Rhymes, and Roundelays, 

I niuenzas, Indigestions, Icicles, and Ivy- 
sprays, 

S hootings, Squeezings, Skatings, Sneezings, 
Slimngs, Sludges, Snows, and Sleets, 

T urkeys, Truffles, Tailors’ Tottles, Trois-temps, 
Tips, and toothsome Treats, 

M a’s Match-making, mirthfuHIaidens, Mistletoe, 
moist Mouths that meet, 

A ches and Ailments, Ale and Apples, Almonds, 
Alcohol ablaze — 

S uch the Season’s Sweets and Sorrows!— so this 
Sage serenely says ! 


Oe, rather Perennial— per- 
petua/ prays Bunch — ^is Kelly’s 
Tost Office directory. There 
seemed no room in it for improve- 
ment, or anything else, yet im- 
provements have been found, or 
made, room for. The Map is more 
manageable, the cross references 
less cross, the trade names fuller, 
the Court Guide more courteous 
than ever. And if Kelly’s great 
Directory has a competitor for 
cheapness, completeness, com- 
pendiousness, and clear arrange- 
ment of contents, it is Whitaker’s 
Almanack^ which, after Bunch’s 
own, stands as the ne plus ultra of 
Almanack-making. 


BAILWAY nS-SUBAITCE. 

The London, Chatham, and 
Dover Company have clapped an 
additional nve per cent, on their 
Season-tickets. Of course this 
means a rise of five per cent, in 
their servants’ wages r, 


Mihistebial REAnnsro {not ac- 
cepted hy the Buhlic), — Charity 
begins at — Rhodope. 


THE PAJRSON^S GRATE. 

{A Christmas {Fire) Box for all Mr, Bunch’s Beaders,) 

^ Me. Mechi has long been known as a liberal dispenser of the 
light derived from his own useful experiences as a farmer, crop- 
grower, stock-breeder, stock-feeder, and in many other capacities. 
He now comes forward as a source of heat, as well as light, in his 
enthusiastic circular of what he calls the Parson’s Grate. 

This grate is a long, deep, hut narrow trough, with fire-brick 
ends, 'back, and floor ; the front is an iron hurdle, having from six 
to ten bars of round iron 7-16ths of an inch thick, with intervals of 
li inches. A troi^h 16 inches deep and 14 inches wide will heat a 
fuU-med room, containing 450 superficial feet. The interior of the 
grate is only 4i inches from hack to &ont at its base, and 6i inches 
at the level of the top bar. This thin stratum of coal permits the 
air, which enters cmly through the front bars, to circulate freely 
between the coals, and thns causes perfect combustion, 

Exe^t when fitted to previous raster stoves, the Jfloor of the 
grate is level with the floor of the room; when applied to existing 
stoves, the trough is fitted iuto the grate. 

Mr. Meolct tells us, as a proof ot the discontent with our present 
system of warming, falsely so called, that he has received in ten 
days more ■&an: 1,000 letters, complaining of insufficient warming, 

I and requesting instructions for constructing the model. 

^ He suggests that these ^ates are speoiauly fitted for railway-sta- 
tions, hoard-schooisj and otiier rooms of large area. They can be inex- 
pensiv^y adapted either to the a^icultural labeurer’s cottage or to 
hous^ of higher pretensions. He speaks from more than twelve 
months’ experience of their use. Por a room 30 feet hy 20, a grate 
24 inclmswide and 14 inches high would give, he says, a superabund- 
ance of heat, and^ its cost including the setting, need not exceed 
about £3. If required for richly furnished rooms the ornamentation 
can costly, according to desire. At present our railway-stations * 
are cheerless in winter. As for our living-rooms, the heat from the 
common grate is carried up the chimney instead of being diffused in 
the room, 

* Parson’s Grate dries and expands the air in the room, so that 
one feels warm all over, and, under its influence, the floor is the 
wa^est part of the room, instead of (as at present) the coldest. 

^ Kettles saucepans, he says, will boil aumost as quick on trivets 

of the Parson’s Grate as on the top; and as to toast ! 

A lady friend of Mr. Mechi’s said to him “ I cannot make toast 
^.pne of my strong drawing register stoves, hut have to go to 
ihe Kitchen Grate.” He remiods us that there are nearly Ten 
Milli ons of lire Glxates in the United Kingdom on wrong principles. 

H so, ’ as he naturaRy soRloqnises, “ what a scope for reform !” 

T comes to an end of the blessings of the Parson’s Grate. 

In it the fire may be left without attention for four or five hours. 


In fact, it is not ipioomaion to find fire lit in it overnight still burning 
m -the morning. 

It requires very little poking. 

Smoke from the coal burnt in it is converted into flaming gas. In 
fact, it first produces flame, then coke, and then burns the coke to 
an incombustible ash. It does away with smoky ohimueys, and 
releases chimney-sweepers from their dirty and degrading occu- 
pation. 

In short, before this wonderful grate, contrived, one would say, 
for poor Parsons, and so appropriately christened after them, and 
Mr. Mechi ready to send instructions for its construction, if accom- 
panied (as contributions to Mr, Bunch should he), hy a postage- 
stamp, Mr, Bunch cau only say to the Parsons— who may he pre- 
sumed to understand Latin — 

“Pelioes nimium, sua si bona n6rmt.” 


CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 

Ths Bj,rl of JBfaoofsfifld . — An English Dictionary, 'with the 
pages toned down at the words Peace ” and Honour,” Maps of 
Asia Mmor and Central India, and Keith on Fulfilled Brophecy^ 
with illustrations from Tancred and Vivian Grey, 

Lord Salisbury, — A humble pie, of the largest size. 

Sir Stafford Worthcote, — A Ready Reckoner, a backboard, a set 
of dumb-bells, and a pair of spectacles. 

Mr, Gladstone,— K copy of the old song, ** Bray^ Goody ^ please to 
moderate the rancour of your tongue^’ and the rules of the game of 
“ Follow your Leader.’’ ^ 

The Marquis of Hartington. — ^A ho^it of stimulant powders. 

Lord LyUon, — A. copy of The Beturn of the JSfaUve, 

The Fditor of the “ Ball Mall Gazette,” — A box of Bugbears. 

The Ameer of Afghanistan, — An invitation to spend ' Christmas 
with the Emperor of Russia. 

The Khedive of Egypt,— A few more foreign Ministers and a little 
less ready money. 

The Sultan of Turkey,--^ A loan— left alone. 

Mr, Edison, — ^The fervent blessings of the Gas Companies. 

The Directors of the Glasgow Bank, — Deferred until after their 
trial. 

Major O’ Gorman, — A step in rank, and a charger up to thirty 
stone. 

The Lord Chief Justice of England, — A moderator lamp, to be 
used with a reflector and midnight oiL 


The Biggest oe Chbisxmas Cbaoxebs. — To talk of the present 
Season as a merry one. 




RUMINATIONS FOR 1879. 








>■ 




^ If WiLi, Lord BEACoNsi'rEiJ) snr- 

1 ^ Ik ^ epigram or a 

( IB B ' 1 1 new island, a fresb. title or afresh 

a war he commenced, or 
iT/i E\\ ^ secret agreement, inTolying 

M\ i tremendous consequences, con- 

^ IS eluded, without the knowledge 

and consent of the Parliawient 
I and: the People; and will the 

previous sanction of the L,e|isla- 
ture still he indispensable for the abolition of ajjTurppike Trust, or the repairs of 
the Ambassador's residence at Constantinople ? 

Will Mr. Gladstoite return to; power and out down abuses instead of trees; i 


or will he retire from public life altogether and (politically) 

cut his stick ” ? 

Will the Pope and the King of Italy eat their maca- 
roni and smoke their cigarettes together ? 

Will Cleopatra’s Keedle be all the better for a year’s 
acquaintance with the clear atmosphere and bright 
blue skies of the Thames Embankment ? 

Will the Eight and the Left in the House of Commons 
remam as they are, or will they change benches ? 

Will the Liberals stUl start three Candidates to struggle 
for one seat (against a single Tory) ; and T\dll they con- 
tinue to resist cohesion as a party, because they are not 
all agreed about Public-houses, or Primogeniture, or 
Prebendaries ? 

Will the Education of poor neglected children still he 
a hone of contention, to he growled and fought over by 
Church and Chapel ? 

Win the Opera House on the Embankment be finished ? 

Will Gas Lamps be as Oil Lamps, and Electric Lamps 
as Gas Lamps ?- 

Will there be Scientific Instruments invented, enabling 
us to see our friends and relations at the Antipodes P 

Will there be a Sea Serpent on view at one of the 
Aquariums ? 

Will there be a good Grouse and Partridge Season ? 

Win there be a General Election ? 

Win there be a revival of commerce and cheerfulness, 
tranquillity and trade, peace and prosperity, exports and 
imports; and will there be more activity in the Home- 
Office, and less in the Eoreign and India ? 

Will there be an immortal Poem or Kovel written ? 

Wfil there bej a new out-door Game thought out, to 
supersede Lawn Tennis, as Lawn Tennis has superseded 
Croquet ? 

i Win there be anything fresh discovered about Shak- 
I SPEABE ? 

Wni the Public be on better terms with their fish- 
mongers and butchers ? 

win there be anything left of the fine old British Con- 
stitution this time next year ? 

Win there not he a bigger Income Tax ? 

The CoauETTE’s Motto,— D ezio! jours Jideie,^’ 


A GRATEFUL aUEEH T0 A GRIEVIHG AHD 
SYMPATHISIITG PEOPLE. 

EiTGLAirn’s heart has gone out towards the Oijee]s^ in her great 
grief ; and the Oueen’s heart has uttered its gratitude to England, 
simply and sincerely, and as if in rebuke of the bombastic over- 
emphasis of Lord Bbaconseield in the House of Lords. 


JANGLING CHIMES. 

Mr, launch loquitur, 

Pheitg-h! Bedlam in 9- belfry ! Bless the boys 1 
You ’n frighten the Hew Year with an this noise. 
Ring out, wHd bells ! But, oh I not in this fashion, 
Like demon tongues the clappers clang and clash on- 
Sans time or tune, 

About your ears you ’U bring the belfry soon ! 

The bells aU cracked, the pullers in a passion. 

Stop ! Stop, my lads, take breath, and slacken rope ! 
You do not call this chiming, I snoifid hope ? 

’Tis but a mad and maddening Charivari, 

Enough to raise Old Habbt, 

The cymbals of the Coryhantes clasMng, 

Ke’er made such harsh and inharmonious crashing 
As your cacophonous Carillon. Ring m 
The Hew Year with this dismal deafening ,dia ?— 
Ah! dbsitomeni 

You tug, and twist, and strain, like frantiq foemen, 
Hot a right helfry-hrotherhood of ringers. 

Can such wild h^s be hringers 
Of benediction to a listening land ? 

Bek, hold that reckless hand, 

And Wile, pull not so wildly ; don’t you see 
Your crashing discords murder harmony, 

And give the cue to Chaos ? Sturdy Johk, 

All heedless of the score, may still tug on, 

At the old weR-wom rope. J ohk Bull has grown 
A-weary of thy mellow monotone — 


Which tells of times and tunes that used to he. 

His rival there is pulling strenuously : 

But an alarum, or a rataplan, 

Seems his sole notion of beH-musio. Hush ! 

Confound the man ! 

And now there ’s Cockbubk at it with a rush ; 

Se should know better, so should that Pekzakce, 
Than follow the wild dance. 

4Jid you, JoHK -Foks, and James, the Whistler smart, 
C)ught to know better how to play your part. 

You may like difierent tunes ; but anyhow 
There ’s neither art nor harmony in Row ! 

Lawyer or priest^ painter or critic ’cute, 

Learn that a Carillon needs combination ; 

If each of you scorns calm co-operation, 

For independence harsh and absolute, 

You ’d better far be mute. 

Stop all of you, I say, and do try whether 
You cannot pull in tune and time together ; 

Your mad spasmodic tuggings in blmd anger, 

Result in uaught jb^t a demoniac clangour, 

Which deafens, not delights, shakes tower and steeple, 
And sorely shocks and mystifies the people. 

Start fresh, my lads I together set your hells, 

Aud with a peal that tuneful sinks and swells 
Ring in the young Kew Year ! 


Only too many Candidates for the Throne of CabuL 

Yakoob Khak, Mohamed Ibbahim, Shabie Khak, Jalalxtdeek 
E mN, Ahmad Khak 1 A mere embarras Ameers I 

How happy could we be with any, 

Were t’other dear claimants away.'’ 


LATEST EBOM THE BOW. 

We understand that Lord Lyttok is now busy with a new work 
on the Interior of Afghanistan. How he must regret that he cannot 
use the paternal title, What Will He do With It ? 
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A FIEND IN HUMAN SHAPE. 

“Beg pareok, Sir! Bttt I’ve just caught these two Young Easoals making a 
Slide in front of your Doorstep, and they say as yoxt gave ’em permission 1 ” 

**It’s quite correct. I DID, Policeman. The fact is, I expect my Mother-in-law 
TO Luncheon ! ” — 


A STANDITO EYIL TO BE COOTTEEACTED. 

Da. A. W, Edis, wEo has already written to the TimeSj on the crnelty of keeping shop- 
girls on ‘^eir feet from the beginning to the end of their long^ day’s work, has now P^h- 
ushed proof of the prevalence and crnelty of the practice in a pampme"^ ^ under the 
auspices of the l^ational Health Society, 44=, Berners Street. Punch commends this pamphlet 
to the perusal of ^1 humane and sensible employers of shopwomen, and all Lady-customers 
of shops in which women serve. , . , . , ... , , -li it. • 

I They could do much by preferring those shops in which provision is made to enable ^hem 
hard-worked shopwomen to enjoy a snatch of rest in a moment of leisure, and lettog 
known why they prefer them. Cccteris parihus, these are likely to be the shops in wMch 
they will be best served. Dr. Edis’s pamphlet gives all needful infoi^tion how counter- 
seats may be and have been contrived. Punch is glad to say, by many thoughtful employers, 
at little cost, and no inconvenience. ^ j i. 

The Ladies should not sit down content till the poor shopgirls can sit down too. 


aPEETIHaS FOB THE HEW YEAH. 

General Pipeclay^ Afghan campaign. 
Eh? TJ’m, so far they might have done 
worse, considering they’ve all Company- 
ofdcers in command! With the old and 
experienced Queen’s officers they^ have 
ready to hand at home too! It’s suicidal, 
Sir. But if they like to^ cut their own 
throats instead of the enemies, ” 

Admiral Blazes* Hew Year’s Day, and 
we are not bombarding Cronstadt ! Service 
has gone — ^you know where. 

Lieutenant Easy, E,N, Yes, a naval 
campaign would have been all very jolly. 
Awful bore to lose one’s hunting, though. 

Mr* Screwman {Manufacturer)* Deuced 
hard times. Sir. Give you my word, a man 
must think twice before he opens a bottle 
of Lafitte or Pommery tres sec. 

John Jones {Labourer). Drat them 
Unions! Fourteen shillings a week was 
better than starving on strike. I’ve as 
good as forgotten the taste of beef, beer, 
and baccy, 

^ Mr. Bung {Licensed Victualler), Awful 
times ! Haven’t sent away a customer with 
what yon could call a skinful this fortnight 
past. ^ 

Voices from a Certain House {of Talk). | 
Spirited foreign policy ! That ’s yonr game ! 
And as many millions as the G-overnment 
like to ask for. Hear, hear ! 

Voices from Another House {of Work). 
There ’s a precious lot of ns already, and 
more coming. Where ’ll they put us all, I 
wonder, if things gets wus’ ? 

Everybody to Mr. Punch. Oh, please, 
Mr* Punch, here’s another awfuUy black- 
looking Hew Year I What are we to do ? 

Mr. Punch to Everybody. Keep up your 
spirits, my friends I Better sense, oetter 
luck, better trade, and better times coming 
—let us hope. 


NOT “ UHIYERSAL AS THE STJH.” 

An old reading — so old that Punch had 
I hoped it was obsolete — and a new applica- 
tion of the burden of blessing from the 
Angels’ Christmas Song. Peace on Earth, 
Goodwill towards Men,’’ comes to us from 
the columns of the Manchester Exa- 
I miner : — 

“A staunch Conservative and Churchman, 
having arranged with Mr. Ben Brierlet and 
others to give a Christmas entertainment on 
behalf of the poor in one of the outlying parishes 
of Manchester, applied to the rector for the use 
of the Church schools on the occasion. OBie fol- 
lowing is an extract fi:om the Rev. Gentleman’s 
reply 

“ * I have many reasons why I cannot fall in 
with your request for the entertainment. I do 
not thi-nTr a ChuTch School ou^t to be used for 
feasting the aged members of Roman Catholics, 
Unitarians, and others, who are diametrically 
opposed to us both in religion and politics,’ ” 

Probably this Reverend Gentleman adopts 
the Yulgate version of the text which oonhnes 
the “Peace on Earth,” to “ Men of Good- 
will,” and understands by “ Men of^ Good- 
will,” men of his own way of thinking. 
Church charily, in his view, ought to end, 
as well as begin, at home. 

of the Christian Christmas Song is as rare as 
it is restrictive. Punch notes it as a special 
rarity in Manchester, with its large-hearted 
and large-brained Bishop, and its liberal re- 
cord of gifts and labours in aid of the poor 
and su:ff erihg at this time of trial, which fills 
columns of the same journal that makes 
public^this unique utterance of uncharitable 
exclusiveness. 
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CHRISTMAS DAY A LA GOOD OLD TlMt. 

Scene. — A room furnished 
tJieprevailmgfashmi- 
flSZe Sigh -Art Style. 
■- Mue China, Japanese 

j. Fans; Fados and 

^ iSpindle - legged Chairs 

^ and Tables ; black wood- 

- 'J-l T- work, and sage green 

' papers. Berries fromthe 

"'-'I- Mistletoe and Solly fall- 

/rom the 

' candies) 07i a Dessert 

■ : : Service of Queen Anne 

pattern, latest old-new 
Style. Entlmsiastic 
’ ‘ ' ^ ' '• <7^^ Quests (fw- 

* i Snthusiastic Sost. l^ow, 
'. ■/' ';>y I think, 'W'e have done 
.* ' ■ i ^ ‘ \ - ' everything we should do. 

I' l\ \\ f- , We have had a good old- 

v'^ I\ > . -/ fashioned dinner. 

' ' \ ' Cynical U?icle. Wiihm- 

I " y digestion and the gout to 

^C) Sithusiastic Sost. We 

- have told old family 

stories. 

Cynical Uncle. Of the 
famous Joe Mler family— fine old crusted. 

Fnthusiastic Sost. We have had a good old-fashioned family- 
row? 

Grandpapa, ] > 

Grandmani?na* ( 

Uncles. I shaking their fists [ ™ st t 

Fi7’si Cousins. ^ ( at one another. [ ^ ^ 

And Cousins various V \ 

times removed. ) ^ 

Sniliusiastic Sost. And now to crown all the pleasures of the 
season, here ’s the weather behaving in the good old-fashioiied style 
—in compliment to all the Christmas numbers— returning to the 

discomfort of a hundred years ago, aetually snowing. 

[Seasoiiable satisfaction as the Scene closes in. 


TIME. 




i i- / 




shaking their fists 
at one aiiother. 


Haven’t we, just I 


PEIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

Being a Brief Record of a few TFinter-seasonable Visits to certain 
Country Somes. 

Visit the First.— Chapter YIII. 

Josslyn^s Experience — Inquiry — Anxiety — Disappointment — Ghosts 
in the Drawing-Room — ^iMrs. TupMs Fright — Departure — My 
Unremerribered Story — To Bed— Upstairs — Retracing — The 
Clock — The Old Legends of the Souse — But What Next f 

We are listening for what Josslyn is going to tell us about his 
own experience of Gf-hosts in this house. 

He considers, then conimues : “ Well, I was sitting here one even- 
ing, about five o’clock, in the winter, when from that corner” — 
pointing to a dark recess between window and door, which we all 
regard intently, then murmur “Yes,” whereupon he resumes in a 
measured tone, with his e:^es fixed on that spot— “ from that comer, 
there seemed to come an icy cold blast, not blowing strongly, but 
like a draught through a small ventilator. In fact, I cannot 
describe to yon the strange sensation which seemed to take pos- 
session of me at that ihoment. I am not at all nervous, and I 
walked up to the comer in order to exaioine the place,” 

It occurs to me how nervous I should have been ia such a 
situation. Enough to make one’s hair turn white. I do not utter 
thi^ observation aloud, hut only smile approvingly, as tnough to 
convey the idea of my jperfect approbation of his conduct in such 
trj^g eirenmstances, and wish him to understand that, of course, 
any one of us here, especially myself, would have behaved in 


Pikley, the crusty thinking that now he has got at the cause of 
the hallucination. ^ i 

“ The hook ? ” returns Josslyn Dyne, carelessly, Oh, it was hy 
the Cambridge Professor of Political Economy, about the Analysis 
of the Theory of Enuitable Insurance considered as a Factor in the 
Future of the British Empire ’ — a dry subject that interested me at 

Eendlesham of Pikley retires, so to speak, into his shell. The 
hook in (^nestion was not calculated to iofiame the imagination about 
ghosts. 

“Well, go on! ” I say, for I am anxious, very anxious, to know 
what is to be seen in this house where I have to stay all night. But 
not to-morrow, if I know iV^ 

“ Well,” continues Josslyn, slowly, and looking over his shoulder 
at the deepeuing shadows, as though consulting them on the subject, 

“ Well, there suddenly grew out of that corner an enormous ” 

Here he breaks off. We are all waitiag. Presently he shakes his 
head, and says, “Ho— I won’t tell you what I saw. It is better 
not. You would only laugh at me, and think me cracky if I told 
you.” 

We all swear we won’t laugh and think him cracky. This, how- 
ever, is to encourage Mm to go on with Ms story. 

Nothing will induce hiTn to utter another syllable. He rises, 
regretting, he says, that he should have said even as much as he 
has. We look at one another. There is some hesitation about 
leaving the room. TMs would be the opportunity for my story, if I 
could only call to mind the man’s name, and where he was when it 
happened, and what it was that did happen. I have a faint glim- 
mering of my story. Just so much as to enable me to say to myself, 
“ His name was sometMng like Hosxins,” when we have to join the 
Ladies in the drawing-room. We don’t saunter out, we crowd out, 
as if for warmth. 

In the drawing-room the^^ also have got on to ghost subjects. 
It is impossible to help it, in tMs house. Poor Mrs. Tttpton is 
trembling. Miss Ayseord Stnob has been telling such dreadful 
stories, ‘°A11 about this place, too 1 ” she exclaims. 

Mrs. Synoe has also been narrating a story about some house in 
tMs county, where a coaeh-and-six always drive xm to the front door 
whenever one of the family is going to die. Mfs. Tutton begs them 
“ not to go on in tMs manner,” and the words are scarcely uttered 
when we all hear the sound of a oarriagfe and horses coming up to the 
front door. Mrs. Tlgpton starts hystericaEy. and is only prevented 
from going off altogether hy the entrance of a footman to announce 
“ Mrs. Lawleigh Bryne’s Carriage I ” 

Mrs. LawleigS: Byrne declares she is really too awfully nervous, 
and daren’t go out into the hall alone for the world, J osslyn accom- 
panies her, to assist her with her mantle. 

The carriages are announced. At this moment the name of the 
hero of the ghost- story I have been trying to remember the whole 
evening, suddenly occurs to me. I can’t ask Josslyn to recall the 
company to listen, to my story, and, indeed, now I ’ve got Ms name, 
I am not quite sure or the details. While I am putting these 
together, the guests have All left; and JosSlyn, his Aunt, and 
myself are alone at The Mote. Mrs. Tupton sends for her maid to 
sleep in her bed-room, as she is so dreadfully nervous; and Josslyn 
takes up Ms candle. 

Josslyn asks me if I think I can find my way to my room. At 
first I say^ “ Yes, I think so,” and add, with an am of gaiety, 
“ Gl-ood night, Josslyn. Hope I shan’t see any ghosts.” But, 
on reconsideration, I ask him to show me to my room, as I am not 
quite sure of its whereabouts. 

“ Yes, with pleasure.” 

I say to him, “I should like to have a good chat together over old 
times, and we can smoke a cigar before the fire.” 

He makes no reply to tMs suggestion. 

My artful idea is to get Mm to talk and smoke before a good fire 
in my room, while I gradually, hut surely, undress and get mto bed. 


wntfxe ; were was no cracK, no opemng ; Dut tne strange, fihin 
draught continued ; and, as I returned to my chair, I heard a step 
foUowMg me, close at my heels. I turned round, Therfe was nd- 
bo^!” 

W6 hold OUT breAth, and Josslyn resumes, quietly, 

Y I sat down; and took up the bdok I had been reading.” 

What wag it^I mean what hook?” asks HENDLEfeHOc df 


Then Josslyn can put out the light and leave me ; for, once com- 
fortably in bed, with a nice, ruddy, cosy fire smiling at me, like a 
cheery companion, I defy ghosts — specially with' my eyes shut. 

If Josslyn Dyke will only fall, so to speak, into my sociable trap, 
then I don’t care whether mine is the haunted room par excellence 
— ^they ’re all haunted more or less— or not. 

“ Come ! ” says Josslyn, as solemnly as though he ^^ere leading 
me to the condemned cell. All the lights are out, except the candle 

he is carrying. Suddenly »I start back, “ What on eArth ? ” A 

few inches above the fioor are two goggle eyes glowfefing at me. 
Eeeovering myself, I ascertain that these eyds belong to One of the 
weird animals, the one that is something between a bUll-dog and a 
grotesque Chiiiese oruament, wMoh I had seen on ±hi^ arrival. The 
other dog, the thin white one, Jiointed at both ends; is jiiiSt he- 
hifidhiin; 

‘ Ate the dogs coming up-stairs P ” T Inquite. 

“ Yes,” answers Josslyn. “ Sfiap^d Fiend sleep in my rodni. 
So does Gr^, the black oat. You cAh hAvfe one of them with you; 
if you like.” 
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Offer declined, Tvitli thanks. Hate making a menagerie of a bed- 
room. Besides, I have always nnderstood animals see ghosts quicker 
than men do (isn’t this idea embodied in a proverb abont “ Pigs 
seeing the •wind?”) and behave in a manner that would drive 
me to the verge of insanity, Ho ; let them all come with Josslyn 
to my room ; but let the whole party quit the apartment together. 
"We ascend the stairs. 

Past the dark comers again— darker than before : along the narrow 
slip of old carpet, which seems to have been laid down to accommo- 
date a line of acrobats, past the military ghost clock, which keeps 
time, as a secret, looked up in its own case, in front of which 
JossLYN stops, as do also the animals, his three familiars, Fiend^ 
Snajp^ and the black cat Griffs who, having trotted on in front with 
his tap. erect, as though he were saying, “ Stiivez moi! ” now turns, 
and sidles up against the wainscot, making his tail describe all 
sorts of curious curves, and then performing the figure “ 8 ” in and 
out between Jossitn’s legs, occasionally rearing himself up on his 
hind legs while openmg a very red mouth to utter a complaining 
sort of whine, intimating his impatience at our unnecessary loitering. 

“ That clock,” Josslyn informs me, in a subdued voice, as if_afraid 
of being overheatd, and perhaps conttadieted, by some members 


of the Phantom Horner family, perpetually in the corners, “ that 
clock is nearly two hundred years old. It is said to have stopped 
at the very hour, on the evening of the murder, when the wicked old 
Earl went to his room for the last time. Ho one has ever dared to 
move it; and all attempts at winding it up have been utterly useless.” 

“ The hands have been moved, I suppose ? ” I observe, as carelessly 
as I can, though with that ghostly faded old clock-face staring into 
mine, I am somehow conscious of my remark probably being con- 
sidered an impertinence. Hot by Josslyn— oh dear, no 1 not at all 
by JossiYNT ! I don’t take him into consideration in the presence of 
the Clock. 

“ The hands,” my host answers, “have never been altered. One 
of the family, a reckless, hard-drinking, hard-ridmg Squire, who 
inhabited The Mote about fifty years ago, made a bet that he icoidd 
move the hands.” 

“WeU?” 

“ Well— when his companions, whom he had left at table, came to 
look for him, they found him sitting where we now stand, a gibber- 
ing idiot, the glass of the clock-face open, and the hands pointing 
where they had always pointed, and where they have pointed ever 
since.” 

The clock hands, I notice, point to twenty-five minutes past 
eight. 

“ The wicked old Earl,” I observe, “ used'to retire early.” 

JqssLYN regards me regretfully. I beg his pardon. I really did 
not intend a pun. Ho, I explain, I simply meant that the -wicked 
old Earl did not on that particular night go to bed late. On my 
word, there seems to be a punning fiend at my elbow, suggesting, 
“How for another! Say that, though deceased, he couldn’t be 
spoken of as the late Earl.” But I won’t yield to the tem;^atiqn, 
which is simply a matter of nerves, as is a joke with the JDentist 
who in another second wiU be holding your jaw for you and pulling 
up an ancient tooth by its roots. I beg Josslyn to believe me when 
I say that I really did not mean to pun, but am perfectly serious. 

Apparently satisfied with my apology, which he seems to accept 
on behalf of the clock, Josslyn answers, 

“Yes, twenty-five minutes past eight was his time for retiring. 
And that hour nas been ever since invariably associated with some 
calamity in the family history,!’ 

“Beally?” 

The dogs both settle themselves down with their forepaws out 
before them, like two young Sphinxes, as though expecting a story. 
The black cat, whose patience had been long ago exhausted, has, 
with less politeness, disappeared. 

“ At twenty-five minutes past eight,” Josslyn commences in a 
mysteriously confidential tone, “the second Earl of Depfokd 
was born. He ruined the property ; and one morning he was found 
hanging on an ehn-tree. They cut him down, but he was dead. 
His watch had stopped at twenty-five minutes past eight,” 

“How strange!’’ I murmur; and my voice seems somehow or 
another to belong to some one behind me, so that I am strongly in- 
clined to turn round and see who it is. The words, * ‘ How strange I ” 
seem to have come to me from outside ; to have pervaded me, tohave 


“The third Earl;” continues Josslyn, eyeing the imperturbable 
clock-face with respectful sadness, “ran away with an heiress, and 
they were privately married in this honse, one Christmas eve, at 

r 1 ^ • 1 , t j Tnr i 'j. xin x-L - 1- T 


very stairs, and stabbed him to the heart. On returning to the 
dining-room, he found the young Countess sitting before the fire. 
Thinking it was the Captain, she said, ‘ G-erahp, you are too soon ; 
we do not dine till eight- thirty.’ ‘ Amd it is now eight twenty- 
five I ’ thundered the husband. What became of them no one 
knows.” 

“Were they never seen again?” I inquire, for the story seems 
to finish rather abruptly, and then, to clear my throat — ^for my voice j 
sounds hnsky, I cough gently, very gently— stifling the sound, as 
though I were in the sick-room of au mvalid, whose life depended ; 
on Ms not being disturbed by the slightest sound, and at the 
same time casting a side-glance at the Mstorical staircase. i 

Josslyn answers slowly, — 1 

“ They were never seen again . . . afe. But — ^ ^ ' 

He pauses, regarding me inquiringly, as if debating with himself 
whether my initiation is suj01ciently advanced to permit of my being ' 
admitted to the real secrets. He decides in my favour, and resumes — ' 



NEW LEAVES FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

( Which I fidhj mean to turn over — if I donH forget it) , 



3MOKING — I mean to give 
v\ '!i ! . I fl' ' lit I np smoking — or at least 

Si! ! J' ill |1 smoking more than 

l;lili 1:' is-- i ' cigars a day. N.B.-To 

h'T’rii! | |f| make sure of myself , I had 

\ 'l?' li _ better wait a week or so 

^ ere fixing on the number. 

I mean to keep an ac- 
curate account of what I 
lose at cards, for I feel 
certain that I do lose, since 
N my -wife takes all my 
winnings. 

I mean in my spare mo- 
ments — if I ever have 
spare moments — to rub 
up my Greek and Latin, 
which are getting rather 
rusty. 

I mean at the same time 
— or some -time or other — 
to polish up my Erench a 
bit, for though it passes 
pretty fairly with waiters 
who arepolyglots, and with 
Swiss or German landlords 
^ who can speak a little 
English, ■ still, it hardly 
stands the test of a table 
d'hote m Paris, "and still less of a visifwith a Erench friend to the 
Eran9ais ! 

I likevrise mean to look up my Algebra a little, ^ and, if possible, to 
dip into my Euclid once a week or so ; for nothing helps a man in 
lire so much as Mathematics; and unluckily at school I always 
preferred Cricket. ^ x . t 

While I am thus about to complete my education, I mean to set 
myself a good stiff course of solid reading, to occupy my mind in 
any moments of leisure wMch may happen, to ocep: to me. 
lu order to gain time for thus developing my intellect, I mean to 


.oping my intellect, I mean to 


home suddenly to find his young unfaithful. The dinner, wMch 

should have been only laid for one, was sef out for -two: the Earl 
rushed from the room, met Captain Geeaio) Cleveland on these 


of subscribing to a number of most deserving charities. 

With this intent, I mean to dine less at the Club, to give up 
billiards, and generally to grow more economic in my habits. 

I mean to take more exercise and be more careful in my diet, for I 
certainly am getting rather stouter than is elegant. 

"V^enever I dine out (wMch I intend shall be but seldom), I mean 
strictly to avoid ever touching sweet s or entrees^ and rigidly to con- 
fine myself to two glasses of champagne and, say, three of hook or 
claret — reserving power, as Directors do, of ^‘adding to their 
number ” on particular occasions. 

I mean to give up oyster lunches — the cost of which is simply 
ruinous — and to deny myself the luxury of muffins with my marma- 
lade, as I fed sure they prejudicially affect my tnental faculties, ^ 

I really do intend to go to Ohuroh more regularly, and I will 
never— no, never — or, at least, hardly ever — come down to breakfast 
so late on Sunday mornings. , « - 

I mean rigidly to abstain from taking little nips before dinner, 
and little naps after it. * ^ 

And, finally, I certainly intend to invite hiy •roe s Mamma to 
come and spend a week with us-^probably at Easter, when I tMnk I 
can foresee that some unexpected business will summon me to Paris. 
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A RETORT COURTEOUS. 

New Parloitr-Uaid. “Heee's a Letter, Ma’am, if you please !” 

New Mistress, “Peat, Mart, are tott not accustomed to see Letters handed on a Tray 
New Parlour-Maid. “Yes, Ma’am. But I didn’t know you was!” " 


A QUALIFIED WELCOME. 

To leave you a-sMveriug here were a siu : 

So^ as tliexe ’s no choice, I must e’eu take you in ! 

’Tis a blackish look-out that before you you ’ve got ! 

Tour parent tamed out an extremely bad lot, 

And it you inherit ancestral defects, 

The Ratepayers’ Board may well say it objects 
To the burden in store, what a bothersome bout 
We have had with the year that is just slinking out 
like a furtive defaulter ashamed to be seen ! 

It brought us but little save trouble and teen, 

And though one would scarce, while it ’s moribund, vex it. 
One ’s happy to speed the old nuisance’s exit. 

How ought we to welcome the incoming guest P — 

Well, at least ’tis a change, and perhaps it were best, — 
Though you come on the heels of the fog and the. frost, 
like a poor Httle foundling in mid-winter lost. 

And although your appearance scant evidence hears 
That you’re one of those angels who come unawares, — 

To give you a welcome ; ’tis hard to find ground for it 
In a^ht one can see, look one ne’er so wide round for it. 
But John Bum has some ttos he would like to impart, 
Before for next twelvemonth we make a fair start. 

DonH kick up a row ! He is so sick of shines, 

That his mind more than ever to quiet inclines. 

Your precious progenitor scouted poor Peace, 

And scarcely allowed us a momenv s surcease 
Of shindies abroad, or of squabbles at home, 

And the natural JSTemesis clearly has come — 

In had morals, bad manners, bad temper, bad trade, ' 

Bad weather, bad health— bad all round, I ’m afraid.; 

A spirited policy poked up the nation, 

Whose “ SpiriV’ I fancy, needs ‘‘reotdfioatioE,” 

E’en more than our frontiers. Oh, if the l^ew Year 
Could but banish the spectres Suspicion and Fear, 


Conceit, and Cantankerous Yanity, then 

We might see Peace on earth, and Q-ood Will among men ; 

The shout of the Jingo might cease from the land, ^ 

And the howl of blind bate, with their haste hand in hand. 
Then Bogeys were banished, and Bugbears o’ertbrown, 

And the trumpets of party and faction unblown ; 

Then spite might he dumb, and contention might cease, 
And the world have a taste of the blessings of peace ; 
Young Shaver, we hope, as we must take you in, 

That you won’t add your voice to the general din. 

You arrive in bad times and detestable weather. 

But, since for a while we must toil on together, 

Though laid at our door like a waif by the late 
Uwlamented bad bargain, old Seventy-Eight, 

If you’U learn better ways, and not kick up a shine, 

We will e’en make the best of young Seventy-Nine. 


Same Concern.” 

Dear Me. Punch, Stocum Pogis. 

Passinu along Oxford Street, the other day, my eye was 
attracted by a shop-window, in which was exhibited a gorgeous 
array of Church properties and ecclesiastical brass-work, meludmg 
a gigantic three-branched candelabrum. The a^’oining shop bore 
the legend. “ Oxford Nursing Establishment,” it occurred to me 
that probably the two shop-windows really belonged to one and the 
same concern, so that the little Oxford nurslmgs, after being 
brought up at the one, might go for their playthings to the other. 

Yours faithfully, 

A Protestant Oid Foget. 


SEASONABLE BENEVOLENCE. 

Dame Nature set a gcfcd example to the generous this Christmas. 
The frost itself began to give on Boxing-day, 





WELL, YOU AMJ3 A POOE-LOOKINU LITTLE BEUUAR! BUT WE MUST MAKE 
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PUNCHES PROPHECIES FOR 1879. 


OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 


Political. 

IE Enssian Bear will eon- 
tinue a bugbear to many. 

The discovery of a 
Scientific Frontier that 
is a. frontier, will exercise 
the ingenuity of many 
Anglo-Indian Statesmen 
and Strategists. 

The relations of Eng- 
land with aU the Foreign 
Powers will be of the 
usual highly cordial cha- 
racter. 

Mr. G-ladstoite will 
play the game of “Follow 
my Leader” in an original 
manner, and with start- 
ling efiects. 

The eldest son of the 
Duhe of Devonshiee will 
be called^ by many im- 

ofEUXE-^EABTINOTO^^^ 
will not the less continue 
to lead the more reason- 
able majority of his party 
with sense and judgment. 

The House will adjourn ; 
over the Derby Day, and : 
be Counted Out on several of the Hobby-horse race-days, On 4iies- 
tions not less interesting to the backers of the Hobbies. 

The Opposition and the Government will waste a great deal of 
time in Cross Questions and Crooked Answers.” 

The English Budget will take five days’, and the Indian five 
hours’ discussion. 

Home Reforms will be p 9 stponed to Foreign fireworks. 

The Members of the Cabinet will be unanimous as ever. 

And the BEACOifSEiEiD Policy will continue one of the dearest i 
whistles the Ration ever paid for. 

Literary and Artistic. 

A Paper will appear, devoted to publication of the Butcher’s books 
ofthe^'^UpperTen.” 

Half-a-dozen Provincial Robodies will be Somebodies on the line at 
the Royal Academy. 

The Beauty of the Season will beam from the Photographer’s 
windows in as many lights as the sun can show her in, as many 
attitudes as her vanity can suggest, and as many costumes as her 
Dressmaker can invent, and her husband likes to pay for. 

Two hundred novels will travel to the butterman’s via the circu- 
lating Library. 

Liberal organs supplying widely-felt wants will come out and 
go in again. 

Domestic^ Foreign^ and Financial, 

^ Several hundred thousand fathers of families will attempt ventila- 
tion, through the columns of the Times, of as many grievances, more 
or less reasonable. 

Many millions of curtain lectures will be delivered between the 
hours of 11 p.M. and 2 a.m. 

The Khedive will ask for a fresh start and a new and large sponge, 
with liberty to use it on a new debtor and creditor account book. 

Mr. Rivees WiLSOir will refuse the request. 

A great many speculators will lose money, and a few make it, on 
the Stock Exchange. 

Many fortunes will go to the bulls and bears, and their owners 
to the dogs. 

One, at least, of the marriages celebrated at St. George’s, Hanover 
Square, will be less an afiair of hearts than pockets. 

Lord Peuzaitce will put asunder a certain nuniber of couples 
whom Heaven has clearly not joined. 

Some unreasonable husbands will complain of their wives’ milli- 
ners’ bills, and some equaRy unreasonable wives will express them- 
selves impatiently about their husband’s Clubs. 

But finally discontent and dissatisfaction will be relieved, and the 
end of a dark year brightened, by the publication, at 86, Fleet 
Street, of Punches Almanack and Pocket Book — those inestimable 
blessings to anxious parents, and comforts to a care-ridden com- 
munity. _____________ 


The Rew Taxse Step (a« danced hy the swellest young swells of 
the season). — The pas du toutP 



{At Drury Lane on Boxing Night, and where else would he he ?) 


Bkavo, brave Blae'CHAEB, Doyen des Pantomimes ! Dean of the 
Pantomimes I there ’s a reverend title I and my humble service to 
you, Sir, for aRthe stories you’ve told us. these many years past, 
and more particularly at this time, for your latest version of 
Cinderella; or. Harlequin and the Fairy Slipper. I wish I had 
been a Fairy SRpper about ten days ago, whenltumbled down twice, 
in the street, on a horrid slide made by wicked little boys. Had 1 
then been a Fairy SRpper, I shouldn’t have faRen down, and — ^which 
is the real point — hurt myself. But this is a mere parenthesis — 
which as “every school-boy” at home for the hoRdays knows, is 
Greek for a sRde. The only amusing sRdes are magic lantem- 
sRdes, for which on the largest and funniest scale, see Polytechnic 
Institution. 

But to our Pantomime. Once upon a time, when there were fairies, 
there lived a Mr. E. L. BLAJsrciLiJaD, who is Rving now, and who 
appears regularly every Christmas to Master Chatteeton— when he 
has been a good boy— -and gives him a brand new Christmas Panto- 
mime. 

^ "Whereupon Master Chatteetoe" commences an incantation, as- 
sisted by two friends, a bowl of whiskey punch, hot, and a box of the 
best Partagas — 


“And, as he smokes, 

He the Yokes’ in-vokes, 

The name pro-vokes 
Their smiles and jokes ; 

Then comes F. Yokes, 

And he e»vokes 
Applause, 

Because 

Who could complain 

Were such trumps played again and again ? 

For he would he the mokest of mokes 

Who ’d blame the Manager when he re-vokes.” 


Then, by potent speRs, he summons to his aid the good genius 
Beveelt to design and paint the scenes, who comes accompanied by 
his attendant sprites, Messrs. Cutheeet, Yaeeold, YYaed, and Hall. 
Rext wafted into the managerial presence, on various popular airs, 
appears Herr Kael Metlee, from the land of goblins and Christmas- 
trees, to do the music and to compose such an overture as, 
working up through Bloomshury Square,^^ Beal Jam, Hi 
Cockalorum, God Bless the Prince of Wales, and Buie Bri-- 
tannia ” to the grand climax of ,the Rational Anthem, causes that 
marveRous Boxing-night-at-Drury-Lane audience to rise as one 
man, and with one heart and voice to shout with a genuine impulse 
of true loyally, “ God Save the Queen f 

Yes, that rise en masse is a sight to see^ and the hearty prolonged 
cheers a sound to hear ! And at this time, in the midst of all our 
innocent Christmas froRc and foolery, the eagerness displayed by 
this vast hoRday crowd to rise and anticipate the first notes of the 
Rational Anthem, has a special and .a touching significance, for it 
seemed to say, “God bless you, Lady, in your sorrow! Your 
people’s thoughts are with you even in their mirth ! ” Encored was 
the overture, and not a few stood up expecting to hear the anthem 
once again, but Herr Kael Metdee had decided otherwise. 

Then the ferment subsided ; Grace had been said, and we settled 
down to Pantomime Banquet. 

In former years some scenes may have been more gorgeous (cue 
for song from Maritana, “ Scenes that were hrighter^^ adapted to 
the occasion), but better painted— -never ! Front scenes and sets ” 
are equaRy exceRent. 

But Master Chatteetoh and Master Property-Man, why were 
there no Big Heads ? Ro, Gentlemen, on my word of honour, I did 
not notice a single mask ; no, not one pair of stupidly-fixed goggle 
eyes, not one idiotic grin preserved alike on aR occasions, whethet of 
of terror, or of woe. On some frank, open, gigantic countenance. 
Where are those PhRosophers of Pantomime this year ? And in the 
comic business, among qH the/* hits” that paps between Clown and 
Pantaloon, and the representatives of the PoRce force^ not one poR- 
tical hit ; that isj up to the third scehe of the Harlequinade^ when I 
gracefully retired. 

The three funniest scenes are, — the first, where Messrs. Feed ^d 
Fawdon Yoees are, pursued by bokrs; the ^Kitchen scene, where 
Mr. Feed Yokes, Ashing to dress for a baR* is hindered at his 
toRette by Mr.- Fawdok, and a clever youn^Rog caRed in the biRs, 
Azor the Poodle, played by Master Cullen, whose famiRarity with 
the kitchen pots and pans, and roasting fire, proved him tO' be quite 
at home in Qie Cullen~ary department ; and the Snow scene^ where 
Misters Feed and Fawdou return from the baR in sedan-chairs. Of 
course the Yokes’ -famRy-dance, long and eagerly expected, came at 
last, and was as usual, heartily and efithusiasticaRy encored. 

Once more the audience roared at thdt sad melancholy expression 
on Mr. Feed Yokes’s face, as he throws his legs alternately over the 
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heads of either Miss Jessie or Miss Victobia, and seems to say, “ It ’s mj fate, I must do it, I 
can’t hdp it, I must use my legs like this — ^it ’s only once a year— bless you— it can’t be helped— it ’s 
of no cons^uence ” — and exeunt omnes. 

There is one genuinely artistic bit in Miss Yictobia’s performance of Cinderella, It is this. 
When the family have gone to the baU, she, left disconsolate at home, the drudge in the kitchen, 
dresses up two chairs, and “makes believe very much,” like the inmiortal .aforcAeowess with the 
orange-peel— that they are her partners in a dance ; then she sets to them, and dances with them : 
but at last, unable to keep up me farce any longer, the thoughts of her father’s and her sisters’ 
cruelty overcome her, and sinking on the chair her pent-up sorrow finds relief in tears. 

That great pantomimic artist, G-bimaldi, could, it is said, draw tears from his audience as easily 
as he could n^e them split theic sides with laughter. Were it only for this one most admirable 
touch of natee on the part of Miss Yictobia Yozes, the Drury Lane Pantomime would be well 
worth a visit. So make your arrangements for seeing Cinderella as soon as possible, and write 
to your friends, everybody, to “Meet you ai the Lane wnenthe Clock strikes Seven-fifteen,” as very 
soon after half- past the Annual commences, and of course, not for worlds could anyone miss a note 
of the Overture, at least, that is the feeling of Your EEPBESEisrrATiVB. 


CYPRUS— THE IDEAL AND 
THE REAL. 

“ Lawn — as white as driven snow ; 

Cyprus — black as any crow,*' 

sings Autolycus, 

Lobd Beaconseielp improves on Ms 
great original, and sings “Cyprus, 
wMte as driven snow.” Strange 
that so astnte a man, and so prac- 
tised a tactician, should go out of Ms 
way to paint for his Frisco admirers 
a picture of Cyprus iu couleur de 
rose, wMoh lies open to the fl.at con- 
tradiction of facts, and the correction 
of every dispassionate and intelligent 
observer. Look at the fancy-picture 
painted by Lord Beaoonsfield in 
Ms speech on the presentation of the 
San Francisco casket, by the side of 
the closely studied sketch from na- 
ture of Thomas Bbasset, M.P., in 
the Times of a few days ago, if you 
want to know how rash and reck- 
less in assertion unresisted and im- 
contradicted supremacy in Court 
and Cabinet, and contempt of the 
public together, can make a long- 
headed politician, and a master of all 
the arts of speech and the tricks of 
party steering. 

Read too, Mr. Beasset’s letter, all 
yon who believe that the lessons of 
Crimean blundering and ^ Crimean 
disaster have borne fruit in better 
arrangements, or more sensible or- 
ders from the War-Office authori- 
ties, and more efficient execution of 
them by their employ , 

The Dukeof Cambeidge com]f’...ins 
that the British public u^ill treat 
the official heads of the Army as 
fools. After reading Mr. Beasset’s 
account of the sanitary blunders and 
commissariat stupidities at Cyprus, 
can the Duke wonder at it ? 

When one thinks of the precious 
lives sacrificed, and the good men 
left with shattered constitutions, by 
the imbecile mismanagement wMen 
disgraced the installation of 9 nr 
troops in Cypms — always allowing 
for the cold-blooded sacrifice of the 
health, comfort, and convenience of 
ten thousand to the momentary 
triumph of one great political player 
at the game of brag, — Punch feels 
apt to fall back into the impatient 
wrath of Crimean times, and to ask, 
with all respect for ourweU-meaning 
Conunander-in-CMef — “whom shall 
we ^et rid of?”: if not, totidem 
verlns, — “whom shall we hang ? ” 


woman’s Bight of Bights. 

When Stanseeld woman’s ques 
tions weighs, 

Her “rights” Punch won’t dis 
parage, 

But for nine out of ten, he says. 
The Mghest Rite is marriage ! 


Parallels. 

Lines, that hnay be prolonged, ad 
without ever meetmg, as 
ex, gr, Yiews on — 

1. The Eastern Q,uestion. 

2. The Roofing of St. Alban’s Abbey. 


The Shoe in Time. — ^As soon as the streets are frozen hard, — ^but not tOl then, of course, — i 
lose no time in taking the proper steps to have your horses provided with screw-pegs — against Reteospect and Prospect. — ^Look 

the approaching thaw.' I back— Black ! Look ahead— Red ! 


“ To OoBBisiorsBris.— SdUor does not hdfS Mmtdf hound to aehnovUdgi, retwn, or pay for CoTUribviioM, In no ease can thm U returned unless eueompanisd (y a 

•temped and directed enueUues, Copiei dwuld be heps. 
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About Cyprus, 25 
Absolutely Necessary, 81 
Across the Keep-it-Dark Coiitinent, 9, 
21, 28, &c. 

Addenda to Yankee Doodle, 155 
Adieu to the Australians, 1S7 
“ Advance, Australia I *’ 59 
After the Season, 49 
All in a Carte, 208 
All the Difference, 36 
Almighties at Odds, 186 
Amazing 1 213 

Angelina at the Exhibition, 1S9 
Angelina on her Travels, 156 
Angelina's View of it, 53 
Annuj>’ * “line Famine, 101 
Anotht-i. Naval Review, 77 
A pplauding Populace ( An) 274 
Archaeologists^ Work, 166 
Arduous Qi^t (An), 294 
Ar-ns'^the Men," 251 
Arms of Cyprus (The), 73 
Arrangements in Black and White, from 
a Statesman’s Note-Book, 66 
'Arry at the Play, 196 
'Arry on Himself. 277 
'Arry on 'Igh Life, 24 
'Arry on Pooty Women, 121 
At Cost of Costs, 264 
At it Again! 108 
At the Berlin Banquet, 1 
Attraction at Her Majesty’s, 274 
Awe-fully Jollyl 237 
Awful Prospect (An), 191 
Awkward Name (An), 156 
Bad Example (A), 54 
Bad News for Doctors, 261 
Ballad for John Bull. 191 
Battle of the Guns (The', 12 
Bed and Board in Gaol, 36 
Believer in Darwin (A), 108 
Benefit of Bogey (The). 282 
** Best of Friends must part ** (The), 138 
Betsy Prig and the Muse of History, 61 
** Better Day Better Deed," 149 
Between Advocates and Architects, 77 
Between Two Fires, 125 
Betwixt Cards and Crackers. 289 
** Bien Venu qul Apporte 1 ” 46 
Birthdays in Store, 132 
Births and Begging-Letters, 97 
Black Prospect (A), 264 
Blaze of Triumph (A), 30 
Blue Biband of Diplomacy, 97 
Boring for Water, 96 
Bos, M.P., locutus est, 264 
Branding a Buck, 84 
Brand New One (A), 142 
Brigandage at Home, 192 
Brightness and Beauty, 233 
Bristol Menu (A), 287 
Bull and the Scarlet Cloth, 85 
Bundle of Sticks (The), 181 
By a Thames Conservator. 287 
Cabinet Council (The), 258 
Cad *s a Cad for a’ that (A), 241 
Cads and Counterparts, 97 
Cambridge Colours, 203 
Canine Canonisation, 274 
Cannibalism v. Vivisection, 204 
Case for a Composer (A), 45 
Case for the Water-Cure (A), 11 
Casts of " Characters," 150 
Caueaiion or Coincidence 7 220 
Cause and Effect, 197 
Caution, S3 


Chancellor’s Functions (A), 29 

Change of Title, 13 

“ Cheaper and Cheaper still,” 229 

Cheap Pony (A), 45 

Chinepe Tribute (A), 207 

Christmas Appeals, 292 

Christmas Day a la Good Old Time, 304 

Christmas Fancies, 293 

Christmas Presents, 300 

Christmas Waits, 282 > 

Circular Notes, 126, 147, 16S, &c 
Civic Festivities, 277 
Classical Sea-side Trip, 58 
Class of Cases (A), 292 
Coinage for Cyprus (A), 229 
Collective Folly, 30 
Colonial Question (A), 132 
Comfort for Cattle, 161 
Comfort to Canad^ 174 
Comic Journey (The), 109 
Complex Conundrum, 239 
Concerts in Colours, 265 
Cooking and Dishing, 198 
Cooks and the Broth (The), 181 
Co-operative Wedding Presents, 4 
Oovent Garden Obstructionists, 81 
Crime and Cackle. 90 
(hrimson Scalps I 182 
" Cum Grano,” 145 
Curious Correspondence (4), 48 
Curious Optical Phenomenon, 182 
Customary Candour, 233 
Cyprus Be-rhymed, 66 
Cyprus— the Ideal and the Beal, 310 
Darwinism: and Dogma, 85 
Darwinism for Doctors, 165 
Definitions for a Civic Dinner, 239 
De Jure et De Facto. 191 
Different Wavs of Twisting ’Em, 287 
Disgoiging, 102 
Dishing and Dished, 133 
Ditto to Dufferin, 190 
Diva Potens Cypri, 60 
Dogma and Drink, 282 
Domestic Economy, 131 
Doubtful Prospect (A), 36 
Down on Him, 124 
Dr. Cross’s Degree, 193 
Dream of Queer Women (A), 166 
Drummed Out^ 61 

Echoes of the Back Stairs, 207, 221, 240, 
die. 

Edison Light and the Silly Birds (The), 
186 

Efficiency and Economy, 9 
Eminently Appropriate, 229 
Epitaph on the Argyll Rooms, 173 
Equivocal Announcement, 121 
Essence of Parliamenc, 3. 14, 25, dec. 

** Excursions 1 Alarms ! " 119 
Expert and Tyro, 114 
Pair Game. 84 
Fallacies of the Country, 220 
Farming Prospects, 252 
Fashionable Finery, 132 
Favourite Flowers, dec.. 168 
Feathering the Arrow, 25 
Fees and Fares, 120 
Pees and Fees’ Worth, 105 
Fiasco of Cyprus” (The), 173 
First-Fruits, 18 
Fog and Fireworks, 222 
Fore-Wheel and Woe, 160 
Fox-hunting According to Law, 244 
Friends at a Distance, 213, 230, 242, &o. 
From a Valued Correspondent, 133 


Piom Gartnavel Asylum, 261 

P’rom the Gazette, 162 

From tVe North, 95 

Fruitless, 1 

Pull of Emptiness, 124 

Gazette Extraordinary, 13 

Glasgow ABC. 246 

Gleaning gone by, 78 

Gnome for Beaconsfield (A), 239 

Good for Trade, 133 

Gool Idea (A). 181 

Gool News for Schools, 275 

Grave Guests. 228 

Great Civic Retrenchment, 222 

Greece asking for More, 73 

Greece’s Loans and Greece’s Lovers, 180 

Greetings for the New Year, 303 

Gregarieus Fowl (A), 189 

Grown-up Bonfire Boys, 228 

Guide for the French in London, 129 

Guildhall Oracle (The), 239 

Hamlet Omitted, 13 

Hammer and Pen, 48 

Happy Cyprus I 81 

Happy Thought, 53 

Hard Case (A), I2 

Hard Work in the Workhouse, 1£0 

Hazy. 225 

Heads in Chancery, 49 
Help in Hot Weather. 94 
Hibernian Marvels, 153 
H^h and Low Water, 81 
Highly Reasonable Honour, 155 
Home at Last! 262 
'Honour v. Bight, 217 
Hope for Humanity, 287 
Hope for the New Egyptian Loan, 209 
House that John Built (The), 246 
“ How are the Mighty Fallen I ’’ 246 
** How I couldn’t Find Stanley,” 149 
How to Enjoy a Happy Dog-day, 72 
How to Enjoy a Holiday in Pai^ 145 
How to Keep the Peace, 233 
How to Make a Fortune in Five Minutes, 
136 

How to Make Things Pleasant Abroad, 
101 

How to Spend an Unhappy Day in 
London, 6< 

“Impar Congressus AchiUi," 5 

Important Notice, 227 

Improvement (An), 218 

Indian Relish, 162 

Inelegant Extracts, 174 

Injudicial Astrology, 124 

In Memoriam — Princess Alice, 293 

In Faphiau Bowers, 17 

International Order, 93 

In the Cellar, 137 

In the Major Key, 275 

In the Multitude of Councillors, 181 

Irish Bull in Action (An), 42 

Irish Educator (An), 274 

Irish Tourists’ Questions, 124 

It Might have been Worse, 66 

Jangling Chimes, 301 

Jingo-Englishman (The), 215 

Jingo-Paradise, 12 

Jingo’s Due, 239 

Jockeys and Judges. 203 

John Homespun on Imperialism, 283 

John Maloney and Princess Alezandrina, 

“Judge not Hastily.” 147 
Justice to Canada, 216 
Justin Time, 203 


Just the Man for Hard Times, 249 
Juvenile Attempt (AX 145 
Keeping it Down, 143 
Keep your Heads, 186 
Kilkenny Cats (The), 192 
Kindness and Cruelty to Animals, 166 
Kissing the Rod, 251 
Lament of the Vase (The), 145 
Last Word to Whalley (A), 191 
Ijatest from Afghanistan (The), 85 
Latest Secession The), 237 
Legal Japanning, 39 
Legal Rope Broken (TheX 61 
Legal View (A), 41 
Legion of Honour (The), 237 
Les Partis Hostiles to La Rdpublique, 193 
“ Le Spectre Rouge,” 171 
Less Sharp than Shears, If 5 
Life in Him yet. 119 
Light Entertainment (A), 96 
“ Light, more light I ” 192 
Limb of the Law (A). 124 
” Lord send us a ^de conceit o’ oursels,” 
198 

Lotos-Eater in the Levant (The), 105 
Love in the Mist, 196, 208 
Maids and Mermaids, 83 
Making the Beat of Christmas. S81 
Masculine and Feminhie Fashions, 197 
Medicinal Mirth. 179 
Mem. after the Mill in the Lords, 41 
Mercy by the Mersey, 169 
Mermaid (The), 23 
Millers and their Men, 241 
Ministerial Memento, 87 
Mirror of Parliament, 245 
Mi sing Link (A), 73 
Mixed Emotions, 18 
Model Leader (A), 205 
More Power to Him, 81 
More Secret Agreements, 95 
More Sites and Sounds, 165 
Most Satisfactory, 190 
Mottoes for Hr. Gladstone’s Birthday- 
Axe, 299 

Mr. Punch at Wimbledon, 12 
Mr. Punch’s Own Annual, 276 
“ Much Cry and Little Wool,” 277 
** Much Wool and Little Ciy,” 63 
New Idea, 2b9 

New Leaves for the New Year, 305 

New Nursery Rhyme, 120 

New Policy (The), 168 

New Rhyme for John Bull, 246 

News from Cyprus. 78 

New Year’s Annual (The), 300 

Next Best Thing. 259 

Next Naval Review, 84 

Nice Time of it, 4ec. (A), 86 

Noble Example (A), 265 

Nobs and Snobs, 180 

No Business of Mine, 126 

Notices of Motion, 30 

Not “ Universal as the Sun,” 308 

Nursery Rhyme of the Day, 287 

Ode to the Coming Light, 177 

Oionoktonon (The), lOO 

Old Clothes for Clergymen, 49 

On a Pair Taradlddler, 85 

On a Matter of Taste, 101 

On Her Majesty’s Service, 85 

Only too True, 216 

On the Boil, 60 

On the Xiine, 170 

On the Wrong Horse, 201 

Oppressed in EzcelsiB (TheX 162 
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Orby et Urbi, 25S 

Order in the Eist. 81 

Our An^ust Eepresentative Man, 69, 96 

Our Failures, 6 

Our M lyors, 245 

Our Representative Man, 107, 117, 141, <fcc. 
Our Saviours, 113 

Out of Season Questions for Beauties, 49 
Page from Kelly’s Directory (A), S?38 
Paniers, 245 

Paradoxical Planets, 161 
Parallel (A\ 61 
Paris Congresses, 1S3 
Parliamentary Report, 83 
Parson*s Grate (The), 300 
Pas de Deux (A), 53 
“ Pas de Deux '* (The), 42 
“PasdeTroisl”(A), 210 
Past and Present, 36 
Pastoral Symphony (A), lOS 
Paying for a Pearl, 58 
** Peace "nritb Honour,” 66 
People on Palaver (The), 49 
Phrases for Travellers, 16 
Pick^s Pocket Picked, 45 
Pig- Stickers, Beware ! 206 
Pious Chancellor’s Creed (The), 264 
Plain Speaking, 262 
Play I 18 

Play and 'Work, S3 
Pleasantries of a Primus, 169 
Pleasures of Foreign Travel (The), 169 
Poet and Prophet, 217 
Poet (of the Period) (The), 252 
Police m the Purlieus (The), 60 
Porte-Monnale and Pistol, 87 
Post Equitem ! ” 270 
Power of Speech (The), 193 
Preaching and Practice, 48 
Prelatical Plethora (A), 29 
Preparing the Indian Pickle, 1 57 
Products of Peace (The), 105 
Professional View of Things (A), 277 
Public Wheel (The), 131 
Punch, 113 

Punch’s Notes on his Own Archdeacon’s, 
48 

Punch’s Prize Christmas Acrostic^ 100 
Punch's Prophecies far 1879, S09 
Punch Stands Corrected, 189 
Punch's Weather Warnings ne^ct week, 
102 

Punch «. Phoebus, 275 
Putting a Legal Point on it, 285 
QuAuriKD Welcome (A), 306 
Queer Fish at Westminster, 137 
Race and Ribbon, 42 
Railway Economy, 258 
Railway Insurance, 300 
Railway Mismanagement, 113 - 
Real Couleur de Rose. 380 
Really Cruel Case (A). 241 
Reasons for Going Abroad, 36 
Redpes from a Decoration Cookery-Book, 
66 

Recommendation (A), 239 
Regina v. Regina, 73 
Requiring **^c^cation” 269 
Resolve of Hellas (The), 4 
Respite for Rogues (A), 217 
Eevexend Rock of Defence, 205 
Revival (AX 18 
Biddles for the Recess, 48 
Right Man in the Right Place (The). 275 
Rise and Fall of the Jack Spratts (The), 
98, 110, 122, &c. 

Ritualistic Confession (A), 207 

Ritualistic Rumours, 77 

Rival Sportsmen, 130 

Round of Rhymes (A), 180 

Rule and No Rule, 229 

** Rule, Britannia 1” 84 

Rules in Rhyme, 144 

Ruminations for 1879, 301 

Bun through the Midlands (A), J 94 

Bun with Old Bucks (AX 

SABBATARiAiT Similitude, 157 

Sabbatarian Success (A), 137 

Saddle on the Right Horse (The), 169 

“ Same Concern” (TheX 806 

Samuel Phelps, 219 

Sarve ’em Right, 12 

Saving in Show (AX 17 

Scandal to Scotland (A), 17 

Schoolmaster Ahmad (TheX 6 

Scientific Rectifications, 2|5 

Seaman and the Scribe (The), 112 

Seasonable French Exercise (A), 207 

Self-Coronation, 138 

Shadow on the Hills (IThe), 150 

Shoes or No Shoes? 5 

Silly Season Sillier than ever (The), 97 

Simla Similibus, 191 

Six^Days of a Subaltern's Diary-rCyprus, j 

SkyTdymg— Captive and Loose, ^^6 
Slides for Mr.lSiach’s Magic Lamco'n, 289 
Smollett’s Comment, 69 ^ * 

-Snip and Snob, ISd 

Social Science and Sunday, 209 


Society Journal (The), 264 

Soldier’s Song, 198 

Solvitur Ambulando, 69 

Some Christmas Books for Children, 276 

Something like a Duel, 263 

Something like Athletics, 221 

Something like a Welcome ! 65 

Something Sensational, 326 

Song of the Bells (The), 236 

Sorceries of Science (The), 253 

Sors Horatiana, 13 

Speculation on Cyprus, 45 

Sphinx and the Obelisk (The). 93 

Spiritualism in St. Peter’s, 270 

Starvation and Social Science, 158 

State V Science (The), 179 

Steel Horse (The), 144 

Street Lamps and Street Lights, 18 

Strike that should be a Hit (A), 33 

Strong, but Pleasant, 146 

Strong-beaded Hero, 249 

Succea^ 41 

Suggesuons for Lord Mayor's Show, 226 
Suites to the Sweet, 129 
Sunday Opening at Manchester, 113 
Surplice and Surplus, 77 
Tale and its Root (A), TS 
Talk of the Train, 105 
Taste beyond the Tweed, 146 
Tea-Room Reflections, 288 
Temple Bar Redivivus, 63 
Testing the Thames, 265 
“ There and (not) back ! ” 114 
Throwing the Shoe, 45 
To His Grace the Duke of Bedford, 156 
Too Dead a Certainty, 100 
To John Ruskin, 253 
Too Strange not to be True,” 3 3 
To the Finest of Fruits, 97 
“ Tout va hien ! ” 203 
Travellers’ Dreams, 25, 

Travellers’ Phrases, 167 
Triumph of the Callem Og (The), 106 
Turkeys’ Petition (The), 280 
Two Bills and True Bills, 205 
Une Cause O^lbbre,” 257 
Unfeminine Intelligence, 94 
University Musical Exam., 297 
Unnecessary Indignation, 124 
Venus’s Oven, 203 
Very Much Abroad, 165 
Very Natural Inference (A)^ 202 
Very Serious, 810 

Voice from the Lions* Heads (A), 5 

Voice of the Church (A), 270 

Wae without Sinffws, 240 

Was it Really? 142 

Weaving his Crown, 18 

We ’re all a-Nagging, 298 

What came of Tapping the Wires, 281 

What it may Come to, 204 

What Sunday-Closing does for Dublin, 

What the New ‘City Peal Says, 205 
When the Bill comes in, 73 
** Where are We now ? ’* 284 
Which Devour Widows’ Houses, &c., 221 
** Whichever you like. My Little Dears,” 
177 

Who Knows Best? 217 


Why we have got it, 17 
Willow! 136 

Wisdom on its Rounds, 251 
Wonders will never Cease, 179 
Worker and his Wages (The), 220 
Worker’s Query (A), i44 
“Working of the Wires,” &c., 228 
Ye Cricketers of England, 132 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

Annuous Quest (An), 295 

At the Head of the Profession, 199 

Bad Example (A) 65 

“ Best of Friends must Part” (The), 139 

Blaze of Triumph (A), 31 

Disgorging, 103' 

Edison Light (The), 187 
Fog and Fireworks, 223 
“ Humpty-Dumpty ” 1 19 
Indian Curry, 163 
Making Things Pleasant, 67 
“ Nous avons changd tout cela ! ” 283 
“ Otium cum Diz T' 127 
“Pas de Deux” (The), 43 
Pas de Trois I ” (A), 211 
“ Poor Buffer I ” 175 
“ Post Equitem 1 ” 281 
Qualified (A), 307 

“Save me from my Friends,” 247 
Schoolmaster Abroad (The), 7 
Shadow on the Hills (The), J5l 
St. George and the Dragon, 79 
“ There and (not) back I ” 115 
Way of the Wiod (The). 91 
Where are we Now? ” 235 
“ Who ’s to Pay ? ” 259 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Afghan Cock and British Bulldog, 146 
Alfred Carrying the Things Himself, 69 
Arbitration at Ironopolis, 109 
Archie's Holiday Task, 95 
Artist’s Fnendly Critic (An), 23 
Artist's Wife’s Method of Pricing Pic- 
tures, 182 

Asinine Critic (An). 216 
Australian Cricketers (The), 59 
Austrian Policeman (TheX 86 

» es and the German Band, 6 

hairmen in their own Chairs, 162 
I Beaconsfield’s Game of Chess, 132 
I Beaconsfield, Winner of Cyprus Cup. 14 
I Beautiful Timber-jumping 1 250 
Big Dog in a Cab (A), 145 
Brown’s Toothbrush, 71 
Buried Bacon’s Effect on Asters, 133 
Busy Dressmaker (A), 94 
Buying a “Life of Petrarch,” 277 
Buying Stockings, 251 
Cabman’s Nearest Visit to Church, 279 
Canine Cricketer (A), ill 
Cautious Wedding Announcement (AX 138 
Chatnber of Beauties (A), 270 
Cleopatra’s Needle placed at last, 121 
Coach and his Pupil (A), 227 
Colonel and Private Smith’s Letter, 238 
Convalescent Fox-hound Puppy (AX 202 i 
Costume of Tattoo Marks (AX 210 
Orysophone Quartett (A), 276 
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Elderly Belle and the Major (The), 239 
Electric Light (The), 118 
Eton 'B. Harrow at Lords’, 62 
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Foreign Decorations, 218 
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Gladstone in Mauxland, 158 
“Grace’s” Wonderful Doings, 36 
Grandpapa’s Story of Noah’s Ark, 144 
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Gymnastic Professor’s Instructions (A), 25 
Haircutter’s Advice (A), 75 
Hairdresser and the Colonel (The), 191 
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Home-Ruler’s Last Grievance (A), 274 
Housemaid Describing Vestments, 299 
Hunting the Afghan Boar, 206 
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Injured Railway Engine (An), 245 
Insulting a Doctor, 171 
Intoxicated Bridegroom (An), 180 
Irish Cotter Girl and Pig, *217 
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Irish Maid who is always out (Au), 93 
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Italian Organ-Grinder’s Revenge (An), 186 
Jack and the Nice Corners, 54 
Jack’s Sham Fainting Fit, 114 
Jamming a Little Finger, 246 
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Labelled Waterproof (A), 226 
Labourer and a Buried Urn (A), 129 
Ladies’ Hats and Likenesses, 47 
Lady and Housemaid, 76 
Lawn Tennis in the Dark, 82 
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Leighton, President, Royal Academy, 242 
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Mac efiSum Mohr’s Triumph (The), 106 
Minister and Servant Girls (A), 294 
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New Governess and Clever Children, i8 
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Noah’s Arks too Denominatioiaal, 255 
Not Hungry, but Greedy, 290 
Novel Advice to a Patient, 119 
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Old Lady and the Oabmen’s Shelter, 153 
Organ-Grinders* Future Music, 2^3 
“ Papa taken to a Bicycle,” 219 
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Pince-nez better than Spectacles (A), 15 
Precautions against Burglary, 87 
Preserved Game and Preserved Fruit, 284 
Pretty Little Filly (A), 135 
Punch in St. Petersburg, 230 
Quiet Horse (A), 49 
I Racing for a Train, 241 
Reasons for Taking Insurance Ticket, 63 
Results of Tommy s Castigation. 258 
Ribbonmen and the Landlord (The), 27 
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Royal Horse Artillery Officer (A), 123 
Rubini Brown’s Barcarole, 2 
Russia and Britain Shere Stalking, 130 
Ruth’s Accomplishments, 126 
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Scotch Bailie’s Sentence (A), 120 
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Shooting for the Dogs, IS I 
Sir John Jones’s SulDstitute, 36 
Sir Stafford, the Huntsman, 194 
Skeleton Enemy (A), 62 
Socialist Jack-in-the-Box (The), 143 
Sporting Rector and Partridges, 86 
Stables before Ladies, 181 
Stammering Owner of a Big Dog (A), 51 
“Stodge ” or a Dance (A), 38 
Testy Old Geutlemanand Box-Keeper, 232 
Time Washing the Old Year, 310 
Tipsy Old Gent and Errand Boys, 287 
Tommy Playing at “ Footnnan,” 374 
Tourists and a French Notice, 203 
Trap for his Mother-in-law (A), 303 i 

Two Lady’smaids (The), 263 
Two Swell Dragoons, 169 
Undertaker’s Strange Customer (.^n), 99 
Venus and Wolseltoy at Cyprus, 48 
Very Young Hunting-Boy (A), 262 
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What Adam and Eve thought of Cain, 78 
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Wishing even an Enemy to turn up, SO 
Wonderful Hand at Whist <A), S2S 
Young Curate and Old Ls4y» 207 
Young Equestrian and Artist, 286 
Young Lady Starting for the Hunt, 231 
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